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My Wife Tricked Me!

Feminization and crossdressing,

he messed with the wrong woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

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

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

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

“Jane? Are you home?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She placed her purse on the counter and got down a couple of glasses. Normally she didn’t like to drink during the week, but this was special circumstances.

She filled the glasses with ice. She half filled the glasses with bourbon, then took out her always open can of Coke. She smiled. This irritated Jason, her leaving an open can of Coke in the door, but that was okay. A sip of Coke was much better than drinking the whole 9 teaspoonfuls of sugar.

She emptied the can into one glass, then got out another can and poured it into the other glass. There was a little left so she put that back into the fridge.

She picked up the glasses and headed for the back room.

“Hey, babe,” she said cheerfully, handing Jason his bourbon and Coke.

Jason, naked, his cock standing deliciously up, took his drink and sipped. He had no reason to be suspicious. After all, his wife always drank the Coke out of the can.

He had no idea that she had handed him the wrong glass.

He sucked the whole drink down, smacked his lips, and grinned.

She sipped some of her drink and moved into him.

“Is this love?” she asked, holding his weenie, feeling it getting harder.

“Oh, yeah,” he answered.

She fondled him, jacked him, palpated his testicles lovingly.

“Careful, girl, you’re playing with dynamite.”

“As long as you have a long fuse,” she giggled. Then she dropped to her knees and began slurping his dong.

For a long minute he could barely support himself, his legs were shaking and his knees were shivering. Finally he lifted her up and pressed his mouth against hers. Her lips were hot, moist, and so very, very plump. He loved her lips.

“Whew,” she said, as she finally stepped back from him.

“What?” he asked innocently.

“Whew,” she repeated and fanned herself with one hand.

He grabbed for her and she danced away and laughed. “Later, honey. I’ve got big news and I want to tell you.”

“You decided to get breast implants.”

She frowned. He had been trying to get her to get her boobs enhanced for years, and she was tired of it. No, she didn’t have the biggest boobs in the world, but she liked them. They filled out her dress just enough, they didn’t sag or make her back hurt, and she loved how sensitive they were.

“Okay, sorry,” he said, seeing the look on her face.

“No, the big news is that the Ladies’ Club is in charge of the Halloween celebration.”

“You are? I mean the whole club?”

“It is the whole club, but I’m going to be major in charge. It’s going to be a lot of work, and I’m going to be awfully busy.”

“Uh oh. Is this one of those I’m going to be too busy to fuck  my husband things?”

“Honey, you know better than that! I’ll always have time for a little nookie. But I will need a little help.”

“Uh oh. This is getting worser and worser.”

“Not to worry. We’re just going to be storing a lot of things here, so if you can clean out the garage then—“

“What kind of things?”

“We’re going to be raffling off costumes. And…”

Jason listened as she laid out the plans. All he had to do was clean out the garage, that sounded simple enough, right? Keep a bunch of costumes on racks in the garage, and then transport them over to the school for the big raffle.

“That sounds okay,” he agreed when she was done explaining everything. “What are you going to be this year?”

“Who, me? I’ll be too busy working.”

“Ha!” he said with a lascivious grin. “I know what you’re going to be.”

She laughed. “Every year the same thing. You want me to wear giant tits.”

“Well,  uh….yeah!”

“All right. I guess I can play your game one more year.”

“That’s a girl.”

He placed his hands on her chest and she relaxed and let him feel her up. Jason was a good man, and he worked long and hard and yet he was always willing to help her out. Putting up with his groping her ‘milk sacs’ wasn’t a terribly steep price to pay. She sure did wish that he would get over this obsession with big boobs, though.

Halloween was two month away, but the Ladies’ Club didn’t wait until the last minute. The very next weekend Jason was putting boxes in the loft, moving tools out to the shed, pushing bags into closets. When he was done the whole garage was empty. And just in time, because Jason didn’t feel too well.

He felt a little punk just cleaning the garage, and when he was done he knew he was definitely sick.

“I’m going to sleep,” he said.

“Are you all right?” Jane felt his forehead. “You feel like you’ve got a fever.”

“I just need a little extra sleep.” He stumbled into the bedroom and passed out for seven days.

For seven days he slumbered. He snored, he tossed and turned, and…slept.

Jane was a worried. But when he did wake up he simply smiled and ate a bowl of soup and went back to sleep.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

His eyes were feverish and he just nodded and mumbled. “I’m fine.”

By Saturday Jane had decided to call the doctor. She walked into the bedroom to check him one last time, and he was up.

“Jason?”

“In here,” he said.

She walked into the bathroom. He was scrub a dub dubbing in the shower. “Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

But he didn’t sound all right. He sounded tired, and his voice was a little high pitched.

She waited, listened to him muttering, and he finally stepped out of the shower, and her eyes opened.

“You’ve lost weight,” she blurted.

