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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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Author’s Note

I just love stories where men are a little too smart for their own good.

This is one of those stories, except that it is a book. Originally I wrote three separate stories, then decided to compile them.

The three stories were:

Feminized at a Lesbian Summer Camp! (part one)

Feminized at a Lesbian Summer Camp! (part two)

Feminized at a Lesbian Summer Camp! (part three)

The story is great fun. A fellow tricks his wife by locking a vibrator to her vaginal piercings. She’s at a ladies camp (which happens to have an inordinately high number of lesbians) and he’s at a campground a mile away, playing with his fob and causing her hilarious torment.

And that’s where the real story starts, because women stick together, and when they go after our bozo hero his wife gets the last laugh.

So enjoy, and don’t forget to drop by my website:

gropperpress.wordpress(dot)com

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized at a

Lesbian Summer Camp!

He became the butt of a joke!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Don’t you just love summer camp?

You get to swim and play and run around, and the boys are as thick as thieves.

Just waiting to get feminized.

Oh, the thrill of putting lipstick on your first boy.

Gives me the shivers just thinking about it.

What? You never did that at summer camp!?

Bad you!

Well, don’t worry. Just read on and enjoy the fun!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?”

Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What?

Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous.

“I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound.

“Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!”

“Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?”

“You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!”

Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body.

“Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.”

“Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.”

She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.”

“But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly.

“Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?”

“Wear locks in your piercings.”

Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked.

“What?”

“You got those piercings, and…”

“They were to please you!”

“And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.”

“So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.”

He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head.

Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?”

He shook his head.

“I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.”

“When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.”

“Yeah,” he muttered defiantly.

“Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear.

But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting.

“Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!”

He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it.

“So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled.

“No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.”

She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this!

“So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?”

“Well, uh…yes.”

“Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…”

“Will you think about it.”

“Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.”

“Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!”

“And this will help you be sure?”

He nodded.

“Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.”

He smiled.

“Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.”

“Huh!”

Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts.

She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea.

“Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.”

“What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…”

“No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.”

“Well, uh…”

“Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.”

She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat.

She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back.

“Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.”

“You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back.

She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed.

He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away.

“I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.”

With that she sat squarely upon him.

She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco.

“Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath.

She just smiled and let the moment build.

Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea.

She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio.

And she couldn’t help but think about it.

Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea!

Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there.

She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea.

She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky.

At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced.

And it felt good.

Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star.

Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on.

And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more.

And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets.

She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her.

Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house.

She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings.

Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her.

More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together.

She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks.

She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape.

She sat down, no pinching.

She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good!

She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful.

Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny.

Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not.

Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that.

Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah!

For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes.

God, that felt good!

Then, back home, and she fixed dinner.

Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time.

In fact, he had planned it.

In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans.

“Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?”

“What? And what smells so good?”

“A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.”

He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said.

“Have you been drinking?” he asked.

“Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.”

“Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon.

“Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked.

Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.”

He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara.

They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?”

“Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled.

He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon.

She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.”

He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze.

His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him.

A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.”

She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush.

“Oh, honey. It feels so good.”

“Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now.

“Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.”

He laughed, then went to his knees.

She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks.

They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough.

“Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her.

“Now, don’t hurt your teeth.”

He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully.

She laughed and ground her hips into him.

After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.”

But she pulled back.

“Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.”

“But…you can’t! I need you!”

“And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.”

“Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?”

“I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears.

“But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!”

“Aw…is that bad?”

“Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.”

“Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.”

“No!”

“Yes. And we’re starting tonight.”

With that she dragged him back to the bedroom.

Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any.

Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life!

Every night she dragged him off to bed.

Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction.

And every morning Rod was harder and harder.

At the end of week one he was dripping.

At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie.

And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself.

He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow.

He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog.

But, he had a plan.

“Good morning, honey,” he said on Saturday morning before she left for the convention.

“Hello, good looking,” she stretched and turned to him, felt his weenie, and kissed him.

A moment passed, and he said, “I’ve got a present for you.”

“Oh, goodie! I love presents! Gimme, gimme!”

“Okay, but you have to promise to wear it.”

“Oh, I will! Is it lingerie? Jewelry?”

“Well, it’s jewelry, sort of.”

“Sort of?”

He reached up to side table and grabbed a small box. He held it out to her.

Thoroughly excited, Lara took the box and opened it.

“Oh! what is this?”

“It was a special lock. It had a barrel, about a half inch, and a loop.

“It goes in your rings.”

“What?” she blinked and stared at him.

“Read the inscription.”

She examined the barrel and read: “As long as you have this on I will love you.”

She had a sudden thought that there was something weird here, but she was so excited to have a present.

“Well, I guess I better try it out.”

Rod smiled and kissed her again.

The ‘present’ slid through the rings easily. The locks didn’t get in the way, and it really felt good.”

“I can hardly feel it, but there’s a little more weight.”

“Feels good, yes?”

“Oh, yes!” Again, she pressed her lips to his.

“And you’ll wear it to the convention?”

“Oh, yes!” she giggled. “I can’t take it off, anyway.”

He smiled and hugged her yet again. “Don’t worry. If you want it off I’ll put the key in one of your suitcases, with the keys to your padlocks. But I won’t tell you where.”

She thought that was funny, but she was revving up for the day, getting ready for the six hour drive to the convention area. She was horny, and excited, and… “Come on, honey, give me a last tongue job before I go.”

He smiled, and did as he was told.

And it was hard not to laugh, because his plan had come to fruition. He had pulled it off. The greatest gotcha in the history of gotchas.

He couldn’t wait to pull the trigger and blow his wife’s mind forever!

An hour later Lara was driving down the road in her Lexus. She had  Joni Mitchell singing ‘Big Yellow Taxi’ on the radio:

They paved paradise, put up a parking lot

With a pink hotel, a boutique, and a swingin' hot spot

She was bobbing her head to the sides and humming along. The traffic was light and there were no cops so she zipped along without a care in the world.

At home Rod was cooking up a big mess of bacon. He sizzled and he fried and he sang along with Jim Morrison:

Five to one, baby

One in five

No one here gets out alive…

He poured himself a bourbon and Coke and looked out the kitchen window at the birds in the bird bath.

Stupid birds, frolicking like Elmer Fudd wasn’t hiding behind every bush.

He sat down and ate the greasy but delicious mess.

He looked at his cell phone sitting on the counter. It was charging up, and he couldn’t wait. But he had to. He had to be within a mile of Lara before he sprung the surprise on her.

He suddenly snorted a laugh, and chortled, and chugged his drink.

Oh, baby, I love ya, and I gotcha!

The thought of what he was about to do was so exciting he didn’t even think to masturbate.

Lara pulled into the parking lot, which was more of a dirt field.

The convention hall was a monster building that had been built for conventioneers who wanted to get out of the city. Construction for the parking lot and other things hadn’t finished, but it was an amazing place.

It was in a valley with tons of oaks, big, spreading oaks, on the hillsides. A stream meandered along the backside of the valley, and the national park was just over the hill.

Talk about paradise!

She parked her car and headed for the administration building. In a short while she was registering at the front desk.

Whistling softly, Rod packed his truck. He threw in the tarps and tents, the sleeping bag and the propane grill. He loaded a monster ice chest—the biggest in the world it was advertised as—and filled it with ice and beer and bourbon and Coke and…oh, yeah, one bottle of water.

He snickered and went inside to change into hiking shorts and shoes good for hiking, and sneaking, through the wilderness.

Finally, he picked up his fully charged phone, and a portable charger that would charge his phone, and the rest of his electronics, and put them in the front seat.

Hmm. Got everything? He inspected the truck, nodded to himself, and started it up.

Ten seconds later he was soaring down the street, a manic grin on his face.

Lara didn’t believe in tents, except when she had to go camping with Rod. She believed in luxurious suites with bathtubs the size of hot tubs. She believed in full music systems and commercial sized refrigerators fully stocked with ice cream and wine.

And so did her room mates.

Her roomies for this convention were three lovely girls, all in the prime of sexual life, all good looking, and all ready to party.

They were all smarties, being selected for this convention was based on application and merits. Women were going to be planning all sorts of schedules and activities. They were going to involve themselves in education, politics, and whatever else propelled womankind into the next century.

But, as stated, they liked to party hearty.

“I’m Lara,” she stated as she rolled her suitcases into the room.

Tammy, Jenny and Barb greeted her, poured her a wine, turned up the music, and within an hour everybody was dancing and giggling and having the time of their lives.

Lara was having an especially good time. Her padlocks were slapping each other down in her junction. The extra weight provided by Rod’s ‘love buzzer’ was really pulling on her snatch.

Suddenly Sting came on:

… Oh, can't you see

You belong to me?

God, she was horny. That big thing hanging in her padlocks, it was rubbing her slit in a very provocative way.

She danced with Jenny and they sang the lyrics, and she wanted to cum in the worst way.

She was going to have a wonderful two weeks! And when she went home she was going to jump her man’s bone until he positively ho-o-owled!

The girls danced around the suite, singing and drinking. They were wearing jammies and loose robes and really getting into it.

Lara raised her glass to yell out a lyric, and…that’s when it happened.

Rod opened his cell and pulled up the ‘find my phone app. He typed in Lara’s number and saw it, an hour ahead of him.

He drove, taking his time, following the route she had taken.

He couldn’t stop laughing every once in a while. It just bubbled out of him…what he was going to do.

After a few hours he saw her pull onto a curvy road and meander back and forth next to the National Park.

Good. She was almost there.

Less than an hour later he pulled into the National Park and drove to a spot near the convention center.

It was beautiful, his kind of day, the sun out and the fish biting. But he wasn’t going fishing today. At least, not for fish.

He giggled.

He had reserved a spot way back in a camping area. Nobody was around him, and he was delighted to find a little trail hidden in the brush that headed towards the convention center.

Oh, baby, oh, baby,” he muttered as he unpacked the truck and set up his tent.

The tent was a big one, could hold ten people.

Rod set it up, moved a couple of folding chairs in, a folding table and a small TV set. He lugged the big ice box in and selected a beer. Bud Light. He was a manly man and he didn’t have to worry about turning into Dylan Mulvaney. He had a solar panel that would keep things charged up, and…yep, everything was good to go.

So he sat down, picked up his cell phone and called up an app. Then, with a grin bigger than the state of Michigan, he pressed a button.

RRRRRR!

It wasn’t that loud, but it sure seemed like it to Lara.

What was loud was the feeling in her vagina and Rod’s little love buzzer began vibrating!

She stopped dancing and grabbed her groin.

Jenny, who had been dancing with her blinked and stared. “Are you all right?” she asked over the music.

Her voice caused the other two girls to look over.

“Oh, fuck,” Lara folded over a bit and sank onto the bed.

The vibrations were shaking her pussy so hard she couldn’t walk, could only bend over and lay on her side on the bed.

“Lara! What’s wrong?”

“Lara?”

“Are you all right?”

Lara looked up helplessly at her friends. “My…my…pussy.”

The girls quickly grabbed her panties and pulled them down…and stood back in shock.

They saw the rings, they saw the padlocks, they saw the insanely vibrating tube running through the padlocks.

“What in the…”

“What is this…”

The vibrations stopped.

“Oh, God!” moaned Lara.

“Lara what is that?”

Now she could talk, but she better hurry. Rod was liable to start it up again any second.

“My husband…asked me to wear padlocks through my rings…the buzzer thing…I didn’t know…”

She gasped out the whole story as she slowly recovered.

Barb grabbed Lara’s phone and handed it her. “Call him, quick.”

Lara nodded, but before she could dial…RRRRRR!

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned. She grabbed the thing and tried to hold it apart from her pussy. But the vibrations went right through the padlocks and into her flesh…and into her sex organs.

Jenny grabbed a couple of wash clothes and wetted them. Barb pressed a wash cloth to Lara’s face and Jenny tried to press a washcloth around the rings and padlocks. It helped a little, but only a little.

“Oh, God…” Lara moaned.

Tammy held her head and Lara felt like she was on the verge of a giant orgasm. Almost…almost…she gritted her teeth and tried to refuse it…she didn’t want to cum in front of her new friends, but…but…

The buzzing stopped and Lara sagged in relief.

“Quick, call him.”

Lara took the phone and tapped on Rod’s contact.

In the tent Rod smiled, sipped, let the phone ring for a few extra times, then gulped his Bud Light and answered. He made his voice low and lazy and unconcerned and said, “Ye-e-es?”

“Oh, you bastard! What did you do?”

“Hi, honey? Are you having a good time?”

“Don’t you dare do that…that thing again.”

Rod said, “Do you mean this?” and he pressed the app.

RRRRRRRR!

Rod could even hear it over the phone, then the sound of girls as they tried to smother the device with towels.

“Sto…sto…stop!” Lara sobbed.

He stopped.

“Rod…why are you doing this?”

“Honey! It’s just a game! Like you refusing me sex for a month, or you remember the time you got me to wear a remote vibrator up my butt? You walked me through the mall and were in hysterics when I turned cross-eyed, red-faced, and couldn’t walk on a straight line.”

“But, honey! That was…that was…”

“I know. A joke. Like this. And, man, I really got you, didn’t I?”

The girls were listening in. They held their hands in fists and the expressions on their faces showed how involved they were in this.

“You did. I admit it. You won. Now, please…don’t do this any more.”

“How come? I thought you liked a good orgasm.”

“Honey! I’m at a convention. There are people all around. They can hear it, and I can’t function with this thing going off.”

“Hmmm. You’ve got a problem.” He pressed the app.

RRRRRRR!

“Oh, no! Please!” Lara was almost shrieking as the vibrations surged into her snatch. “Stop! Stop!”

He stopped, grinned, and said, “Well, I’ll be thinking of you honey.”

Click.

The women all stared at each other.

“Keys,” groaned Lara. In my red suitcase.”

The girls ripped open her suitcase and went through it. There were no keys.

“Oh, that bastard. He took them out when he took my suitcases to the car!”

The girls stared at each other, all aghast.

“Is he going to stop it?”

“Not a chance,” moaned Lara. “I love him, but he’s got a crazy side. He’s going to do this for two weeks, and I’ll never know when. Oh, God! How will I attend the lectures and classes? My life is ruined!”

The girls gathered around her.

“Don’t worry, Lara. We’ll figure this out!”

“We’re here for you!”

And Jenny said, “He’s got to be close by.”

The others looked at her.

“I know something about these things, and he’s not hooking it through your cell phone…” She picked up Lara’s phone and examined it. “No. So that means he’s got to be within a mile of us.”

“He’s here?” Lara stared at her new friend.

“Within a mile, maybe two, but the closer the better.

“But where?”

Tammy snapped her fingers. “I was looking at a map of the convention center. The National Park is right over there. Less than a mile. Just over the hill.” She pointed in a direction that would turn out to be directly at where Rod had set up his tent.

“Then we have to go get him.”

RRRRRRRRRRR!

Again, the girls offered what comfort they could to Lara. They held her, tried to smother the vibrations with small towels, and when the buzz was over they wiped her face.

“Geez, did you cum?”

Shame-faced, Lara nodded. She was drenched with sweat.

“Don’t worry about it,” soothed Jenny.

Tammy said, “Okay, honey, you stay here and we’ll go get him. We’ll call you on the cell when we’ve got him.

Barb: “Tammy, you’re the doctor, you better bring your medical kit. Jenny, you and I will hold him down and Tammy can give him a sedative.”

The plan made, the girls gave Lara a last hug and headed out.

In the room, Lara lay on the bed and crossed her fingers. They just had to get Rod before he did it again.

RRRRRRRR!


Part Two

Rod was having a great time. He was sitting in front of the tent under the awning. He sat in one of his folding chairs and sipped on a beer, listened to the radio, watched a little TV, and…pressed the button.

He was having so much fun!

He could imagine his wife laying on the bed, moaning and groaning and holding herself as she came again and again.

He knew she was having big orgasms. The way he was playing with her pussy, she had to be having the biggest orgasms this side of the Frisco quake. The 1906 one.

He crumpled and tossed a can, then dug another one out of the ice chest. And laughed.

He had just given Lara a full minute of pleasure. He’d wait ten and give her another minute.

God, what fun!

Suddenly, he heard voices. Female voices.

“No! We’re over here…”

“But we turned at that sign and…”

“I wish we had a compass!”

Rod looked across the camping area. Three women were wandering slowly towards him. They had a map out and were looking at it, arguing and gesticulating.

He grinned. Woman had so much trouble with maps. No wonder they needed men.

He sipped half his beer, watched, and when they were right in front of his tent one of them noticed him.

“Look! There’s a man!”

He preened a bit.

“Oh, please, mister. We’re lost.”

He smiled generously. “Where you trying to get to?”

“Right up the road…I think.”

“It’s on the map!”

“Can you take a look?”

The three women approached him, ducked under the awning and were suddenly gathered around him.

One of the women held the map out, upside down to him, and he took it and turned it.

The other two women took positions beside him, looked over his shoulder. He could feel their breasts pressing on him, and their breath right in his ears.

“Are you sure this is the right map?” he asked, grinning as his cock grew stiffer.

“It’s the one the man at the gas station sold us.”

“Well, I hate to tell you, this is for Big Bend National Park.”

“This isn’t Big Bend?”

“No. It’s—what the fuck?” He turned and looked just as Tammy took the needle out of his arm. “What did you do?”

“Put you to sleep, Rod. By the way, Lara says hi.”

He started to stand up, but his legs were suddenly not working.

“You can’t…he started blinking.

“I’m afraid we can.”

The girls were standing in front of him now, watching him avidly.

“But…you…ca…ca…” then he made a snoring sound. At least he thought he did. Everything was getting real dark real fast.

“Nighty night, Rod.” One of the girls patted his leg, then he was totally and truly out of it.

Rod wasn’t that heavy. He was slender and wiry, and they got him up and put him in their car. Then they zipped up his tent, picked up his cell phone, and headed back to the convention center.

Three women carrying an unconscious man into their suite in broad daylight is not something that can be hidden. By the time they reached their room Tammy, Jenny and Barb had a crowd of twenty women around them. And more were coming.

“What’s going on?”
“Who’s he?”

“Why’s he unconscious?”

Lara was on her feet now, and feeling relief.

“We found these,” Tammy said, and she handed Lara the keys to her locks, and to Rod’s love buzzer.

Lara headed for the bathroom and some privacy, and she unlocked everything and felt relief such as she had never imagined.

Free!

She went back into the big suite and found that the place was Standing Room Only, and a huge discussion was in progress.

“Here she is now!”

“Did he really lock a…a buzzer thing on you?”

Lara was embarrassed, but she nodded and said, “It’s a remote control vibrator.”

Every woman in the place wanted to see and touch, and the meeting was stopped for a moment.

“What’s going on?” asked Lara of Barb.

“The girls want to give Rod a lesson.”

“Hmm. Yes. But…I don’t want to hurt him.”

“Then you’d better speak up. Suggestions range from castration to sewing his cock on his nose.”

“Oh, Lord!”

“Don’t worry. It’s not that bad. But it’s obvious we are going to do something to him. Are you okay with that?”

“I guess.” She thought about how he had tortured her pussy, then nodded. “Sure. I’m fine.”

The discussion began again, and the suggestions were coming fast and heavy.

“Okay,” said Tammy, finally. “Let’s put your suggestions in writing and we’ll draw from a hat.”

Barb volunteered her ball cap and everybody wrote out ideas, and they popped the slips of paper in to the hat.

“Okay, the victim in this case is Lara, so we’ll let her choose.”

Lara grinned, and a wild impulse gripped her. She reached into the hat and grabbed a handful of slips of paper. She dropped them on the bed and said, “These.”

All the girls gaped, then cheered.

Tammy mouthed, ‘All of them?’

Lara nodded.

They began reading the slips, and mouths began to drop, and by the end cheers were breaking out.

Barb sidled up to Lara. “Really? You want all those things done to him?”

Lara looked at Tammy. “You’re the doctor, is there any reason we can’t?”

Tammy smiled. “Nope.”

“Okay.”

And it was settled.

Tammy set up an operating table and phoned a friend in a nearby city. By the time Rod was laying on the operating table her friend had showed up with some very peculiar items.

“Okay, girls, first thing, we have to get rid of his hair.”

Several girls rubbed Nair onto his naked body. They waited fifteen, then wiped his hair off. His back was naked, his groin, everything but the hair on his head.

Tammy made marks on his chest with a grease pencil. The marks were in circles around his nipples.

She injected a solution into each mark, and slowly Rod’s boobs began to rise.

There was a circle of girls in the room, watching everything, so Tammy explained what she was doing.

“This is going to give him what we call vacation boobs. They’re great for people who want to see what bigger tits look like before they get implants.”

His tits were getting bigger and bigger, and she gave him injections behind the nipples and those little beasties grew in size and stood up proud.

“What’s that?” asked a woman when Tammy was done and preparing to inject a lone shot into his buttocks.

“This is Depo Provera. Technically, birth control.” She pushed the needle into his flesh. “Given to a man it makes him limp for three months. Just about as long as his tits last.”

There were some appreciative murmurs, and the woman all vied for better viewpoints.

“Now that’s he’s going to be limp, I can suture his penis to his perineum. The head will be exposed, will actually be located between his legs right underneath his anus.”

She made small incisions under the head of his cock, and on the perineum. Then she pushed his balls gently into the cavities from which they had descended. She quickly sutured the head of the cock to his perineum.

“Mind you, he’s going to feel everything, and his dick will be capable of a little swelling, but it won’t get erect. This won’t put his peter at risk, but will make his every step a sexual experience.”

“How so?” asked one of the women.

“The head will be rubbed by the the movement of his thighs as he walks or does any real motion. Ladies, this is going to be one horny puppy when we’re done.”

There were light cheers and lots of grins.

“Now, this,” she held up the love buzzer that had been locked to Lara’s padlocks. “Will go here. Please pull his legs apart.”

Several women moved forward and lifted and spread his legs.

“The shape of this little toy will not allow it to come loose, and there is nothing for him to grab hold of. He won’t be able to remove it.”

“How will you get it out? Or do you intend to?”

“Ha! That’s an idea. Just leave it in him. But I’ll leave such decisions up to his wife,” she smiled at Lara, who was standing to one side and biting the nail of her thumb.

“No, this puppy will stay lodged, won’t even come loose when he poops, and if we want it out it is a simple matter to just reach in and hook the loop and extract. Mind you, it will be too awkward for him, even if he figures it out. But it will be easy for us.”

With that she greased the thing and slid it gently into his rear door.

“And, ladies, with that, my part in this little play is done. I’ll let the second team take over.”

Tammy stepped back, took off her gloves and surgical cap and mask. She asked for a drink and shortly was relaxing and watching as other women went to work.

Rod lay on the table, naked, with big boobs. Really, big boobs.

He breathed softly and had a few more hours before he would come out of it.

The girls began shaping and painting his nails. They gave him false nails, little pointy things, on both hands and feet. They were a bright red, very shiny with lacquer.

The women took turns, contributing to the feminization of Rod, then moving back so another could move in, so all could say they were part of his transformation.

Several woman worked on his face. They cleansed and primed and put permanent make up on him. His lips were plumped and  painted and particularly gorgeous. Very kissable, as one woman put it.

His eyes were shaded and long lasting liner was applied, along with false eyelashes using gorilla glue.

Rod was slender to start with, and his face was soft, but now they made it softer. Slowly his male-ness was vanquished and replaced by female-ness.

Then his hair was washed and extensions were woven into his locks.

When they were done they were all in awe of what they had created.

He was beautiful.

Then they took pictures and slowly left the room.

Lara was the last, and she came to him and stood over him.

“Well, honey, you wanted to play jokes, I hope you like this one!”

She kissed his cheek and followed the others out of the room.

An hour later several women came in and moved him to another room.

And he slumbered on.

Rod awoke the next morning.

He gave a small groan, tried to figure out why he felt so funny, and…opened his eyes.

But there were shutters over his eyes! He blinked and the shutters went down and up.

WTF?

He moved, and froze, something was on his chest!

He moved his hands up under the sheets slowly and felt…tits? WTF?

He sat up, and was freaked. He had big boobs on his chest, and…his eyes kept having these dark things swoop down and up and…he reached up and felt…eyelashes? He was wearing false eyelashes!

Then he realized his groin felt funny. He looked down, had to move his tits out of the way, and saw…nothing!

He gave a squeak of a scream and threw the covers all the way off him.

He was bare of hair! And had red nails on both his hands and feet! And his hair was down below his shoulders!

“What the…what?” His voice rose up and he looked around wildly.

He was in a room. It looked like some kind of hotel room.

The curtains were closed, and he staggered to his feet. And almost fell because of the weight on his chest!

“What is…what is…”

He stumbled across the room and opened the drapes.

Bright sunlight flooded in. It was morning, and he had a full view of his body.

He had big, monstrous tits! And his nails…and his hair…and he saw a mirror on the back of the front door and ran, as best he could with big tits flopping on his chest, to see himself.

He was feminized! They had made him into a woman! Whoever they were!

His slender body now had female curves, and his face…they had made up his face.

Standing, frozen, brain blocked, the door suddenly opened and a maid came in.

“Good morning, senorita.”

She was Spanish, but she had a big grin on her face. “How does she sleep this past night?”

“Who are…what am I doing here? What happened to me?”

“You at convention. You silly. You drink too much last night.”

He was trying to cover himself, and he trotted to the bathroom and closed the door.

He could hear the maid puttering around, making his bed, emptying trash, and he took a good look at his manhood. Or where it should have been.

He was smooth in front. He reached down and felt, and the smoothness went between his legs and…there! There was his penis!

He reached around behind himself and felt his glans.

It was big and fat and dripping.

But why wasn’t his cock hard?

He felt like he had to pee, it was early morning woody time, but…where was his stiff rod? Why wasn’t his cock standing up?”

He sat down on the toilet, as much to think as to pee, and let loose.

He heard the tinkle in the basin, and immediately missed the thick stream of fluid he usually filled the basin with.

Tap tap. “Senorita…I have to clean the bathroom. You be long?”

“Just a minute…just a minute.”

But he kept peeing and peeing, and he realized that not being capable of a full stream he was going to have to sit and tinkle like a lady for awhile.

Finally, he stood up.

He looked in the mirror, bent over to see the head of his cock, and saw the little drops of urine hanging from it.

Embarrassed, he took a few squares of paper and blotted himself.

Just like a woman.

Oh, Gods! The shame of it all!

He wrapped a towel around himself, and suddenly realized he needed a towel for the top half, too. He fumbled around and managed to cover himself, then he opened the bathroom door.

The maid bundled in and began spritzing things and wiping surfaces.

He went into the bedroom and sat on the bed and tried to figure things out.

He remembered sitting in his tent…he had been buzzing Lara mercilessly…but he couldn’t figure out what had happened after that.

Lara! He had to call her! She would know what happened? Or would she? But at least she would be able to tell him what to do.

He looked around for his phone, but it wasn’t there.              Damn!

The maid came out of the room, smiled at him, and left.

Suddenly the phone next to the bed rang.

He looked at it, hesitated, then picked it up. He didn’t know who it was, but he could use it to call Lara later.

“Hello?”

“Good morning Roddie. This is your wake up call. Breakfast in one half hour.”

Click.

He stared at the phone. He reached out to dial his wife’s number and stopped.

He didn’t know his wife’s number!

She was ‘1’ on his phone. On speed dial, and it had been so long since he had actually called her that he didn’t remember.

He hung up the phone.

Breakfast.

A half hour.

She, the voice, had called him ‘Roddie.’

No. He was Rod.

But…whoever he was he had to do something.

He had to get dressed, find out where he was, then figure out how to get back to his camp site.

He stood up and went to the closet. He opened the door and stared.

Female clothes.

Dresses. Blouses. Shoes, all high heels!

What the hell was this?

He went to the window and looked out.

He was at the convention campus place. He could see women walking around.

Bad. No…good. He could find Lara and get out of here!

He turned back towards the closet.

But he had to wear women’s clothes.

He ran to the front door, holding his breasts up with one forearm. God, they were big! He looked out, and saw only a few women sauntering here and there, no maid. Not a man in sight.

Of course not. He was at a convention for women.

He walked back towards the closet and had a realization.

His thighs were rubbing the head of his penis! Every step was a rub, every step was…exciting! He groaned and put his hand down to push on his manhood, and realized there was nothing to push!

He looked in the closet, then he searched the room, everywhere, even under the mattress.

No male clothes.

But…he now had a female body!

He looked in the closet again.

Dresses, skirts, and lingerie was hanging from the door.

Lingerie.

He could stop holding his big, heavy tits up.

He took a bra off the back of the door and stared at it. Flimsy thing, and too small for the honkers he was sporting.

Still, the other bras were about as flimsy, so he put it on.

Tried to put it on.

He had never realized how difficult it was to get into one of the things. His boobs always seemed ‘off center,’ or something.

Finally he remembered how his wife did it.

He wrapped it around his waist, fastened it, spun it around, and lifted the cups up and over his tits.

He sighed. Man, how could such a little thing be so difficult?

He took down a pair of panties. They looked too small, but they were stretchy.

Well, in for a penny. He stepped into them, pulled them up, and immediately realized how nefarious panties were.

The stretchiness hugged his body, and the material rubbed the head of his penis.

No! He walked around the room. No matter how he moved his glans was stimulated by either his thighs, or the stretchy panties, or a combination of the three.

But why wasn’t he getting hard? He was just getting horny, and…his cock was attached to his body somehow, and…damn!

He selected a brown dress, put it on, and took it off. He was stunned to realize that brown wasn’t his color.

He had never thought of color coordination his life! But now he was.

He finally settled on a yellow dress. The color was okay, he guessed, and he could figure out how to put it on, he thought.

After some struggle, he managed to pull the thing over and it settled into place.

He looked in the mirror. His hair was a mess. How did women deal with this kind of shit?

He was using his fingers, then looked in the medicine cabinet. Cosmetics. A brush.

He brushed, and eyed the lipstick.

He was tempted to try it, but he didn’t need to. His lips were already quite red, and when he rubbed his lips with a finger the color didn’t fade.

Then, not knowing what else to do, he opened the front door and looked out.

A few women, but…if he went to the end of the hall he could go down the stairs and…across the field. His camp should be right over the hill.

He went out, the door closed behind him and two women came out of a door right down the corridor.

He tried his door, but it had locked. Oh, crap!

“Roddie! How are you doing?”

Roddie stared at the women. He didn’t know who they were.

“I’m Tammy and this is Jenny. Are you going to breakfast? Come on, we’ll take you.”

“It must be quite an adventure, never having been here. But don’t worry, we’ll help you get around.”

“You know me?” he blubbered.

They chuckled.

“Your wife dropped you off last night, don’t you remember?”

He didn’t. All he remembered was being in a tent and…and… “My wife?”

“Oh, Lord, you must have really been drunk.”

They had linked their arms through his and they walked him the wrong way, away from his camp, and down some stairs.

“Listen, I have to go…”

“Where? There’s nothing but the National Park over there.”

“And we’re going to have some games this morning. Team building exercises. You don’t want to miss that.”

More girls opened doors, walked in the same direction, and he realized they really were going to breakfast.

And he realized something else, too.

Nobody knew he was a man!

He looked like a woman. He didn’t have a boner bump. He could just…go along with it, then make his escape.

So he ended up going to breakfast.

Women came up and welcomed him. Some of them seemed to know him from last night, but—what the hell had happened last night?

He sat down at a table and was surrounded by women.

They spoke to him, and he answered and tried not to look like he was freaked out of his mind.

He didn’t succeed, of course, but none of the women let on.

Then he saw Lara!

He stood up and the girls pulled him back down. “Where are you going? You haven’t finished your watermelon!”

“But my wife?”

“Oh, she went home.”

“No! She’s right over there!”

But when he looked again, she was gone.

He stared around, but there was nothing but hundreds of women chatting and giggling and feeding themselves.

Sitting there, forking little squares of watermelon, he started thinking.

He was a man in women’s clothing, but he was in close contact with other women, and what if they found out?

But how could they? He had tits, and a casual glance at his front would reveal nothing. Even if somebody saw him without clothes on, he had a smooth front, and…and he started wondering how far down the mons a woman’s pussy was before it could be seen.

Would somebody even notice if they looked, or would they think his pussy was further down, more between his legs?

Now he was actually confused.

He, who had spent so much time dwelling on the female anatomy, feeling it, kissing it, fucking it, and he didn’t know!

“Come on, Roddie, let’s go!”

Tammy and Jenny got up and waited for him, so he had no choice but to get up.

They again linked arms with him and walked out of the big mess hall.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

He realized his voice was a little deep for a woman. It was high for a man, but he figured if he spoke softly nobody would tumble to him.

“To the games! We exercise every morning.”

“Lot’s of good exercise, then a swim in the lake. Oh, it’s the greatest!”

He was worried about exercising, but not too much. He was as flexible as a woman, but he could probably do whatever they did.

But the swimming, that was a worry.

Well, whatever happened would happen.

They walked on to a large playing field and women were already heading into a locker room at the far corner.

They were walking in in dresses, and walking out in…in shorts! And jerseys. And…oh, my God! It was a changing room!

He looked around desperately. He didn’t want anybody to see him naked!

He looked at the hills across the way. Right over that hill, there, was his campsite! He had to get away! He had to get out of this craziness and go home!

But now he was part of a group of girls, and they all hustled him along.

“Are you a stay at home girl?” asked somebody.

“Uh…sort of.”

“That must be nice. My wife insists that I work.”

Suddenly Rod got it.

He had said he saw his wife, and he was accepted for a woman, and nobody blinked.

And now this woman was talking about a wife…

“Are you…uh…” his voice went way soft and he asked, “How many lesbians are there here?”

The girl who he spoke to, who had mentioned her wife, looked surprised. “Why, Roddie, we’re all Lesbians.”

Roddie felt faint.

For a moment he had bizarre visions. Hundreds of lesbians finding out he was really a man. Hauling him down and beating him up.

Then he had an even worse realization.

His wife was here! That meant…that meant…she was a lesbian!

“Oh, my,” he breathed, his mind trying to absorb all the implications.

His wife had married him and she was really a lesbian!

But they had had sex!

Did that make her bi?

Or was she…what…he was so confused.

They reached the locker room and entered it.

At the administration office Lara sat in the director’s office. She and several women were watching the feed from the locker room.

“I thought I’d blown it when he saw me,” she commented.

“That’s okay. We managed to get you out of the way. We’re figuring this thing out as we go, you know.”

The women all smiled.

“Poor Rod. He looks so…lost.”

Chuckles all around.

“And it’s only going to get worse,” smiled the director. “Look!”

Inside the locker room it was cool and dark.

Rod managed to turn down the least populated line of lockers. He walked down the row and chose the last locker.

Several girls were still with him, but if he kept himself turned the right way maybe nobody could see him.

He didn’t know that he was standing right in front of the security cam.

“Is this your first camp, Roddie?” Tammy was taking off her clothes.

He stared, then tried to ignore her, but he couldn’t help but notice her big breasts, her sumptuous buns.

“Uh, yes.”

“Come on, sissy, hurry up.”

She was standing, and he couldn’t see her slit, but she had a landing patch.

Rod slipped out of his dress and turned so his package, or where his package would be, was away from Tammy.

Girls were laughing and shouting all across the locker room.

In the locker he found a pair of tight shorts. Actually, they were stretchy and quite form fitting.

“Oh, gosh,” said Tammy, moving over to him, “You have such nice tits. I wish my were that big.”

She lifted her hands and hefted his boobs, and he suddenly felt like screaming!

But he saw that other women were talking, and were free with their bodies, and nobody seemed to care if there was a bit of touching going on.

“Oh, uh…thanks.”

His penis! He could feel it. It was throbbing, but not getting bigger! Oh, God! He was suddenly feeling horny!

“And your nipples. You’re so lucky. I bet they always stand up like this.”

Tammy ran a thumb over his stiff nipples and he stifled a groan. It was like somebody had just electrified his chest with pure sex!

“Gosh, can I kiss them?”

“Uh…no…yes…I don’t know!”

Tammy laughed. “You’re so flustered. Don’t worry. I won’t rape you.”

She kissed his nipples and Rod opened his mouth and looked up in paradisiacal shock. He was looking right into the security camera.

In the admin office the women cheered.

“Go, girl!”

“Give it to her!”

“Is it time? asked Lara.

The administrator looked at her and nodded.

Lara hit the button.

Rod’s eyes opened wide as the vibrations hit his butt.

His prostate shivered inside and sperm started traveling through his slack penis.

His knees began to give way and suddenly Tammy was holding him up.

“Roddie? Honey? Are you all right?”

Roddie was not all right.

The head of his cock, right under his butthole, was leaking semen. A lot of it.

He was having an anal orgasm, and thought he was dying.

He was actually half out of his body.

Other girls gathered around.

“Is she all right?”

“I don’t know.”

“Help me get her on the bench.

The girls laid Rod on the bench running down the row of lockers.

They handled his bare flesh gently, and Rod tried to keep his legs closed. He was cumming, but he still had to hide his ‘condition.’

“Roddie?”

Shivering with the force of the orgasm ripping through him, Rod pushed hands away and tried to sit up. He was squeezing his legs together.

In the admin office everybody was bent over laughing.

“He actually came!” yelled Lara. “The look on his face…he came!”

“He shot his load!” yelled somebody else.

“He actually had an orgasm?”

“And he’s going to think it’s just from having his nipples sucked!” said the director.

The women were near rolling on the floor, and finally Lara tapped the button that ended the buzz, and the orgasm.

In the locker room Rod came to himself. He looked around and saw all the women gathered around him.

Somehow he had kept his legs together and nobody had seen his flat mons with no slit!

Rod mumbled something and tried to sit up. They helped him, and then he was on his feet.

His shaky, quivering legs.

They held him up, and suddenly they were all reassuring him.

“It’s okay, honey. It’s like you had a hot flash is all.”

“Do you want to go see the doctor?”

Rod shook his head quickly. “No! No. I was just a little dizzy.”

Slowly, the girls went back to their own business, and Tammy handed Rod the stretchy shorts.

He pulled them on, stopped, realized he had to wipe his butt from the semen.

He used a towel, groaned when the rough material ran over his sensitive cock head, then pulled the short shorts up.

They were snug. And they really rubbed his cock head.

And he was supposed to run and jump in this thing?

Then he looked into the locker and saw the bikini he would be expected to wear for swimming.

Oh, God…

In the admin office Lara held the phone loosely. The other women were pouring wine and somebody shoved a glass in her hand.

She raised it in toast and thanks, and sipped.

And looked at her husband pulling the jersey over his enormous boobs.

“Okay, honey,” she said, sipping the wine. “You wanted a joke, and you got one. Now…can you take it?
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Part One

Rod sat on the bench and held his head in his hands.

The locker room was near empty, and he could hear the sound of women yelling and laughing as they went out to the athletic field.

He looked at his hands. Red tipped. As were his toes.

And his hair was long and he had on permanent make up, and he wondered how the heck it had happened.

He had fooled his wife into wearing a ‘love buzzer.’ It had been attached to her pussy piercings, and he had been sitting in his tent over the next hill and pressing his cell phone mercilessly, laughing because he knew her pussy was vibrating.

Then he woke up and found himself like this. Made up. And he had to put on a dress so he could go out amongst the women, and…he was at a convention for Lesbians!

Fortunately they thought he was one of them.

But what was he going to—“

“Roddie? What are you doing in here? Are you feeling all right?”

Tammy came down the row of lockers and squatted next to him. She held his hands. “You’re not feeling weird because you…you know….you had an orgasm, are you?

That was another mystery. When Tammy had sucked on his breast he had had an orgasm. He had spewed his seed, and it all his efforts to hide his little accident from all the lesbians in the locker room.

“No…no. I’m fine. I was just resting.”

“You can rest tonight. Come on, they’re all choosing sides out there.”

Tammy stood and lifted his hands. He stood up and they faced each other.

They were both stacked, and their breasts brushed against one another.

Rod gasped.

And so did Tammy.

“Roddie…”

“Yes?”

“I think…you’re beautiful.”

She kissed him then. Didn’t give him a chance to dodge. She pressed her lips to his and put her hand behind his head and held him.

She was a fantastic kisser. Her lips were soft and hot and moist, then she was leaning into him, and he was kissing back, then he realized he had a problem.

How do lesbians kiss?

Are they forceful? Aggressive? Like men?

Or do they kiss gently, like women?

He tried to be soft. He tried to be what he thought a lesbian would be like.

Tammy pulled back, her eyes shining. “Whoa. Honey, You keep that up and I’ll bear your children.”

That statement shocked Rod, but then she laughed, so he laughed, and he got it. It was a lesbian thing.

Grinning, Tammy pulled his hand and walked him down the row of lockers.

They exited the little building and the sun shone down on them.

It was a beautiful morning, blue skies and little birdies.

Tammy led him across the playing field to where two teams were choosing sides for a game of soccer.

“We get Roddie!” screamed the girls on Tammy’s team.

“Come on, Roddie!”

Rod couldn’t help but grin. He had never been a popular choice for team sports, and it felt good to be wanted.

“Okay, girls. Lucy, Jobeth, you play forward. Jenny, I want you and…” Tammy continued giving orders and Rod glanced over the heads of the girls at the other team.

They were all dressed alike, but the other team had little red scarfs tied around their necks.

Okay. They were the opposition.

“…Roddie, why don’t you play to the side there. Everybody ready?”

“There was a chorus of ‘yeas,’ and the game was on.

Rod played to the side, which mean he would roam back and forth between offense and defense. He would have to back certain players up, and he would try to stop the ball, or pass it off to one of the forwards.

A whistle was blown and the Tammy and a lanky blonde with a pony tail and no breasts kicked at the ball. It spurted out and came towards Rod.

Rod charged in, then slowed down.

God! His boobs were bouncing! They were so big that when they bounced they actually hurt.

“Go, Roddie!” one of the girls screamed.

He closed in on the ball, and one arm was up trying to control the bouncing of his tits.

A girl from the opposing team darted in.

Rod timed his kick, and it was a mess. His balls had been put inside the cavities they had dropped from when he was young. His penis was sewed to his perineum and the head poked out under his buttocks.

He groaned, and tried to kick, but his stride was off, his timing was off, and he raised a leg, slipped, and fell right on his butt.

The opposing girl rushed past him, dribbling the ball towards the far goal.

Rod got up—a couple of girls gave him encouragement—and he trotted after the play.

And that was the way it went. He was uncoordinated because he no longer had a dick and balls to keep his legs apart, and that threw his coordination off.

His timing was off because of the big boobs bouncing on his chest.

Even his sight was off, because he had big, fluttery eyelashes glued on.

The other team scored a couple of goals, Rod’s team scored one, and it was coming down to the last few minutes.

“Okay, girls,” Tammy yelled. “Steal that ball! We need a goal!”

The kick off, and it was angled towards Rod. Of course it was, he was the weakest player on the team.

But now his fighting blood was up and he was determined.

Running carefully, he dribbled to the side and avoided an opposing player.

Then he had a clear run and a shot for the goal. He sped up, was aware of his timing, and he drew his leg back and…

RRR!

The love buzzer in his butt went off for just a second, and his kick flew all to pieces. His foot actually missed the whole ball and he flew up into the air. Again, he landed flat on his back. His boobs quivered and he couldn’t figure out what had happened.

Meanwhile, the other team had the ball, and they went for the goal.

Rod stood up slowly. He brushed himself off and was ready to cry. He was making such a mess of it. And why had he had a sexual episode right when he was going to kick the ball?

Then he saw where he was.

Behind the goal was the hill, behind the hill was his campsite, with his truck and tent and…

Little tears dribbling down his cheeks, Rod ran past the goalie and up into the cluster of oaks.

Behind him he heard the goalie call out, but he ignored her voice.

Her climbed up the hillside, it was steep and he went from tree to tree, pulling on low hanging limbs and pushing his feet on roots.

“Roddie! Roddie!”

But he wasn’t going to stop now.

A glance showed that the girls were all gathered at the bottom of the hill and yelling for him to come back.

Fat chance.

He was going home. He was going to be a man again.

He reached the top of the hill and found the little trail that would lead to his campsite.

In the administration office his wife, Lara, stared at the monitor. The security cameras were picking up Rod, and she watched as he crested the hill and ran into the brush.

“He’s getting away!” she blurted.

There were a half dozen women in the admin offices, including the convention director.

“Don’t worry, he won’t go far. Linda, can you tap into the National Park service cameras?”

“Sure.”

A moment later the screen winked to another scene, a parking lot, and the place where Rod’s truck had been, and where his tent had been erected.

Rod stepped out of the shrubbery and stared.

On the screen Rod stepped out of the shrubbery and stared.

The place where he had parked his truck. It was empty. No sign of his truck.

And his tent! It was gone!

The camping space was empty!

But where was his stuff?

What had happened?”

Rod walked slowly forward, gazing about in confusion.

“What…where…my truck!”

In the admin office the women were all staring at the screen and suppressing mirth.

“Look at him. He’s so lost.”

“The expression on his face! He’s going to cry.”

Lara bit her lip to keep from laughing. It was true. Rod was…sad.

“What are we going to do?” asked Lara.

The director put a hand on her shoulder and said, “Let him wander for a bit. He might come back on his own.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“Then we’ll go pick him up.”

All the girls focused on the sight of the man who was a woman wandering through a vacant parking lot with a forlorn expression on his face.

Rod walked into the space where he had parked his truck. Gone. Not even a trace of oil from the engine.

What had happened?

Who had taken his truck?

He turned slowly and studied the area.

His eyes moved crossed the brick rest rooms, scanned over the mass of oaks and shrubs.

He looked down the roads, the one he had entered from  and the one he had hoped to leave through.

Nothing.

And he thought: What will I do? I could walk to the ranger station…and then what? I have no identification, and they’re going to want to know who I am before they go looking for a truck that belongs to somebody who doesn’t look like me at all. Or I could go back to the convention. I could go to my room, find a phone, call my…my wife. But…my wife left me here, if what Tammy said was true. Why would she leave me here? And…was she really a lesbian? Had she run away from home to go live with her lesbian lover? What am I going to do? I have nothing! No money. I can’t even buy a cup of coffee, let alone a bus ticket for a six hour trip across the state!

He stood and pondered, his shoulders slumped but his boobs still thrusting forward.

Who gave me these boobs? Why am I dressed like a woman? Who sewed my sex up into my crotch? Can I get my dick free and get my balls to…to descend again? But what about these tits? How will i ever get rid of these giant boobs!

He started walking along the pavement. He had no direction. He was lost.

In the admin office the director spoke into the public address system. “Tammy to the office. Tammy to the office.”

The director tapped on Lara’s shoulder and led her out of the office. She wanted to get this situation handled quickly.

They were only a few yards down the corridor when Tammy came around the corner on a run.

“Where is he?”

“He’s in the park. Take a phone and go after him. He’s walking towards the entrance near where our drive comes out.”

“Okay,” she turned to run off, the director headed back to the office, and Lara called to her. “Tammy?”

Tammy quick stopped and turned to her friend.

“I’ll walk with you. I want to ask you something.”

The two girls quick walked towards the parking lot.

“Yes?” asked Tammy.

“You kissed Rod.”

“Oh, crap. I did. I’m sorry. I should have asked permission, but it seemed so natural, and then I realized what I was doing and—“

“It’s okay.”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Look, Rod can’t do anything. His cock is locked. He can’t do anything. And the more women that kiss him the hornier he’ll get.”

“Oh, my gosh,” Tammy grinned. “You want us to make him horny!”

“I want you to make him so horny he…look, the hornier he is the less he’s going to be able to think. He hasn’t figured things out, yet, and if you can keep him too horny to think, then we can pull this off. Do you think any of the girls will want to play with him?”

“Are you kidding!? We’re all dying to have our way with Roddie. You give us the green light and we’re going to be all over him!

“Green light,” said Lara.

Tammy actually squealed in delight, then hugged Lara.

“We’re going to have so much fun!”

And so will Rod, thought Lara.

With that Tammy broke into a run. She had to catch up to Rod.

Rod was walking under the hot sun. He was dazed and felt like he had sun stroke. But, really, he just had confusion.

Ahead of him the road was worn asphalt, and the lines in the road had almost been worn into nothingness.

He was walking slowly, trying to think, and—

“Roddie!”

He stopped and turned, and waited.

Tammy slowed down to a fast walk and approached him. “Where did you go? You’ve got all the girls worried!”

Rod didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t admit he was a guy. He couldn’t tell her about his truck and camping equipment disappearing. He couldn’t tell her about his wife who…why had she left him here? Was she really a lesbian?

“I just…got confused.”

Tammy stopped in front of him and put her hands on her hips. She was gorgeous, standing there like that, her breasts thrusting forward and her lips so plump.

“Roddie, I want to ask you a question. And I want you to tell me the truth.”

“Uh…I’ll try.”

“No try. Do. And here’s the question: How long have you been a lesbian?”

Rod blinked and tried to figure out an answer. He couldn’t admit he wasn’t a lesbian, because that meant he was a woman…but he wasn't a woman because he was…and things mushed together in his head.

Tammy knew the question would befuddle him, so she waited a moment to let his confusion build, then blurted, “You haven’t been a lesbian very long, have you?”

“Well, uh, not really.”

I’m a man! his mind shrieked.

“Honey, all lesbians go through this confusion. They have a woman’s body, they should be attracted to men, but they are attracted to women. They can’t fight their desires and they go through what you’re going through.

“But…I…”

Tammy put a hand over Rod’s mouth to shush him.

“Listen, honey. Just relax. Don’t fight it, all this confusion you’re going through will dissipate. You are attracted to women, aren’t you?”

For a second Rod thought he was supposed to say no, that he was attracted to men, but his mind quick stopped and he managed not to say that. He nodded. “Yes.”

“Oh, goodie!”

Tammy hugged Rod and kissed him. It was their second kiss of the morning, and the moment seemed to last.

Rod wanted her to hold him. He wanted her to reassure him. He wanted her to tell him what to do and relieve him of all this confusion.

Then Tammy moved back. “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to take advantage of your confusion.”

“No…that’s all right.” Rod wanted to kiss her again, but he was scared, and he was also remembering that he was married.

But…was he? Was he married to a woman? Lara? Would Lara still want to be married to him when he was a woman?

But he wasn’t a woman!

Except he was. In form.

“Come on, Roddie, let’s go back. Maybe we can catch some lunch.”

Tammy held his hand, and their hands swung back and forth as they walked back through the park.

Rod was having a hard time not just thinking, but breathing.

He was horny from those kisses, from the way she held his hand, from being in such close proximity to her.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Rod entered the lunch room and stood in line and collected a small salad.

Rabbit food. And his male belly was screaming for more. But none of the other women in the cafeteria seemed to mind.

And nobody said anything to him about running off the soccer field.

So he sat and ate, and the girls chattered on around him, and he tried to smile and act like he was one of them. Even though he was in terrible turmoil and couldn’t figure out what was going on.

“Huh? What’s that?” He asked, sounding entirely too male.

“I asked if you were going swimming this afternoon?”

“Of course she is!” stated Tammy. She placed a hand on his wrist, and it seemed like she was trying to establish ownership.

But that was ridiculous!

“Well, I don’t…”

“Of course you do! It’s going to be a blast!”

“Uh, well, I need to go to the front office.”

The conversations died down and girls were listening to him now.

“Why?” asked Tammy.

“I…have some things I need to discuss.”

“What kind of things?”

“Oh, you know…personal things.”

Slowly the conversations came back, but they were subdued, and Rod realized he had made a mistake.

“Look, it’s nothing. I just have to ask about how to contact my…my wife.”

Fuck! I’m not a woman! I do have a wife!

“Aren’t you able to call her?”

“Well, this is sort of embarrassing.”

“Well, tell us. We’re all in this together!”

“I lost my cell phone and I don’t remember her telephone number.”

There were blinks of confusion and Rod hurried on. “I haven't called her on the phone for ten years. I mean, I just hit one. I don’t remember her number.”

The girls all began giggling and chattering again.

Man, he had learned something there. He was able to have secrets from his wife, sort of, when he was careful. Not that he had a lot of secrets.

But she apparently allowed him his secrets because he was a man. Among women there was no toleration for secrets. As soon as he deviated from whatever went for norm among women, they went on the attack.

No secrets between women.

He ate his jello cup desert and thought that one over.

After lunch Tammy and he walked over to the main office.

In the office Lara was watching him on the security monitor, along with three other women. The most popular show at the convention center was ‘The Adventures of a Man who was Trying to be a Woman!’

And it was made even funnier by the fact that a group of about twenty or thirty women already knew his secret!

Suddenly one of the women stood up and yelled. “He’s coming here!

Lara was blank.

“He’ll see you!”

“Oh!” she leaped to her feet.

But it was too late. Rod and Tammy had already turned into the front room. They could see through the open door into the outer office, and beyond that was the inner office, where Lara and the director and other women were following Rod’s progress!

Lara was trapped!

In the front office Rod and Tammy walked up to the counter. Rod didn’t really know how to broach his subject, but Tammy took over. “Roddie would like to see the director.”

The girl behind the counter started to say something, but the phone rang. She held up a finger, listened, gave a very slight frown, then hung up and turned to Rod and Tammy.

“I’m sorry. The director isn’t in right now. Would you like to make an appointment?”

But at that moment a woman in the outer office opened the door to the inner office and said, “Director? Did you want to meet with…” her voice was mumbled after that as she moved further into the inner office, but the damage was done.

The girl behind the counter suddenly blushed. She had been caught in a lie.

“Just a moment,” she said, and picked up the phone and stabbed a number. “Uh, Sorry, ma’am, I didn’t know you were here, but Roddie is here and…”

In the inner office the Director had realized what had happened. So did the three women and Lara.

The woman at the door was confused, “Sorry, did I do something wrong?”

The three women looked around blankly, and the Director suddenly pointed under her desk. “Quick! Hide there!”

Lara ran around the desk and squeezed into the knee hole. She pushed up against the front wall of the under desk and huddled.

“Send her in,” said the Director smoothly.

The woman at the front counter looked up and smiled. “I’m sorry. I really thought she was out on rounds. Me bad, but you can go on in.”

Rod and Tammy circled the counter, entered the outer office, then the inner office.

It was cool in the Director’s office. Three women were watching a computer at a round table set to the left. The director was sitting at a large desk to the right. Behind her were shelves of books. On the wall to the right were various commendations and certificates.

“Hello, Roddie,” the Director smiled.

She was a bit older than most of the women at the convention, but she a knock out just the same. She was wearing a suit which emphasized her middle aged boobs. Her hair was piled on her head in the French fashion, and she had a red lipped smile and clear blue eyes.

“Uh, hi.”

“My name is Marsha. Call me Marsha. What is it we an do for you?”

“Well, I understand my wife dropped me off, and, uh, I wanted to call my wife.” He explained the problem of having her on speed dial and not knowing her number.

“That should be no problem. I do recall that she said she was going to be involved in some work related maters, so I can’t guarantee she’ll answer.”

“Oh. Well, yes.”

Under the desk Lara was feeling the heat. She was also looking right up the Director’s dress. She could see the woman was wearing nylons, but…but no panties!

“But here’s the phone, and her number is…um, let me see…” Marsha began tapping on her keyboard.

Under the desk Lara couldn’t believe it.

For an older lady Marsha had firm thighs. No flab there, and she stared up the tunnel of her dress at her pink pussy. My. God!

Then, unable to stop her sense of humor, she blew softly up the Director’s skirt.

Marsha blinked and twitched. She was moving her fingers and nobody seemed to notice.

But she noticed. The warm wind on her most private part. Oh, Lord! That felt good!

Trying to move in a subtle manner, she hitched her skirt and spread her legs.

Under the desk Lara almost giggled.

Marsha had a very fine vagina. It was shaven, and the slit was pink.

Lara touched Marsha’s thighs with a hand.

Marsha coughed, then cleared her throat, and opened her legs wider. Her knees were pressed against the sides of the knee hole, and Lara really had a viewpoint.

“Here’s the number,” she wrote it down on a piece of paper, and her hand seemed to be shaking a bit. She stopped halfway through, cleared her throat again, and finished writing it.

Under the desk Lara was stroking the inner thighs with her hands and blowing on Marsha’s most private part. She could see the older woman’s slit responding as the glisten of juices started up.

Rod took the paper. “Is there a phone I could use?”

“Uh…um…yes.” She turned her desk phone towards him.

Lara slid her hand over the soft thigh and brushed her fingertips against Marsha’s slit.

Marsha drew in her breath, then began coughing.

“Are you all right, ma’am?” asked Tammy.

“Um…yes…uh…just swallowed the wrong way…”

Lara ran her finger up and down Marsha’s slit. She manipulated the labia and exposed the truly wet insides.

Rod tapped the number into the phone and waited.

Doot da da doot!

Rod turned and saw one of the girls quickly reach for a purse and fumble for her cell phone.

He smiled at Tammy. “Weird. Same ring as my wife, and at the same time I’m calling.”

“It is weird,” agreed Marsha, realizing what had happened. Lara had left her cell in her purse on the chair!

“I’ll take this outside, ma’am,” said the woman who had answered the phone.”

Marsha, her face turning a bit red, waved a hand.

Lara pushed her finger into the Director.

Marsha gasped, and choked, but she didn’t close her legs.

Tammy was frowning. She didn’t understand what was going on, yet everything seemed connected, like some sort of ballet noire.

The phone rang and rang.

The woman who had grabbed Lara’s phone hadn’t answered, just muted the rung. She could be heard faking a conversation in the outer office.

“Hi, Simone! So wonderful to hear form you. Uh huh…Of course I can…”

Rod frowned and hung up.

Lara was pushing her fingers in and out. She could hear a moist squelching sound, but it was so soft that she didn’t think anybody could hear it.

The Director was breathing hard, her face was red, and she kept clearing her throat.

“She’s not answering,” Rod said.

“Well, uh, try tomorrow morning.” She gave a small series of coughs and it looked like she was trying to get more comfortable in her swivel.

“Are you all right? Is there anything I can do?”

“Oh, just some water…over there…” She pointed at a pitcher of water on a counter next to a microwave.

Rod stood up and crossed to the pitcher, poured a glass and brought it back.

Lara was moving her hand back and forth. She knew Rod was across the room, and this was her chance. She blew, and jacked, and suddenly Marsha tightened up.

Lara knew to stop and let her have the experience. She just sat under the desk, her fingers still inside Marsha.

Marsha was fanning herself with one hand when Rod came back, but she seemed to be over her coughing fit. At least the redness was gone from her face.

Marsha took the proffered glass of water and sipped, then placed it on a round coaster next to her computer screen.

“Well, I’ll try again tomorrow.”

“About nine o’clock, right after breakfast.”

“Okay.”

With that Rod and Tammy exited the office.

Marsha nearly collapsed. She slumped back, then reached down and removed Lara’s fingers. She pushed back, took hold of Lara’s wrists and helped her out of the kneehole.

“Not a word, you bitch!” she whispered fiercely but tenderly.

Lara had a big, shit eating grin on her face.

“And come see me tonight. After dinner. We can have a little discussion, uh…concerning your husband.”

“Of course, ma’am.”

With that, but with smiles on their faces, the Director and Tammy went back to watching Rod on the computer monitor

Rod and Tammy headed back to the athletic field. They were still wearing the stretchy short shorts from soccer, and they had to change into bathing suits.

Rod was thinking as they crossed the large, grass sward.

Lara hadn’t answered her phone. That was a rarity. And he hadn’t left a message. Maybe he should have.

But, no. She would see that he had called and would call him.

But why hadn’t she answered?

“Penny for your thoughts?”

“I’m just thinking about my wife.”

“You miss her?”

“Yes, but…I’m wondering why she didn’t answer her phone.”

They entered the locker room and Tammy suddenly pushed him around and up against a locker. They were close, their breasts touching, and Tammy kissed him fiercely. Then: “Is it okay if I kiss you? I mean, we won’t do anything.”

Rod thought about that. No, they weren’t going to do anything. His penis was sewed up in his crotch, and until he got that straightened out…there was nothing he could do.

And, thinking of his penis, he realized how horny he was, and there in was the trap of horniness.

He was totally sexually excited, but his cock just sort of surged a little, but didn’t grow hard, or even try to.

But that didn’t mean he couldn’t feel everything!

He felt like he was on the edge of an orgasm, but without the cock to play with…he couldn’t get past that!

But that meant he wanted to kiss Tammy more than ever. He was so horny he had to kiss somebody.

He reached up and felt her breasts.

She drew in her breath and smiled. “I guess that’s an answer.”

“But we can’t go further,” Rod whispered.

“Of course not.”

She kissed him again, and they didn’t come up for air for a long time.

When they did Tammy just leaned against him, and they felt each other’s hearts beating rapidly.

“Come on,” Tammy’s voice was a bit raspy now. “Let’s go swimming.”

They went back to the far lockers, holding hands and smiling at each other.

Rod took a swim suit out of the locker and looked at it. It was a black two piece, and it looked so damned skimpy!

But there was no choice, so he stripped off his stretchy short shorts and his jersey. He kept his side turned to Tammy so she couldn’t see that he was lacking a slit in his mons, or that he had a penis head coming out between his thighs below his butt.

He pulled up the bottom of the suit and it fit perfectly. Of course it did. It was built for a body without a package.

But it began rubbing his head, and it was worse than panties or short shorts or anything. The material was snugged tight, and he moaned.

Which was all the excuse Tammy needed. She turned to him, kissed him, put her hands to his breasts, then lowered her head.

In the office Marsha said, “Buzz him.”

Lara grinned and picked up her cell phone.

In the locker rom Tammy’s lips came closer to his nipples. Her mouth was wet and her lips plump, and she touched her lips to his rigid tips.

In the office Lara pressed the button.

RRRRRRRR!

Rod arched his back, tilted his head, and once again was looking directly into the security camera. His eyes were wide and unseeing, his penis was throbbing, even though it wasn’t big and it was sewed down.

Semen squirted up his shaft and began dribbling out.

Lara lifted the button.

Rod was sagging against the lockers, Tammy suckling him like there was no tomorrow. Her lips were pulling on him, and he was in danger of collapsing.

Then Tammy noticed and backed off. She smiled, “You really are a boob girl. I’ve never seen anybody get off like that from just somebody playing with their breasts.

Sam smiled weakly, and tried to recover. And he wondered what the hell had happened.

He had never had anything like this happen before, and now it was happening all over the place!

“Come on,” said Tammy. “Let me help you.”

She placed the top over Rod’s chest and fastened it in the back.

Rod looked down. Perfect fit. And his breasts were throbbing with the happiness of satisfaction.


Part Two

Rod and Tammy left the locker room, giggling and happy.

Funny, Rod had just been relieved of his sexual juices, but he was still horny. It was like every time he experienced that type of boob sex he came out even hornier.

Tammy was feeling pretty horny, too. In fact, she wanted to just take Rod back to her room and fuck him, but she couldn’t.

She couldn’t because she knew he was a man, and because she knew she had to keep his secret. The longer she could keep his secret the more exquisitely would he suffer.

The fact was she had never done this sort of thing before, teased a man so hard he nearly burst, but she was really liking it, and she was so glad she had been in on it.

But she was going to have to get some sexual relief.

Maybe he didn’t have a penis available, but… “Roddie?”

“Yes?”

“I hate to say this, but…I need to get off.”

He looked around, they were nearly to the lake and they were surrounded by women.

Some in suits, some naked, but all sexy.

“Well, I can do something about that…but…here?”

Tammy giggled. “Yes. Throw me down and ravage me.”

They were both laughing now.

And Rod was feeling the material of the bathing suit rub against his button, and he was breathing deeper. God! He had just squirted! How could he be so horny so quickly?

They reached the lake and waded out into the water.

Girls were splashing and swimming, and they joined a group and shortly were having a ball.

Rod swam slowly out to a raft anchored in the middle of the lake, and it was a relief. The constant rubbing on his penis head was lessened by the run of water and the different motions of his legs when swimming.               A side stroke was instant turn on. Regular Australian crawl strokes were just a bit of a turn on, breast strokes were nothing.

So he breast stroked, and was suddenly aware of how the water ran over his breasts, and his nipples were tingling by the time he reached the raft.

Somebody had brought a soccer ball out to the raft and the girls were tossing it about, leaping up from the water to swat it, and generally having a good time.

Rod pulled himself up on the raft and laid on his back and took in the sunshine. He was quite surprised when he realized that he didn’t have to worry about a boner bump.

Hmm. Maybe there were a couple of nice things about being a woman.

Then a shade blotted out the light momentarily and a girl lay down next to him. It was a woman named Jenny. She was particularly voluptuous, and he sneaked a look at her boobs.

Huh! He had his own pair, and he was still checking women out. He smiled at himself.

“What’s so funny, Rod?” Jenny asked, going up on her elbow.

Tammy had taken position on the other side of Rod and she went up on her elbow.

“Nothing. It’s just pleasant to lay in the sun and do nothing.”

Most of the girls were off the raft at the moment and they were alone, and Tammy reached over and touched Rod’s left breast.

He opened his eyes, his big eyelashes fluttering.

Jenny saw this, and reached forward and touched his left breast.

“Hey?” He was objecting, but not objecting. It felt so good.

And the girls began to squeeze and fondle his breasts.

“You better stop,” Rod murmured.

“Just lay back and let us show you how it’s done.”

“What’s done?”

“This,” and Tammy moved in and started tickling him with one hand, and massaging his boob with the other.

Jenny followed her lead, and now Rod was caught between the two beautiful women, struggling, unable to escape.

He was laughing, trying not to laugh, and it was coming out in very girlish giggles.

And he was getting more and more turned on. Oh, God, he hoped he didn’t have one of those episodes. He’d just had one, and he was empty!

Fortunately for him the women in the admin building didn’t have a good view of the happenings on the raft, so Lara didn’t do anything.

Rod laughed and laughed, as soon as he moved one hand away another hand would sneak in.

Now they were not just tickling and feeling him, but Jenny slid her hand under the bikini top and began flicking his nipple.

“No! Please! Stop!”

Girls in the water began to notice the commotion and they swam closer, propped their elbows on the side of the raft and watched with big grins.

“Get her, Tammy!”

“Make her cum, Jenny!”

Jenny reached down and grabbed Rod’s mons. It was smooth, felt just like a pussy, but it was too close for comfort. Rod wiggled and crawled, and went right off the end of the raft, leaving his top in the hands of Jenny!

Now everybody was cheering.

Rod came up for air and realized he was minus an article of clothing. He put out his hand, but Jenny wasn’t going to let him have it. She backed away from the edge of the raft and Rod climbed up. He advanced towards her, his bare boobs jiggling, and she tossed his top to somebody else, who tossed it to somebody else, and Rod was reduced to chasing the top around the raft, back and forth, slipping ont he mossy green carpet, sometimes almost catching the wisp of cloth, and the girls laughed and laughed.

Then one of the women noticed the little bump at the back of Rod’s swim suit.

It was just a little bump, didn’t show up all the time, only when he bent over and tried to grab his top.

She nudged one of her friends and whispered to her. Both girls stared at the bump, and didn’t know it was the head of his dick!

But it was a mystery, and both girls climbed up on the raft.

Rod was running about, close to tears, holding his boobs with one forearm, and suddenly one of the girls tripped him and he fell flat on his…boobs.

“Oof!” he grunted as he belly flopped on the raft.

The other girl was quick, and she sat on Rod’s back and felt his buttocks.

Rod was caught. He couldn’t move, and he felt the little hands search out his tiny head and grip it.

“What is this?”

“Stop!” yelled Rod, his voice mangled by the other girl sitting on him.

Tammy and Jenny realized Rod was in trouble. A lot of women knew that Rod was a big joke being foisted on Lara’s husband. But there were a lot more who didn’t know.

And, the fact of the matter, it was stunning that his secret hadn’t been outed before this!

But women and secrets are weird things.

The girl sitting on Rod pulled down his bottoms and stared at his white buns, his crack, and the little penis head squeezed between his legs.

“Girls?” She was puzzled. She had never seen a cock in this weird position, like it was a clitoris on the wrong side of the body, but…it really was the end of a penis.

Tammy reached the girl and pushed her hand away and pulled Rod’s bottoms up.

But it was too late.

“What was that?” asked the girl.

More girls were climbing onto the raft now. Many of them had seen the tip of the Rod’s dick, and if they hadn’t others told them. A clamor arose as the girls demanded to see this oddity for themselves.

Rod, of course, was sobbing. He was beyond humiliation. He was mortified and petrified. He had been found out, and…and…

Tammy looked at Jenny. The jig was up. They knew, and a few dozen other women knew, but now they had to act like they didn’t know, or else Rod would know.

Tammy took the bull by the horns.

“What did you see?” she asked, acting surprised.

“A dick! He’s got a dick coming out of his rear end!”

“I didn’t see it!” I thought you were trying to pants Roddie, and she gets embarrassed pretty easily.”

“I tell you, she has a penis!”

Tammy, a side look at Jenny, muttered, “Well, we better find out about this!”

More girls were sitting on Rod now, and he couldn’t move as his bikini bottoms were pulled down and totally removed.

The girls stared in shock.

Yes. Rod had a penis. They took turns feeling it, and the girl who had originally pantsed him said, “His penis has been bent back between his legs. His balls are…somewhere….it looks like maybe they got pushed up into his body, you know, where they were before they dropped. But his dick…his dick has been sewed to the spot between his asshole and his balls.”

“The perineum,” somebody suggested.

“Yeah! The perinum!” the girl mispronounced.

“But why?” asked one of the women.

“Why would somebody do that to themselves?”

“Off him, girls. Let’s get some answers.”

Everybody moved back, making a circle on the raft, and Rod slowly turned over, then just sat. He was crying, and tears leaked out from under his big eyelashes.

“Okay, Roddie. What gives?” Tammy was taking over the interrogation, the better to guide it…if she could.

“I don’t know,” sobbed Rod. “I was camping in the park, then I woke up like this! Somebody did all this to me, and I don’t know who!”

“I don’t believe him,” said Jenny. She was picking up cues from Tammy and the two were playing it by ear, trying to manipulate the situation to their advantage.

“I don’t know, said one of the girls. “It sounds pretty convenient to me. Guy goes to sleep and wakes up a girl. It sounds like one of those stupid Grace Mansfield stories.”

A brief discussion broke out because, unbelievably, not all of them knew who Grace Mansfield was.

Tammy broke back in: “I thought you were a girl,” she said. “I was trying to help you. But who would do this to you? And why?”

Rod was still crying, and now looking around the circle, looking for a friendly face.

“I thought he as a lesbian,” said someone.

“Maybe he wants to be one?”

“No! I just want to go back to being a man!”

“So why is your dick sewed up? And why aren’t you getting boners, like a real man?”

“Because…because…” but he had no answers. He didn’t know that he had been given a shot that would make his penis limp for three months.

“We have a problem, girls,” announced Tammy. “What do we do with him.”

Silence, but only for a moment, then a gabble rose up.

“Call the police!”

“Let the Director know!”

“Let’s spank her! Him. Whatever he is!”

The suggestions flew through the air, and Rod listened in dismay. Then Tammy held up her hand.

“I’ll tell you what I think…”

The women all looked to her.

“I think we should keep her. Not tell anybody. I, for one, want to get to the bottom of this. If we turn her over to the police then we’ll never find out what’s going on. If we keep her…maybe…and wouldn’t you all like to know what’s she’s doing here? And why?”

Tammy was careful to use the word ‘her’ instead of  ‘him.’ She wanted the girls to think of her as a girl. If she could get everybody to think of her as a woman then the real women wouldn’t be so anxious to turn her in.

The woman were frowning, and it was on the fence, then Jenny, bless her heart, blurted: “We would have our own little slave boy, as long as we can keep the rest of the camp from knowing that Roddie is a boy.”

Now the women all grinned. A slave boy. What woman doesn’t want a slave boy? Heck, that’s why most women get married, right?

“But I don’t want to be your slave!”

“So you’d rather we turn you over to the police? They’ll be glad to ask you a lot of questions you don’t seem to want to answer!”

“No, but—“

Tammy interrupted him. “Girls. We can’t use him for a complete slave, because others would grow suspicious. But we can use him for our own enjoyment,” she was grinning broadly. “Don’t tell me that a few of you don’t want a little…relief?”

Slowly, the chuckles started, then the laughter.

Rod had pretty much stopped crying now, and he looked around as the girls tittered.

“Okay, to start the games off, let’s play ‘spin the dick.’

“Spin the dick?”

“What’s that?”

Tammy spoke to Roddie. “Roddie, sit on your butt, put your arms and legs up in the air.

Confused, Rod did what he was told.

Tammy reached out and cautioned him, “Hold your arms and legs rigid.” Then she pushed on a leg and spun him.

The deck of the raft was a green outdoor carpet, worn smooth by summers of people siting on it, walking on it, slipping and sliding on it. Wet, it was slicker than moss with snot on it.

Rod spun three full times, then stopped. His head was pointed at one of the woman.

“Okay, Rod, turn over and go eat your victim!”

Rod turned and stared at a really good looking girl.

She was dark haired, full lips, and she was pulling her bottoms off.

“What?”

SMACK! Tammy struck him on the bottom.

Rod flattened out on the deck. She had caught the head of his peeny in her slap, and that stung!

“Come on, slave boy!”

She went to slap him again, but Rod moved ahead of her. He was frantic not to be slapped on the dick again, and he wound up scrambling across the deck and right between the legs of the woman who had just removed her bottom.

“Oh, yeah! Come to mama!”

She grabbed his head and pulled it down.

Now Rod had no choice! He had to breath, and the only way to breath was to move his mouth and try to angle it so he could get some air in.

He moved, jerked and twisted, and the woman shrieked with joy.

Rod tried to back away, but she had a hold of his extra long hair, and the extensions were holding well!

“Oh, girls, you have to try this!”

Then Rod realized…the only way out is through. So he began eating.

His jaw worked, his tongue worked, and the woman started to groan.

The rest of the women on the raft cheered, and waited for their own turn.

When Rod was finished, when the woman was satisfied, he was sat down again, and again, and spun, and spun, and other swimmers swam over to find out what all the merriment was.

Lara had her own room. It was on the other side of the complex, far away from Rod’s apartment.

Late in the afternoon, while Rod was near drowning from sex on the raft, she walked down the corridors, climbed the stairs, and entered her own room.

She wasn’t worried about Rod seeing her, because she knew he was still on the raft.

She didn’t know why he was on the raft, or why he had been so long on the raft, but she would find out later. Right now she had a conundrum.

Director Marsha.

She had been invited to the Director’s apartment after dinner.

She knew it was her own fault. She had played with the Director’s pussy that afternoon, with her own husband in the room.

Oh, he hadn’t known, couldn’t see her, but still.

The conundrum was what she should do.

She knew what the Director wanted.

Heck, she knew there were a lot of lesbians at the convention. Woman who loved women tended to congregate at places where there were women. So…lot’s of lesbians.

But there were also lots of woman who were married to men, who were still faithful to their husbands.

If she went to the Director’s apartment she might end up not being faithful to her husband.

And, while she had never had a lesbian experience, she was curious.

What would it be like to make love to a woman?

How could you get off when there were no dicks to be had?

Fingers and tongues?

Fists?

Dildos?

Lara didn’t know, but if she went to the Director’s she had a feeling she would find out.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

She opened the door and a woman with a smile and a dress handed her the dress. “The Director thought you might like to dress up a bit.”

Lara thanked her and closed the door. And looked at the dress.

Shimmering blue, stretchy, extremely deep cleavage. Short.

If she wore this she’d be asking for a fuck.

And a smile crept out of her concern.

She looked at the clock.

She had time to clean, to apply make up, and to put on the dress.

The question of whether she would be being untrue to her husband was put on hold.

Rod was exhausted. He didn’t ever want to see another pussy again as long as he lived.

But he was also more horny than he had ever been in his life.

If he saw another pussy…he wouldn’t hesitate.

But…wouldn’t hesitate to do what?

He was dickless!

He was in the most concrete form of chastity in the universe! And the  device containing him was nothing more than surgical threads and glue!

And if that wasn’t bad enough…his penis wouldn’t get hard!

And couldn’t get hard!

Sewed up like it was it wasn’t going to get erect, not without pulling a lot of flesh with it.

But it wasn’t getting hard anyway!

It just felt so good, and had moments of swelling, then…nothing.

Like it was about to become a real boner…then…nothing.

Talk about frustration!

“Come on, Roddie. Time for dinner.”

Tammy and Jenny swam to shore with him. They walked next to him, linked their arms with his, and chatted like nothing had happened.

But for Rod, something had happened.

He was now not a girl, accepted as a girl; he was a boy who was trying to act like a girl.

Other girls glanced at him with grins. There were a few sour looks, because there are always a few disgruntled people, but most of the girls took Rod for a joke.

A boy who wanted to be a girl so bad he sewed his dick to his body.

In the looks he received were knowing looks, laughing looks, and the few disgusted looks.

But, oddly, though he was still embarrassed, humiliated beyond anything he thought possible, he was getting used to it.

Women laughing secretly at him.

Women using him for a hump toy.

Women snickering as they played with his parts.

There was only so much a man could take, and Rod was ‘over the hump’ in certain ways.

Tammy and Jenny walked him into the locker room and helped him change into his morning clothes. He was wearing a dress and high heels. They brushed his hair and touched up his make up.

Yes, it was permanent make up, but that didn’t mean it didn’t need a little gloss on the lips.

He was standing by his locker, Tammy was applying gloss to his lips, and she said, “It’s not that bad, Roddie.”

He stared at her.

“There are men who would love to be in your place. So I suggest you relax, go with it, and enjoy it.”

“Enjoy being a woman?” He sounded so sad and distraught.

“Why not? We do. Jenny and I enjoy being women. Why can’t you?”

“Because somehow I’ve been shanghaied, and transformed, and…I don’t know why!”

“Hmm. Could it be that you’ve done something first?”

“Yes,” added Jenny. “Maybe you hurt somebody and they wanted to get back at you.” Then she smiled, “That is…if you didn’t do all this to yourself.”

“But I didn’t?”

“Okay. And so what? You’re here now. So you might just as well embrace it. Have a good time. Or…” she looked him directly in the eye, “you can have a bad time, play the victim.” She shrugged. “Your choice.”

That was a life defining moment for Rod.

Lara walked down the hallway, and she looked good!

The dress fit her like a glove, and it showed everything. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples stood out.

She wasn’t wearing panties, and there weren’t no stinkin’ panty lines.

In fact, she was a hair away from a monkey knuckle.

And it felt good. It felt good to be young and sexy, to stride through life like you were in charge of it.

To know that people looked after you, and wanted you.

Men would get boners, and women would get wet.

It was a good feeling.

A sensational feeling.

She arrived at the Director’s apartment and knocked on the door.

A moment and the door swung back.

The director stood, and caught her breath.

She was wearing a pants suit, pink, and tight.

Lara could see her monkey knuckle, and that made her catch her breath.

For a long moment the two women stared at each other.

Then Marsha smiled. It was a joyful smile, a half cunning smile, a welcoming smile.

A hot smile, with flashes of sultry sexiness in it.

She reached out and rubbed Lara’s nipple through the material.

Lara groaned.

Marsha reached out and took her arm, pulled her into the apartment.

“Honey, you look positively delicious.”

Lara flashed a radiant smile, and glanced at the slightly older woman as she was guided through the apartment to a sofa.

She sat, and Marsha asked, “Would you like wine? Or something a little stronger?”

“Stronger, please,” said Lara demurely.

“Strong it is,” Marsha seemed pleased with the decision, and she headed for the kitchen.

She returned a moment later with a bottle and two glasses. The bottle was Plantation Xaymaca Rum.

She made another trip and returned with a container filled with ice and a bottle of Coke.

“Sometimes,” Marsha said, as she fixed the drinks, “a person wishes Rum pure. Sometimes it is nice to cut it with a bit of sweetness.”

“I’ll take one strong,” offered Lara.

Marsha smiled and handed her a glass. She poured a stiff shot for herself, then sat down on the sofa next to Lara. She was perched slightly forward, the cushions sank to bring them together, and Marsha put her hand on the back of the couch, which was as good as around Lara’s shoulders.

“Well, my dear. Here’s how.”

“And why,” responded Lara.

They sipped, eyeing each other.

“I was curious as to whether you would come tonight,” said Marsha. “I half suspected you would not.”

“I do have certain reservations.”

“Such as?”

Lara took another sip, and was aware that she was in the mood to drink too fast. Which might be good, and it might be bad.

“I’m married.”

Marsha chuckled.

“Right about now your husband is probably servicing a dozen women. I asked what was happening out on the raft, and apparently women, women who weren’t in on the secret of his mysterious transformation, have found out. They were demanding sexual satisfaction.”

“Satisfaction from a man without a penis.”

Marsha chuckled, and there was something so pure in her laugh that Lara couldn’t help but laugh, too.

“The world works in mysterious ways.”

“So you’re saying that since my husband is servicing people in his capacity as a woman, I should service women the same way.”

“It sounds like you’re talking yourself into this.”

It wasn’t a snide comment, but an accurate one.

Lara opened her mouth slightly, then closed it. Then took a few gulps.

The liquor was already starting to hit her. She hadn’t had much dinner, she was int he middle of confusion, and alcohol was a welcome solution.

“I guess I am.”

Marsha moved closer to her. Her big breasts were brushing against Lara’s arm. Her lips were getting closer. She put down her drink and moved her mouth right next to Lara’s ear.

“I guess you are.”

Marsha kissed Lara’s lobe, and Lara shivered.

But it wasn’t a shiver of cold, or fright, but of anticipation.

Her husband was a woman. Her husband was having sex, such as he could, with women. Was it so wrong for her to do the same?

She turned her face, and the two women were an inch apart, breathing each others air, their red lips getting closer…closer.

Marsha turned her head, didn’t kiss, just rubbed her lips against Lara’s.

Lara brought a hand up and touched Marsha’s breast. Felt for the nipple. Contact.

Marsha gasped, and then the kissing began.

Slowly, Marsha pushed Lara back, assumed the dominate position, and reached under Lara’s dress.

And felt the rings.

“Oh, my.” Her blue eyes focused on Lara. “What do we have here?”

“A box to wrap gifts in. Do you have gifts to put in the box?”

“I have lots of gifts.”

Then the gift giving started.
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Part One

Lara walked back to her room on unsteady legs.

I’m not a lesbian, she thought.

But she had just spent a couple of hours being one.

Two hours of being pleasured by a woman who knew how.

Orgasm after orgasm. Fingers, mouth, and…dildos.

Good Lord, she had never been made love to like that.

She was dazed, her knees barely made it up the stairs, and she had to stop once and hold onto the wall to stop from simply collapsing.

She wasn’t a lesbian!

But…?

Her door was at the end of the corridor, and right beyond that was a balcony that opened up and gave a view of the convention center.

She passed her door and grabbed the railing, took a deep breath, sighed, and looked out over the world.

To the sides was the hotel complex in which stayed hundreds of women. She had thought everybody was straight, but now she knew better. Sure, lots of straight women, but…what the Director had just done to her. Whew!

She looked straight forward and saw the athletic field, and beyond that the moon glimmered in the light ripples of the lake.

And she thought of her husband.

Suddenly she felt guilt.

Yes, he had locked a vibrator onto her vagina piercings, and he had been zapping her mercilessly.

But she had had her revenge. She and a few of the girls at the convention had made him into a woman. He was transformed, complete with boobs, and his cock had been sewed to his perineum and his balls pushed up into their original nesting place.

She had watched while he dealt with the situation and tried to figure out what had happened to him, and she had even told women to make him as horny as they could.

Did that justify what she had done with the convention director?

Just thinking of Marsha, the Director, made her hot. Heysoos! She had just been loved half to death, and she wanted more!

But…she had a husband.

She loved him, there was no doubt about that, and he had had women teasing him mercilessly, and she had even buzzed the vibrator, which was in his fanny.

But here was the problem: he didn’t choose to be that way. He didn’t make advances on the women, they had gone after him.

She, on the other hand, had initiated the situation with the director.

So, no, her making love was not justified by what he had done to her, or by him making love to women…such as he could.

She sighed. A cloud covered the moon in the sky, and the cloud rippled over the water and shaded the rippled reflection in the water.

Rod. A wonderful man. Now a beautiful woman, sort of.

What should she do?

What could she do?

Now that she had discovered the joys of lesbian sex…she didn’t want to give them up.

What would Rod do when he found out?

And she wondered where he was right then.

Rod was in trouble.

He had been swimming in the lake and the women had found out that he was a man.

Not all of them.

A few, the ones who had aided in his transition, already knew, but they didn’t let him know they knew.

Then a bunch found out this afternoon when he was on the raft on the lake. And that’s where the trouble had its start.

Some of the women wanted to turn him over to the police.

Some of them wanted him to remain a woman so they could take advantage of him, to blackmail him into sexual pleasing them. He didn’t have a penis available, but he had a mouth and fingers.

Some of them were outraged that a man had come to the convention center.

While he had been in the locker room, changing from his bathing suit into a dress and high heels, they had been meeting in little groups.

He’s a man! Men aren’t supposed to be here!

I don’t want sexual satisfaction from a man!

We need to do something about him!

And the little groups broke up, and bitter women told their friends, and more little groups were formed.

Nothing is quite so fast as a rumor, or as vehement as a conspiracy, and by the time Tammy and her friends walked Rod into the dining hall there was a sharp feeling in the air.

The girls noticed it immediately, but Rod wasn’t as attuned as them. He had no real female intuition to tell him when things were haywire.

As the girls with him suddenly lowered their voices and looked around, he was cheerful and oblivious.

“Tammy,” he said. “You’re right. I need to just enjoy myself. I’ll eventually find out what happened, how I came to be a woman, but until then—what’s going on?”

He looked at his friends.

Then he looked around the dining hall and had an inkling.

Women were staring at him.

Some had contemplative smiles. He was the man without a dick. Yet he was pleasing women. How did he do it? Did he have superior oral skills?

Some women frowned. They were caught in their emotions. He was a man, so what was he doing here, and should he be pleasing women when he was acting like one?

Some women were puzzled. They inspected him closely, looking for the male flaw in his female persona.

And some women had slightly lowered brows, their jaws working as they licked their teeth. He was the one. He betrayed all womenfolk by pretending to be one. He had to be dealt with. They were going to have to do something.

Tammy and her group stood in line and were very aware of the hard silence jabbing at them.

They moved slowly, looking around, sometimes meeting curious gazes, sometimes enduring the daggers of discontent.

Now Rod was frightened.

He was brave enough normally. He would trade fists with a fellow if the cause was just, there was no fear.

But these were women! The more vicious of the species! He felt like eyes were ripping open his head and inserting thoughts into his cranium.

But what had he done?

He hadn’t volunteered to look like a woman! He hadn’t asked for the big boobs on his chest, or the permanent make up!

Why did they hate him?

Tammy let her girls and Rod to a corner of the room, apart from the others, and they sat and huddled.

Almost no talk in the dining hall. Sometimes a buzz, like the muted sound of a rattler’s tail. Mostly vicious looks that promised bodily harm.

“What’s happening?” asked Rod of Jenny.

“Too many people know,” she said.

“I thought everybody was going to keep it a secret?”

“Everybody lied to us.”

“Not everybody. Probably not many,” commented Tammy. “But enough, and they have friends, and everybody’s riled up.”

“Can’t we explain this to them?”

“Explain to a mob?”

Rod glanced around, and quickly looked back to the girls at his table. The cold eyes staring at him were frightening.

“What are we going to do?”

“I don’t think there’s a danger right now.”

“It looks pretty dangerous to me!”

“No,” Jenny agreed with Tammy. “Later. They know there’s enough women to protect you, but they’ll come for you later.”

“Come for me?” The question was in his voice. What will they do to me?

Tammy patted his hand. “Don’t worry. They’re talking, trying to get enough emotion to do something. But we’ll have a plan.”

Jenny leaned forward. “Okay, girls, how are we going to protect Roddie?”

Across the room a girl name of Lisa was speaking to a trio of friends. “I think the Director knows.”

“Why would she let a man into the convention center?”

“Maybe she didn’t know?”

“The Director knows everything. She has to know.”

Lisa was glaring across the room.

“Okay, so how do we find out for sure?”

“Break into the Director’s office.”

The girls all traded looks. They weren’t disapproving, more trying to figure out who would do it.

Lisa turned to Georgette, “You and me. Okay?”

Georgette was a skinny redhead, and she gave a nod. She couldn’t believe the Director had allowed a man into their camp. But whether she had or not, Georgette was pissed.

A man!

She was a lesbian, but she was also rabid on the fact of lesbianism. She felt that men should be barred from even talking to women forever. She had marched, and worn a black mask, and even thrown smoke grenades, and she wanted revenge on men everywhere.

She didn’t know exactly what men had done, but she was sure they were the cause of the world’s problems, and they needed to be handled.

In her apartment Lara removed her clothes. She stepped into the shower and soaped and luxuriated and couldn’t stop thinking about her tryst with the Director.

And her husband.

Poor Rod. Nobody was watching the security cameras now. Nothing to see, but tomorrow they would monitor him again and make some plans for playing with him.

She smiled. She hoped the girls were making him suffer.

She dried off and got ready for bed. She put on a peignoir, she liked sleeping sexy. She had a feeling she was going to be seeing the Director in her dreams.

She smiled, turned off the lights and got into bed.

Worming around into the most comfortable position for sleeping, she thought: Poor Rod…Lucky Rod. She giggled, and went to sleep.

Lucky Rod had friends. Poor Rod had enemies.

He and the girls finished dinner and left the dining hall. All the way across the room they could hear the whispering.

“There he is.”

“Who does he think he is? Dressing up like one of us!”

“He’s cute.”

Tammy and Jenny and four other girls walked quickly down the corridor.

“Jane, watch and make sure we’re not followed. We’ll be in the gymnasium.”

Jane, a lush blonde, nodded and peeled off. She took a position behind a slender sapling and turned to watch the dining hall. Unfortunately, she was already too late.

Lisa and Georgette had followed the group out of the dining hall. They darted across the corridor and hid in the shadows and watched as Jane was dispatched to keep watch. It was a simple matter to run down the next corridor, then up to the next intersection.

The girls ran lithely, softly, and peeked around the corner, and darted back just in time.

Tammy and Rod and group walked past the intersection.

“We can stay in the gym and make plans. We’ve got to find a place to keep Roddie hidden until everything blows over.”

“What about the Director?”

Tammy snorted. “I don’t think so. She’s old school lez. She’s liable to side with whoever wants to hurt poor Roddie.

The group continued on, talking in low voices that faded until they could no longer be heard.

Lisa watched from the intersection and made sure they turned towards the gym. They did, and she turned to Georgette. “Go get the others. Watch all four exits of the gym. Watch where they go, and tell them not to get caught.”

“Where will you be?”

“I’m going to find out what the Director knows.”

The two girls parted, one back to the dining hall, the other towards the administration building.

Lisa moved to the front door of the admin building.

The lights were on low and a lone girl was behind the counter.

Sleeping.

Lisa smirked and couldn’t believe her luck. She opened the door, tip toed past the sleeping women, and slid into the outer offices.

It was quiet, very peaceful. and she walked to the doors to the inner office, the Director’s office.

Again, luck was with her. The door wasn’t locked.

Lisa entered the office and looked around.

The lights were dim and she made her way around the room looking for whatever she could find.

The computer was on on the round table, and the security monitor was recording the campus. She flicked through several views, saw a few girls, then got the gym.

Yep. Tammy and the others were sitting on a gym mat in a circle and looked to be discussing matters.

You can run but you can’t hide, thought Lisa.

She walked along the wall, opened the cabinets of a standing credenza.

Odds and ends. Papers, bric a brac, nothing.

She came to the wet bar and smiled. There were half a dozen bottles of alcohol, good bourbon and rum and tequila.

Lisa opened one of the bottles and took a swig.

Gah! That was a harsh burn!

She opened the refrigerator under the counter and found a couple of six packs of Coke. She took a tall glass and poured bourbon and Coke half and half into it.

She wished she had ice cubes, but this would do. She sipped and smacked her lips, and turned towards the Director’s desk.

The surface was shiny but for the green blotter. The computer monitor was to one side and the keyboard was shoved under it. There was a key fob next to the keyboard. Probably to the Director’s car.

A vase of flowers, a cup with pens, a folder to one side.

Hmm. A lot of nothing.

She put her hand on the folder, pulled it to herself and opened it.

The dim lighting was too dark to read the contents of the folder, but it looked like Rod’s name, in big letters, was across the top of the folder.

She looked back at the door. There was a small desk lamp, the kind with a flexible, metal neck.

She decided for the risk and turned the lamp on.

Yep, it was Rod’s folder.

Rod. Roddie. A male name and a female name.

And a report, in progress, explaining the mystery of Roddie.

Fascinated, Lisa read of how he had tried to play a joke on his wife.

Lara. Lisa frowned. She didn’t know any Lara.

But the joke was that Rod locked a vibrator to his wife’s vagina rings.

Piercings! Oh, that kinky, little girl!

There was a picture of Lara, and Lisa stared at it for a moment. Good looking bitch. So she had a kinky side. Most people did.

She read further: Tammy and her friends had kidnapped Roddie, Rod, whoever he was. They had brought him back to the convention center and…they transformed him.

Lisa’s eyes went wide as read of the operation they had done on him.

His penis was sewed to his perineum, his balls were pushed up into the inguinal canal, where they had descended from when he was a young boy.

She looked at pictures and saw the peeny head protruding from between the legs just below the butt.

Now she had proof positive of Rod being a man.

Not much of a man,..but a man.

She gazed at the pictures of him on a table and Tammy bent over, injecting something into his chest.

So that was how he came to have boobs!

Then, the final piece of the puzzle. The end all be all of everything.

The vibrator that he had hooked to his wife’s vaginal rings had been inserted into his heinie!

Lisa’s mouth opened in stunned surprise.

She looked at the key fob.

Apparently they had been using Lara’s phone to turn on the vibrator, but there was a fob, and…she picked up the fob.

She wanted to press the button in the worst way, but she didn’t. She had to see this for herself. She had to know that this was ‘the’ fob, and that it really worked.

She stood up, picked up her drink, erased the little ring of moisture from the desk top, and headed for the round table.

At the round table the screen was still showing the girls in the gymnasium.

The girls and one fake girl.

They were still yakking away, making their little plots and plans, and Lisa smiled and used her thumb.

Rod was happy. As a guy he was moderately happy. He had friends, they went out and got drunk, had a hunting trip once a year.

But guy friends are surface friends. They vie with jokes and never get serious about their friendships.

Girls, on the other hand, were different.

Guys liked things and girls liked relationships.

Girls lived for their relationships.

Now he was in a group of girls. They were talking intensely, sharing emotions, being friends in a way Rod had never imagined.

And they were including him in their  camaraderie.

It was as intense as getting married, and he was feeling a warm glow in his heart, because it was like he was married to all of them.

And it certainly helped that they had made love to him on the raft, and even wiggled their fingers in him.

God, that had felt good.

Rod was going through major changes.

At the moment Tammy was saying, “We could just take him into the woods…”

“How about the basement? It’s huge, and there’s all sorts of things down there. They have costumes and scenery. They even have a pillory from one of the plays last year.”

The girls all giggled.

“I’d like to put Roddie in a pillory.”

All the girls snickered and Rod turned a few shades of red. Fortunately, his embarrassment couldn’t be seen in the dim lighting of the gym.

“What do you think about that, Roddie? Would you like to be locked up and have everybody…”

Rod grunted and sat up. He was having one of the breast orgasms, but nobody was even touching his breasts!             

“Roddie?” asked Georgette, seeing his eyes glaze over and the way he was wiggling his butt.

Tammy had been making notes on a spiral ring notebook and she looked up. “Roddie?”

Roddie felt the vibrations surge through his groin area. What went for his groin area.

His testicles were up inside his body, but his penis started leaking.

“Somebody’s using the vibrator on him.”

Rod didn’t hear anything, he was falling back, his back striking the gym mat and his large boobs shaking like mounds of jello.

“Unh…” he groaned.

The girls gathered around him.

Then the vibrations stopped and he became aware that his eyes were directed towards the high ceiling.

What had happened? Why was this happening.

In the Director’s office Lisa lifted her thumb. Two clicks. One to start the vibrator, and one to stop it. She had seen a note that saying the range of the fob was two miles. So she could do this to him any time she wanted.

On the screen the girls were all on their feet, huddled around Roddie.

Lisa stood up, took the glass back to the wet bar and dumped the last bit of Coke and bourbon into the sink, rinsed the glass and replaced it, and headed for the door. She was holding the fob in her hand and grinning.

“Is that Lara doing it to him?”

“I don’t think so. She would have left it on for a while. Somebody else is in control.”

“With Lara’s phone?”

“There’s a fob, too. Maybe somebody has the fob. Girls, I was in the Director’s office earlier, and things are starting to click in my head. Let’s get over there quick!”

The girls, Roddie being helped along behind, rushed for the door of the gymnasium.

Lara, unaware of what was going on, was having trouble sleeping. She was satisfied, but alive, and wired. The experience with the Director had left her electrified.

She slid out of bed and headed for the bathroom. In the bathroom she opened the medicine cabinet and took out a small vial. Sleeping pills.

Smiling, but wanting sleep, she shook out two pills and popped them into her mouth. Holding her hair back she drank from the faucet and the pills tumbled down her esophagus.

A moment later she was back in bed.

She smiled into the darkness, punched her pillow into shape, and left for the land of dreams.

The Director was also in bed.

She was a sexy woman, slightly older than Lara, and she was totally turned on by her experience with the younger girl.

Lord, such beauty. And she was a virgin to lesbian ways. It had been so incredible breaking her in to lovemaking lesbian style.

She thought of how many ways they had done it, tribbing, dildos, mouths…oh, God!

But being this turned on, while exciting, didn’t get her any sleep. And she needed sleep.

She slid out of her bed and went into the bedroom. At almost the exact same time as Lara, even sharing the same body motions, Marsha took two pills and headed back for bed.

Smiling, she turned on her back, spread her hair out, and closed her eyes.

She dreamed of Lara’s piercings and felt the warmth of good sex pervade her sleeping awareness.

Tammy, Rod and the girls burst out of the gymnasium and headed for the admin office. They were running fast, but Rod was falling behind. He had just had a sexual experience and he was weak. His boobs were big and flopping around on his chest and he was trying to hold them as he ran. He also was struggling in his high heels.

Most important, however, was the bits of conversation he had picked up in the gym.

They had mentioned his wife’s name. And what was this about a fob? The only fob he remembered from the past few days was the one that could be used to turn on the vibrator he had hooked to his wife’s piercings. But he had used the phone and put the fob aside.

Could there be a connection?

He didn’t know, but he sure wanted to find out. Trailing a little, he tried to keep up with the other girls.

Lisa was running towards her girls, who she assumed were watching the gym. Suddenly she heard the tramp of feet and ducked down behind a garbage can.

Tammy, Jenny and four more girls—the girls from the gymnasium!—ran past her. Then Roddie.

Roddie looked so ridiculously awkward, holding his tits and trying to keep up with the girls.

She smiled, then popped out from behind the garbage can and ran into the next corridor, where she almost collided with her group of girls.

“They’re heading towards the Director’s office!”

“I know, come on!”

Now emboldened by the fact of outnumbered Tammy’s group, Lisa reversed course and ran towards the admin office.

Tammy and the girls burst into the front office.

The girl on duty, who had been sleeping, jerked awake and stared at Tammy. “What are you doing?”

“We’re going into the Director’s office!”

“She’s out!”

Which was not a real intelligent thing to say, but the girl was befuddled.

Tammy rounded the front counter, brushed the girl out of the way, and the half dozen girls, followed by Rod, entered the outer office. they ran across the carpet and burst into the Director’s office.

It was calm and cool, and one of the girls hit the light switch.

“Check that computer,” Tammy snapped, and two girls ran around the round table.

“Georgette, see to the cabinets.”

Georgette peeled off and began opening cabinets.

Tammy sat behind the desk and stared at the open folder.

Good Lord! She didn’t know the Director had been keeping such a thorough record! This was dangerous. She was a medical professional, and if anybody found out what she had done it would be the end of her career.

She folded up the file and looked around.

No fireplace.

She was going to have to dispose of it somewhere else.

She walked around the desk.

“Just the security system,” blurted one of the girls at the round table.

“Nothing here,” Georgette commented as she slammed the cupboard doors.

“That’s okay, I’ve got what we need.”

She still didn’t know who had the fob, but just getting the files was a major point. She was safe, though she did wonder what the Director had planned to do with the file.

Maybe just lose it. But, maybe…blackmail?

“What is that?” asked Rod. He was standing in the doorway and gasping. he reached for the file.

Tammy pulled it back.

“Nothing, Roddie.”

“You mentioned my wife’s name, you know her. What is going on.”

“Nothing. This is something else!”

“And what’s the big concern over a fob?”

Tammy nodded to Jenny, and the two girls tried to get around Rod, but he stayed in front of the door.

“You know something about this! About how I came to be a woman! You’ve got to tell me!”

“I will, Roddie, but not right now! We have to—“

“There they are!”

In the front office the girl on watch had been poking her cell phone, calling the Director but getting no answer. Now she was brushed aside by Lisa’s group of some twenty women.

Tammy looked through the outer office and realized they were badly outnumbered. Three to one.

Rod spun in confusion and gawked.

“Get him, girls!” screamed Lisa.

Tammy stepped back, pulled Rod, and Georgette slammed the door and locked it.

Little fists began pounding on the other side of the door.

“Let us in!”

“Unlock this door!”

“We know the truth about Roddie!”

Rod spun to Tammy, “What truth? What do they know?”

“They don’t know anything,” Tammy blurted, searching the room for an exit.

“If they know what happened to me then I’m going to unlock the door.” He turned and reached for the door lock.

Tammy grabbed his arm and spun him around. “Don’t be a fool! They’ll tear you apart!”

“They will?”

Now Rod was getting frightened. Everybody was screaming and shouting, they had just broken into the Director’s office, and what was  in that file?

In the far corner of the room was a small exit door. Strictly for emergencies. It had a bar and a plate on the bar that would set off the alarm.

Tammy didn’t care about the alarm, she cared about getting away and destroying the file. She ran for the emergency exit.

The other girls, not knowing what to do, followed their leader.

Rod, not knowing what to do but desperate to look at that file, ran after the girls.

Tammy pushed on the bar and the result was immediate. BWOOP! BWOOP! BWOOP!

The racket filled the convention center and woke up everybody. Everybody who hadn’t taken a sleeping pill, that is.

The girls piled through the door, followed by Rod, and just as Rod stepped onto the asphalt parking area in back of the convention center Lisa and her girls burst through the door and into the inner office.

“After them!” she screamed.

As she passed the Director’s desk she saw that the file was missing.

Damn! She should have thought of that! She should have taken the file with her earlier.

She burst into the night and stared across the parking lot.

The parking lot was next to the delivery door for the kitchens, and Tammy was leading her group across that lot and towards the athletic field.

She was running for the woods! She could hide in the woods all day and not be found!


Part Two

The alarm system had woken up everybody in the complex. Women were flooding out of their apartments, half dressed and panicked.

“What’s going on?”

“What’s that alarm?”

Two of the staff ran for Marsha’s apartment and pounded on the door. They used their fists and created a loud booming sound on the door.

No answer.

“Where is she?”

They assumed she was out because she hadn’t answered the door. They had no idea she was sleeping the good sleep on the other side of the door.

“Get her! Get that file!”

The girls heard Lisa, but they were focused on Roddie.

There he was, just forty yards ahead of them! The traitor ‘woman!’ The man who had penetrated their sanctum!”

“Get him!”

“Get Roddie!”

Ahead of Roddie Tammy suddenly realized that Lisa and her girls would get Roddie. That would be just as bad as if they got the file.

If they got Roddie they would have the living proof, not just a bunch of pictures and papers!

She stopped, and the girls stopped with her.

Roddie caught up. He was gasping and he felt like his ankles were going to break. His chest was sore where his boobs had been bouncing, and he bent over and tried to get more air into his lungs.

Tammy grabbed his arm and pulled him upright. She jammed the file into his arms. “Get away! Destroy the file! We’ll hold them back!”

She pushed Rod and he staggered across the lawn towards the far line of trees.

Trees, a short hill, and he would be so lost they would never find him!

And if Tammy thought he was going to destroy that file…not a chance. At least, not until he had read it.

He moved his arms and legs, his boobs bounced, and he tried not to let his heels sink into the turf.

Lisa saw Tammy in the darkness, standing with her friends, and she angled towards them. She couldn’t see Roddie, but he would be nearby.

“Get them!” she yelled, and the two groups came together.

Women are not known for fighting. They don’t have the muscle, they don’t practice making fists and punching things.

Still, for all that, they were the more vicious of the species.

Woman tackled woman.

Women rolled on the ground in groups of two and three.

Hair was pulled and fingernails broke as everybody tried to scratch everybody.

Tammy was yelling fiercely. For a moment she held her own, then the numbers of Lisa’s group were felt.

Three girls tackled Tammy and drove her to the ground.

Tammy shrieked in rage and pulled hair and one of the girls landed on her knee and gasped and rolled away.

Lisa was kicking somebody, but it hurt her more than the girl she was kicking. For all the fierce look of high heels, the pointy toes, there isn’t much substance and the toes bent, and the toes inside the shoes bent.

Georgette had closed with Jenny and the two rolled, biting and scratching and calling each other cunts.

For a long minute the two groups fought, then the fight went out of Tammy’s group. They were getting the worst of it, and there was no point in getting beaten up over…over…Rod?

And some of the girls started to wonder why they were fighting.

Sure, Rod was a traitor to women everywhere, but why were they fighting with each other?

Slowly the racket lessened, then women got up. Tammy’s group huddled in the center of Lisa’s larger group, and women sobbed and inspected their ripped clothes and scratches.

“Where’s Roddie,” blurted Lisa.

“Go find him,” Tammy snapped back.

“Where’s the file?”

“Somewhere you’ll never find it!”

Lisa was pissed. She had control of the situation, but she didn’t have the file or the man. She needed both! Roddie was living proof, and the file would be evidence as to who did what to him and why.

“Has anybody seen Roddie?”

Nobody had, but one of Lisa’s girls said, “He was with them. He must have kept going.”

“Big, brave man,” scoffed Lisa. “Can’t face a few women.”

Tammy: “Let him go, Lisa. What’s the point?”

“The point is that we’ve been betrayed! And we need to get him and punish him!”

“Punish a man? Hah! They’re already pretty sorry creatures.”

Lisa ignored Tammy at that point. “Okay, head for the woods, spread out and search. We’ve got to get him.”

Upstairs in the convention center the staff were getting frantic. There was no sign of the Director, and people could hear her phone ringing in her apartment. She had to be in her apartment! But what had happened to her?

The alarm bells were still clanging, and nobody seemed to know how to turn them off.

“I’ve got a master key!” yelled one of the staff who was charged with security. She produced a card and ran it next to the card reader.

Click!

They opened the door and pushed in.

The apartment was dark, no lights except for a night light in the bathroom.

The women charged down the short hall, past the bathroom, and into Marsha’s bedroom. The light switch was flicked and everybody stopped and stared.

Marsha lay on her bed, tangled in bedsheets. Her head was turned to the side and her eyes were open in horror. White foam was coming out of her mouth and she was obviously dead.

The director of the convention center had gotten drunk, taken a couple of sleeping pills, and the combination had killed her.

The security person, whose name was Julie, put out her hands and motioned everybody out of the room. “Out! This is a crime scene now. Out!”

The alarm bells clanged on, and now there was nobody in charge of the women’s retreat.

Tammy and her friends were walked back to the dining hall and held at a table.

In the woods Lisa and a dozen women were searching.

There was no sound, and certainly no sign of Roddie.

He had either stopped moving, or had gotten too far away.

But Lisa didn’t think he had gotten away. He was somewhere around here. Every once in a while, in the light of the moon that made it through the canopy of branches, she could see where the spikes of his high heels had penetrated the earth.

Suddenly one of the women ran up to her and handed her flashlight. “I have a few,” she explained, being a little out of breath for having run to the convention center and back. She handed the lights out.

“Excellent,” Lisa murmured. She turned on the light and stared at the earth.

There. Right in front of her, were the little indentations made by Roddie’s spikes. She followed them for two steps, then…they disappeared!

She turned and inspected the earth.

The trail just disappeared!

Rod had vanished!

Julie was in charge of security, but this situation was like none other. The Director dead, the alarms going off, and some of the women were babbling about a man running around in a dress!

What the hell was going on?

But, first things first, she turned to one of the guards under her. “The alarm switch is in a closet behind the front counter in the admin office.”

“Got it,” and the woman dashed off.

A moment later the alarm ceased, and there was still no silence.

Every woman in the convention center was out in her jammies, or half clothed, and chattering away in small groups.

“What’s the alarm for?”

“Why are those women being held in the dining hall?”

“What is going on?”

Julie picked up on the conversations and blinked. Women held prisoner in the dining hall? That had to have something to do with all this uproar!

She called a couple of women to her.

“Let’s got to the dining hall. Start gathering the women, tell them to be calm and report to the dining hall. Let’s get this sorted out.”

Slowly, calm began to come over the retreat.

Women returned to their rooms to fully dress, and then to head for the dining hall.

Out in the woods Lisa was stymied. There was no trace of Roddie! It was like he had vanished into thin air. Was running in his heels, then, suddenly, gone!

The women gathered next to the tree where the tracks ended.

“Where’d he go?”

“He couldn’t have gotten away!”

“He’s a magician!”

Lisa was listening, asking questions, and couldn’t figure it out.

They had been chasing him, and he couldn’t have gotten away…but…then it hit her.

The fob!

She had it in her pocket and she pulled it out.

If he was truly gone then this was useless. But if he was within two miles then…maybe…she pressed the fob.

“OOOOH!”

Crash, bang, slap!

“FUUUCK!”

CRACK, BAM!

Rod fell through the branches and the last branch barely broke his fall. As it was he landed right on top of Lisa. They collapsed on the ground.

Rod was a dazed mess. The fall through the branches had ripped his dress half off, his hair was a mess and his face was dirty. The only thing that held up were the high heels on his feet.

Lisa struggled to get out from under him. Other girls moved in and pulled Roddie to his feet.

At least, they tried.

He was contorting, wiggling, trying to stand up.

“Noo! Stoop it! Stop it!”

He had his hands down on his buttocks like he was trying to pull his buns apart.

He had, at last, by reading the file at the top of the tree by the moonlight, seen what had been done to him!

He wasn’t having sex! It was that stupid vibrator! They had put it in his heinie!

Suddenly the papers that had been in the file started filtering down through the trees. They fell on the women like big flakes of snow.

Rod howled on the ground and rubbed his butt on the earth like a dog trying to get rid of worms!

Lisa stood up, grinning, and brushed herself off. She felt her neck and grimaced. Damn fool had fallen right on her!

“Stop! Stop! Turn it off!”

Finally, not out of any mercy, but just because she was tired of his yowling, Lisa hit the button on the fob.

“Oh, fuck!” Rod sighed, collapsing on the ground.

“Okay, girls, grab him.”

No rest for Rod, they pulled him to his feet.

“Wait!” he mumbled. He was exhausted and bruised from his fall. His torn clothes were very comfortable, either.

“What’ll we do with him?”

Lisa thought briefly. She wanted to hide him away. Everybody was probably awake at the complex, so where could she stash him?

“Take him to the basement where that theater stuff is. Don’t let him leave. Chain him if you have to.”

“You can’t do that!” Rod protested. “That’s unlawful imprisonment!”

“You imitated a woman! There’s got to be a law against that,” snarled Lisa.

One of the woman slapped his arm.

The women pulled him through the woods, back out on the athletic field, and headed for the basement.

Lisa sheared off and headed for the dining hall. She could see all the lights on in there, and it look like women were streaming in through the doors.

The dining hall was packed. Women were seated at every table, and the walls were lined with them.

Over at the table where Tammy and her friends were being held a security guard was talking.

Good. She was just in time. She headed for the table.

“Here she is now!” one of her women blurted.

Tammy tried to stand up but was shoved down.

The head of security turned to Lisa. “So what is all this?”

“Where’s the Director?” countered Lisa.

“She died.”

That stopped Lisa, but only for a moment. She turned and pointed at Tammy. “That woman did illegal operations and made a man into a woman, then she snuck him in here.”

Julie turned to Tammy. “Is that true?”

“I want to talk to a lawyer.”

“Ha! That’s proof.”

“No,” said the security guard. “I think we need to head over to the main office and have a meeting. We need to—“

Lisa ignored her and climbed on top of a table. She held her hands up and yelled, “Attention! May I have everybody’s attention!”

The hub bub died down and all the women turned to her.

“Ladies! We have been invaded! A man has been changed into a woman and has infiltrated our convention! That woman, there…” she pointed at Tammy, “made it happen! She operated on the man so he could fool us! All the evidence is right here!” She held up the file.

“No! That’s—“

Georgette had gave Tammy a slap on the back of the head.

“Hey!” Tammy turned angrily.

“Shut up!”

Tammy looked at Julie, but Julie was totally out of her depth.

She ran a crew of five security guards, she made schedules and acted more like a host. She had no idea what to do in this situation.

On the table Lisa yelled, “Now it’s up to you! We have to decide what to do with the man!”

“Where is he?” somebody yelled.

“Who is he?” countered another.

“He’s the girl known as ‘Roddie.’ His real name is Rod, and he’s been spying on us! What are we going to do with him?”

For a moment there was silence, then somebody yelled out. “Cut off his pee pee!”

Girls all started to grin.

“Put him on a pole and twirl him around!”

Laughter.

Lisa was satisfied. She had gotten control of the situation. Now she just had to guide it a bit and make sure it all turned out the way she wanted.

Women began to raise their hands, to stand and speak, to give speeches for women’s rights, and how no man should be allowed to do the things Rod had done.

Though, to be honest, nobody really knew what he had done.

Finally, about an hour later, Lisa held up her hands.

“Okay! We have some great ideas, and I think we should have a vote on them.

“Where is Roddie?” asked someone.

“I have him, and tomorrow morning he will be put on display. You can all talk to him, get his side of the story. This will help you understand better how we should deal with him.

With that the meeting was at an end.

Women began to stand up and walk back to their rooms.

Tammy and her friends were finally released. There wasn’t much they could do about it…because Tammy was in on the big plot to fool women with Roddie. She could talk till she was blue in the face, but the woman would pretty much ignore her.

“I’d like that file,” said Tammy to Lisa.

“Not a chance. That’s proof.”

“Proof that could help me. When you think about it, the proof doesn’t do you much good. Not now.”

“I’ll think about it.

A few minutes later Tammy and her group left, and shortly after that the dining hall, except for a few clusters of women still chatting, was empty.

Rod sat in a chair in the basement. He wasn’t tied, but a dozen women stood around and glared at him.

His dress had been so ripped and torn the women had finally divested him of it, just ripping off the loose material until he was only in panties, bra and high heels.

The basement was huge. It contained everything needed for running a hotel complex, a retreat, including beds and other furniture, spare pieces of lumber, lamps and boxes of books, used sheets and so on.

It also held the scenery used when the complex hosted theater groups. Scenes from everything from Shakespeare to Neil Simon. Bits of furniture particular to a play, costumes, lights, electronic equipment…everything.

And, it had an actual pillory. Apparently some group had put on The Hunchback of Notre Dame, and they had left the actual machine.

It was across the basement, and it was an ugly looking thing. It had a short dais to cover up the wheels they rolled it around on. There was a thick beam standing up with two planks laid across it. the planks had holes in them for the Hunchback’s hands and head. Just looking the thing gave Rod the shivers.

Rod looked around and tried to ignore the torture device.

He knew what had happened to him.

He had played the trick on his wife, locked the vibrator to her piercings. Then she had trapped him. Apparently three women had waylaid him at his tent while he was playing with the remote that was vibrating Lara’s pussy.

Now that he had read of it, he sort of remembered it. He had been given a shot and…and woke up a woman.

They had sewed his cock down, pushed his balls up, and given him a gigantic pair of vacation boobs.

And the coup de grace, they had put the vibrator he had bought for Lara up his own butt!

Oh, how the Gods loved irony.

Then they had made him up with permanent make up and put him in one of the rooms at the convention center.

And he had woken up, thoroughly confused and discombobulated.

And the women had played the game, pretending they didn’t know anything. And maybe most of them didn’t, but Tammy and Jenny and their freinds, they knew.

He didn’t know how he was supposed to feel about that.

He was horny. They had made him so horny, but he could get no relief except for when Lara had pressed the button and turned the vibrator on.

Oh, Lord. That had driven him out of his mind.

But then things seemed to have turned left.

The girls had discovered his ‘condition,’ these were girls who were not in the loop, and they had had bad reactions to him being a woman.

Tell the truth, he didn’t really understand what had happened. He just knew that many women were angry with him.

But, when you think about it, what else could they do to him?

His weeny was about as chastised as it could be—short of complete castration.

And they wouldn’t castrate him.

Would they?

On thinking on it, he wasn’t sure.

Anyway, here he sat, and he couldn’t overpower the dozen women who guarded him.

And he wondered where his wife was right now. She had to be within a couple of miles to activate the love buzzer in his butt when he was out at the lake.

Suddenly there was a clatter at the end of the space they were in, and Lisa stomped down the stairs.

Well, maybe she didn’t stomp, but she was not a gentle personality.

“Okay, girls, gather around. We have a plan.”

The women went to her and she spoke in a low voice. There were a couple of giggles, and a couple of glances his way.

Great

Well, at least something would be happening. He didn’t care if they called the police or whatever, he was just glad for something to be happening.

After a minute the girls came sauntering back towards him, and they were sauntering a little too nonchalantly.

“What?” asked Rod as they approached.

They reached him and leaped at him and grabbed his arms and legs.

Rod didn’t bother struggling because…what could they do?

He did feel funny, however, being wrestled to the ground.

Then two girls went over to the pillory and pushed it towards him. The wheels needed oil and they made a creaking sound.

“Hey!”

Now he was alarmed. They were moving the pillory towards him, and he didn’t want to be put in a pillory!

It was too late, however. He had missed his chance to struggle.

The pillory rolled right up to him, and the girls, with much effort, managed to get his hands and head on the bottom plank, and the top plank closed over him.

Rod was screaming and kicking and crying, but they just locked the pillory and that was it.

“Let me go! This is cruel and unusual! This is against the constitution!”

Lisa walked up to him, laughing through a sneer. “Okay, Mr. Big Bad Man, it’s time to teach you a lesson.”

“I didn’t do anything! Let me go!”

“Okay, girls, let’s go.”

The girls began pushing the pillory. They pushed it to the far end of the basement and the ramp that led to the outside world.

Rod tried to struggle, but quickly gave it up. The wood was much stronger than him.

He felt the ramp tilt the pillory, then he was pushed up and into the night.

The night was balmy. He could see because the lights of the convention center were on. He was in the parking lot behind the convention center, where he had been running just a couple of hours previous.

“You better let me go,” he said. “I’ve got a lawyer.”

That didn’t impress the women and they pushed him across the parking lot, down a corridor and into the dining hall.

They set the pillory at the head of the dining hall.

Rod could see, but only with a downward slant. The air felt cool on his semi-nakedness.

The girls retreated laughing and making jokes about him, then it was quiet.

He was alone.

Oh, there was a woman standing guard at a table, but she shortly put her head down and went to sleep. It had been a long night, after all.

They had put a stool under Rod’s butt, so he was sitting, though leaning forward in a tiring position.

He sat, and said nothing. There was nothing he could say. So he waited for the dawn, or perhaps the next in the series of mishaps that life was creating for him.

Morning. Another wonderful day in paradise.

Women across the convention center came out of their sleep. They stretched and yawned and smiled.

Like as not they thought about the happenings of the night previous.

Roddie was a man.

Roddie had snuck in, and now he was their prisoner.

Oh, what joyous things they could do to him.

At the end of one wing Lara stretched and sighed.

She was feeling a little muggy, having taken two sleeping pills on top of the alcohol she had imbibed.

Why she didn’t die like the Director did is a mystery. Perhaps it was because the Director was a few years older. Perhaps it was just a trick of DNA.

Whatever the reason, Lara got out of bed and had no idea that the Director had died.

She got dressed and headed for the dining hall.

She was walking behind a trio of women when she first heard of the activities of the night before.

“They’ve got him in the dining hall. In a pillory.”

“A pillory? what for?”

“I think they want to know where his wife is. Her room was canceled and nobody has seen her. I think her name is Lara.”

Lara was stunned. Lara? Her name? Could they be talking about her? The Director had canceled her room and given her another, but…could it be?”

She turned and headed for the Director’s apartment. She retraced her steps of the night before, but when she arrived there there were several security personnel standing at the door. A pair of EMTs rolled a gurney out of the Director’s suite. On the gurney was a covered form.

Lara moved up next to the security person. “Is that…”

“It’s the Director,” said the security guard sadly.

“What happened?”

“Don’t know. They found her dead last night. Maybe poison.”

Stunned, Lara retreated.

The director dead. Somebody in a pillory in the dining hall. Was this all her doing?

She had to know more, but she couldn’t afford going into the dining hall. Somebody might recognize her.

She headed to the back door of the kitchen, snuck in, and was ignored by the kitchen workers. She stood to one side of door that led into the hall and looked out.

The hall was packed. Women sitting, eating, gathered in groups, discussing…things.

And, at the head of the dining hall was a pillory.

And Rod.

Roddie.

His head and arms were trapped in the pillory and several woman were talking to him.

Then a woman stood on the low platform of the pillory and raised her hands. “Okay! Okay! Voting is over!”

Voting? What the heck?

“Roddie will be displayed here for the remainder of our convention time. He will then be relieved of his manhood…“ there was laughter, “…and turned loose.

Lara lost her balance, fell against the wall with her shoulder.

They were going to castrate him?

In the hall: “What do you think of that, Roddie?”

“This is against the law! I have rights!”

“You don’t have the right to dress like a woman and spy on us!”

“I didn’t! You read the file! I was tricked and trapped!”

“No matter. You still have to pay the price!”

Then the woman left the platform and walked away.

And then the fun started.

Lara watched in dismay as women lined up to see Rod.

They smashed fruit in his face, put fingers in him, felt his package, which was non-existent, and generally abused him.

Horrified, Lara backed away, turned and left the kitchen.

Rod stood in the pillory. Women passed around him. They felt his boobs, mushed watermelon in his hair, and put fingers into him.

And they put other things into him, too.

Not too large, but…not too small.

It was amazing how many women had brought dildos and vibrators and even strap ons to the convention.

Lara came to watch after a couple of hours, hoping he was alone, but he wasn’t.

Now she was ashamed of the things the women were doing to him.

She was a woman, women were kind, but not now. Now the women seemed to be possessed of a mean spirit, and they vied in outdoing each other in their treatment of Rod.

Poor Rod.

Poor Rod stood in the pillory. With all the stuff being mush into his face, the bananas and tomatoes and stuff, he wasn’t hungry.

He did have to go to the bathroom, but they wouldn't let him, so he went in place.

First he peed, which made the woman laugh and lined up behind him to smack his fanny.

And when he was done they felt the head of his peeny and made remarks about his size.

But, the odd thing, Rod liked it.

He had been scared, but now he wasn’t.

The women weren’t only smashing fruit on him, some of them were kissing him. Some of them were fondling his breasts. Most of them were feeling where his peeny had been sewed to the perineum, and they marveled and asked him how it felt.

“Not bad,” he said, “when you get used to it.”

“How do you pee? When you’re not standing up like this?”

“I have to sit down. But I have to say that the worst thing is how horny it makes me.”

All the women wanted to know about that.

“How does it make you horny?”

My clothes, almost all clothes, rub the head of my penis, and it feels so good.”

Some of the women rubbed their dresses over his head, and he groaned.

They laughed, and started to commiserate with him.

“Poor Roddie, all horny and no place to go.”

He chuckled, be it in a rueful way.

“We’ll help you,” and some of the women bent down and licked his peeny head.

That was even worse, and Rod wiggled and tried to push back, but he wasn’t capable of much motion.

By mid day the fruit treatment had dwindled away. Now the women wanted to touch him, to feel him, to ask him how it all felt.

Unfortunately, Lara was out of the kitchen now, and she didn’t see how Rod was winning the women over to himself.

The day passed, and Lara waited for her chance.

Finally, after dinner, after everybody went to sleep, she had one.

There was only one woman on guard, and she had her head down on a table by the side door.

Lara took off her heels and walked the length of the dining hall. she was carrying a pot of water and a kitchen towel.

Rod was half dozing, but he stirred as she squatted next to him.

“Um…who?”

“It’s me, Rod. Don’t make any noise.”

“Lara?” he smiled. “I was wondering where you were. Did you come to rescue me?”

“I can’t. I can’t open that big padlock on the side of the pillory.”

“Oh, well, that’s okay. I’m sort of enjoying myself.”

“You are?”

“All these women, they like me.”

“But they’re going to cut your penis off!”

“Oh, yeah. That.” He was silent for a minute, then said, “I don’t care.”

“You don’t!”

“Not really. I get more sexual sensations from that love buzzer. They put it in my butt, you know.”

“I know.”

He tried to look at her. She was biting her lip as she washed his face and body.

“I guess you were in on it.”

She nodded, then realized he couldn’t hear a nod.

“I was. I’m sorry, Rod.”

“Don’t be. I’m having fun, and…I guess you out practical joked me.”

She couldn’t see his grin in the dim lighting, but she knew he was smiling.

“I will get you out of here, Rod.”

“Oh. Well, could you wait till the last day? Let me have some fun first?”

This was a new Rod. A gentle and understanding Rod. Making him a woman had definitely changed him.

“I can, but…you risk the castration.”

“Oh, well.” Then, “I’m sort of looking forward to it. I like having tits, I like feeling this way. I love the way the women are treating me.”

“But they smash fruit in your face and…and tease you!”

But it’s all in fun, and they aren’t so mean lately. It seems like they’re getting used to me.”

For a long moment Lara was silent, then, “Rod, I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“I made love to the Director of the camp.”

“You did?” But he wasn’t judging, or mad, just wondering. “How was it?”

“It was wonderful. Rod, if you…when you get out of this…I’m going to want to make love to more women.”

“You are?” Pause. “Oh. Well, good.”

“Good?”

“Sure. People should enjoy their lives. And if somebody can give you more pleasure than I do…that’s okay.”

With that Lara started crying. She cried softly, but was afraid of waking up the guard. She crept through the hall and outside where she cried louder.

Rod was changed. He was still a man, at least for a while, but…he was the soft, gentle kind of man that…maybe she didn’t need to make love to a lesbian. Maybe, if Rod went ahead and was castrated, maybe he would be woman enough for her?


Epilogue

Rod and Lara lay on lounge chairs and watched the ocean.

They were on a cruise ship, enjoying life and thinking about how odd life was.

Rod had been rescued the day before he was to be castrated, and a lot of women were arrested.

Rod had eventually sued everybody involved, and the women’s organization had paid him a tidy sum.

And, oddest of all, to accomplish all the legalities involved in suing a large corporation, he had to sue his own wife first!             

But whereas the women’s corporation had paid him tens of millions of dollars, Lara hadn’t paid him anything. Yet.

But, someday, he was fond of threatening.

“Waiter, another Margarita!”

A young man in a monkey suit brought him a platter with a couple of Margaritas on it, and he and Lara sighed and sipped.

After a moment Lara asked, “Are you still thinking about getting rid of your junk?”

“Oh, sometimes. But now that I’m out of that scene…not so much.”

“I still have the desire to make love to women.”

Rod smiled and looked at her. “I’ve still got boobs, and we can tie my junk back between my legs. Would you like to do that tonight?”

“Oh, yes!”

The couple leaned towards each other, kissed, then sank back in their chairs and watched the rolling ocean.

END
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PART ONE

“Slow down!” she snapped.

Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up.

“Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.”

Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.”

Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click.

The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass.

Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’

Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun.

He was a lucky man, and that was true.

Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised.

But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated.

Ah, well. He was doing the best he could.

Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks.

They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window.

He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.”

“Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.”

“Tinkle toes?”

He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?”

“It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.”

She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window.

“Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.”

She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon.

It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.”

“This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely.

“This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.”

“I can walk just fine.”

“But can you cum?”

He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex.

Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.”

She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.”

“But—“

“Do you ever?”

She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again?

He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom.

Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small.

Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable.

It wasn’t.

He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down.

He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.

Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder.

He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip.

When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny.

It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all.

He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired.

Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any.

He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up.

The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it.

But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all.

He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin.

Oh, fuck!

He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk.

He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’

So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked.

“Hello, Joe. How’s things?”

His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them.

She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall.

“Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder.

With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him.

“Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.”

Jing jing!

“I can’t!” he protested, slowing down.

She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.”

She pulled him faster.

Jing jing!

He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle.

She pulled him faster.

He resisted.

He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more.

Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away.

She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her.

“Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling.

It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her.

“Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red.

But, if anything, she sped up.

Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem.

Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin.

It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more.

They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her.

Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter.

Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often!

In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always!

Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up.

They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.”

Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?”

“I can take anything!”

“Anything but a bell on your little peewee.”

He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.”

But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.”

“It’s big enough to make you happy.”

“No.”

That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated.

“What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis.

Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches.

Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.”

“I’m fine!” But his voice cracked.

“Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers?

“But women often take a little longer.”

“The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.”

“It is not!” he croaked.

“Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.”

Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate.

The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick.

“Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth.

And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned.

Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always.

And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him.

No. There had to be a better solution.

By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder.

Jing! And his cock jerked a little.

Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing!

“Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck.

Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.”

Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin.

“Ow!”

“No means no, Joe.”

Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now?

He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies.

Nancy went into the computer room and began googling.

‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’

There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening.

‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest.

‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic.

How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited?

A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’

Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication.

She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.

“Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.”

And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK!

Joe yelping out a “Way to go!”

Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed?

And then the truth: But what did she need?

She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room.

She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.”

Frowning, Joe clicked the remote.

Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.

“Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?”

He went into instant confusion, and hurt.

“What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick?

“It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage.

He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.”

But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.”

Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything.

Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?”

Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay.

“What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her.

“Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.”

“Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly.

“It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…”

She shrugged, watched him.

“What about toys?”

“Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?”

“Some other guy fucks you?”

He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility.

The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him.

“Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up.

“Relax, Joe.”

She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it.

It wasn’t big. That was for sure.

He seemed to deflate even more.

But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard.

She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls.

Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure.

She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?”

“No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame.

“So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?”

“Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.”

“Yes, so,” she agreed.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“Well, first, we need to keep you belled.”

His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it.

“I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.”

He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dinging, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?”

He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly.

But this whole thing was sour to him.

“Okay.”

“Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him.

He looked at her.

“The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?”

He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this.

Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage.

Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick.

Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him.

“Move around,” said Nancy.

Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain.

“Walk slow.”

He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling.

“Walk fast.”

Jingle, jingle, jingle.

“Do jumping jacks!”

As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room.

Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction.

“Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.”

“Can I take it off now?”

“Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.”

“What about when I go to work?”

“I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.”

She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer.

For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining.

“Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled.

He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.”

Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position.

They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess.

“But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard.

She turned on her side, away from him.

He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not?

“Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.”

Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask.

“Put it on.”

He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask.

“Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on.

It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened.

He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them.

He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward.

His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy.

She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs.

Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good!

He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain.

She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG!

She had never cum that hard in her life!

She was shaking, and shaken to the core.

Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more.

She pushed him away and turned away from him.

Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks.

But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work.

He was too small.

And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it!

She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry.

Just shoved him away.

He had done his duty and that was it.

And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger.

It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff.

So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock.

Fuck! That felt good.

And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.”

Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection.

For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him.

He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally.

She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving.

“Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube.

But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out.

She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later.

She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny.

And he was horny a lot!

She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?”

He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy.

Fortunately, being horny made him happy.

During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him.

He liked it.

At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds.

She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery.

“Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it.

“Yeah?”

“But this on.”

She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through.

“What?”

Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.”

So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted.

She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential.

He was slender. What if he had breasts?

Ding! Ding! Ding!

What if she…feminized him?

What if…?

Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.”

Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed.

Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him.

“Put this on.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to. Now hurry.”

She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard.

It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter.

Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter.

Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter.

At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power.

His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine.

She gave him the nighty again and he put it on.

It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty.

“Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.”

Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair.

His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier.

She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire.

She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem.

“It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him.

Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped.

“That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…”

“What?” asked Joe, hoarsely.

“We need to bring the real you out.”

The real me,” he repeated.

“The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.”

“Are you trying to change me into a woman?”

This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within.

“I think I am.”

Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea.

“Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?”

Joe nodded dumbly.

“So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?”

“But…but…”

She waited, and he popped with a wail.

“But I don’t want to be gay!”

She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.”

He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to.”

“And you’ll still love me?”

“From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her.

And words failed Joe.

She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.

He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it.

But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this.

And so the decision was reached.


PART TWO

Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe.

Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive.

She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her.

She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak.

She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem.

Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping.

But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that.

So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer.

Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything.

She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine.

“Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.”

For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck!

But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.”

He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower.

He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?”

And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up.

The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms.

“Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them.

“I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.”

She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.”

He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror.

He had a feminine, be it short, hair style.

His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft.

His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump.

Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s.

Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her.

She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips.

“Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!”

“Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.”

“What’s it for?”

“It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.”

She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine.

She put lipstick on him.

He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.”

Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows.

“I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.”

She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine.

Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?”

“No!”

“Get ready for a thrill.”

She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.”

He stared at himself in the full length mirror.

He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up.

She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning.

And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person.

Hell, he was a different person.

Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff.

In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go.

In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored.

“I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.”

After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office.

She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?”

Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.”

The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle.

“This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.”

“How long before he gets boobs?”

“He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“

“Is there any way to make it happen faster?”

“Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’”

“Vacation boobs?”

“Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.”

It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family.

“Let’s do the vacation boobs.”

“Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?”

Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?”

“I’ll check.”

The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps.

Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy.

The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him.

A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution.

“This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling.

She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted.

Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles.

He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous!

A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him.

“You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.”

“Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right.

Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store.

Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier.

It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks.

Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body.

It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche.

At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland.

To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground!

Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning.

Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times.

She was also getting all the sex she could ever want.

She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed.

No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.”

Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.”

“I can’t get undressed?”

“I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA.

NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’

Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her.

She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs.

Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out.

Poked out, but not in.

Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum.

“Please! Please!” he begged.

“Ha!” she replied.

Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling.

Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?”

She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?”

“Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.”

“Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom.

Joe’s face had fallen.

Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.”

Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were.

“Okay,” he whispered.

In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail.

He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder.

Do I need this?

For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller.

He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink?

It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.

Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

“What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her.

She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is.

Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.”

He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.”

She sat down next to him. “How so?”

“I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated.

She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?”

He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.”

Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny.

He gave a little gasp.

“As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.”

In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge.

“I suppose.”

“Do you want to back on hormones?”

“No!” That seemed to surprise him.

“Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?”

He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.”

“But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.”

She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.”

He smiled wanly.

“Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.”

He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.”

“As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.”

Now curious, Joe tilted his head.

“Come on.”

Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move.

Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts.

To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different.

Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall.

But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping.

They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out.

“Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?”

Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible.

Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible.

Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal.

They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.”

“Okay.”

Nothing more needed to be said.

They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes.

And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?”

Joe looked at her.

“Victoria is a man!”

Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?”

“No. But that’s what everybody thinks.”

“But what is the secret then?”

“It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.”

“Hunh!”

They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time.

“My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy.

“Like a woman?”

“Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.”

“So how are you going to make love to me?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards.

Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe.

They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth.

Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?”

“Sure.”

His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room.

Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser.

“Have a seat, I’ll be back.”

Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders.

How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy?

Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe.

Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft.

“Put it on.”

“Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him.

“Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?”

“Well, I sort of thought.”

“Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.”

Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet.

Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her.

It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life.

He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing.

But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.”

For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis.

The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.

Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex.

But now…now…

She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man.

A fake man…but a man.

Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked.

He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do.

A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.”

Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table.

Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts.

Joe moaned.

“Nice, eh?”

He nodded.

She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.”

“Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within.

She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress.

“You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.”

“Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged.

“However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.”

“Drain me?”

“I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.”

Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing?

Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end.

“What’s that?”

“This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.”

He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on.

Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end.

She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.”

Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart.

Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in.

Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker.

She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him.

“I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.”

Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.”

“Why?”

“I’ve got to pee.”

“That what the towels are for.”

Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out.

A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line.

He felt golden.

Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt.

“That’s it, honey. Let it all go.”

Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack.

Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful.

She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch.

He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained.

He marveled. “So now I’m drained.”

“You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.”

“But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful.

Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.”

“But, can’t you—“

She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.”

“You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.”

With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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