“Oh, yeah. I guess.”

He was a little bleary eye-ed.

“And you look…different.”

“I feel a little different. But I’m okay,”

“And you’ve got tits.”

Jason blinked. Sure, he felt a little wasted, but…tits?

He turned to the mirror and stared.

He had always been a slender sort of a fellow, and he was still slender. Maybe even extra slender. He hadn’t been eating much and his belly had shrunk. But that made his waist look a little rounder than normal. And that made his chest look a little…he blinked and stared…he did look a little…his eyes started to open and he started to wake up.

“I’ve got…are those…do I have…?”

Jane stepped closer to him and put he hand under his pectoral muscles. Except they didn’t look like pectoral muscles now. Now they looked like little mounds. And the mounds were capped by nipples that looked…larger.

“What the fuck?”

“Jason. You’ve got breasts.”

“That’s impossible…”

“We’re going to see the doctor right now.”

Jason didn’t want to, but even he had to admit that there was something going on with his body.

“I slept for a week,” Jason explained to Dr. Linda Capwell.

“We’re you feeling ill before hand?”

“No. I just cleaned out the garage and felt tired, so I slept. “

“What about medicines, herbs, anything unusual you’ve started eating?”

“I fixed him soup a couple of times, right out of the can, but outside of that he didn’t feel much like eating.”

“Well, this is strange, but the blood tests will tell us what is going on.”

“So I should just go home and relax?”

“That’s about it. I’ll have the results by Friday. I’ll call you and we can go over them.”

“Well, okay.”

Jason and Jane headed for home.

Jason didn’t go back to sleep, but he also kept changing. His waist seemed to get thinner, and which made his ass look downright round. And his beasts…they were definitely still growing. What was weird was that even his hair was growing! He wore his hair a little long, but now it was down below his ears.

“You know, if I didn’t know better, Jane observed on Wednesday night, “I would say that you’re turning into a woman.”

“What?” His voice squeaked. It tended to do that every once in a while. It was getting higher pitched like…like he was going through some weird kind of puberty.

Jane sat back and bit her thumb. Jason’s eyes were big and even doe-like. “I’m not kidding. You have real boobs now. You always wanted me to get bigger breasts, but it looks like you’re the one who’s doing the growing.

Jason looked down at his chest. There was no denying that his boobs were getting bigger. And the nipples were large and stiff. In fact, they were itching all the time. He rubbed a nipple and groaned.

“This is crazy,” he said.

Jane suddenly stood up and went out to the garage.  When she came back in she was holding several bras. She held them up to his chest, one at a time.

“What are you doing?”

“You need a bra.”

“I don’t need a bra!” he squeaked. “I don’t need a bra,” he repeated, keeping his voice low.

“I can see your boobs right through your tee shirt, and if I can see them then so can others. Besides, the way they’re growing you’re going to need to train them.”

“Train them?”

“Training bra. Otherwise you’re going to be sagging. You want to walk round with a pair of boobs hanging down to your belly button?”

“They aren’t that big?”

“The bull shat, buddy. And you stepped right into it. Take off your tee shirt.”

Grumbling, Jason pulled his tee shirt off, and it was weird the way the folds of cloth pulled on his breasts.

“Okay, this one seems about right.” She fastened a bra around his chest.

“That’s tight!”

“I could give you pointers, let those puppies out, or we can try to keep you flat, a little more manly.”

Jason sighed and put up with the bra she had selected for him. It was an A cup, and he bulged over the top.

“Crap,” mused Jane. “This is’t working. I can see your tits bulging over the cups.”

“Maybe we should get an Ace bandage or something?”

“Maybe. But…it’s not healthy to bind your tits too much.”

“Why not?”

But Jane didn’t answer. She went through the other bras and selected a slightly bigger one, looked, then picked out a C cup.

“I thought you didn’t want me to have big pointers?”

Jane adjusted the straps and studied the way her husband’s boobs were pushing out.

“Well, I didn’t think so, but the truth is…you’re sort of sexy this way.”

“What?” his voice was definitely high pitched.

“I know…but it’s just you and I sitting here, and you do have boobs…”

Why is this making me excited? she thought.

“So put on your tee shirt.”

He pulled his tee shirt on and was surprised at how comfortable the bra was. Of course his tits had been getting a little uncomfortable, but, still…

“That’s beautiful,” Jane breathed, staring at his tits. She reached out to touch them and he backed off.

She frowned at him. “Don’t act funny, honey. “I’m just trying to make sure the fit is right.”

She felt his tits, and he felt a shock of heat ripple through him. It was a sexual heat, and he gave a shiver.

She grinned. “Feels good to get you boobies touched.”

“Stop that,” his face was a bright red.

“Nope,” she said. “For the first time I think I understand why you want ed me to get breast implants.”

“Then you will?” he couldn’t help himself from blurting.

“Nope. Why should I when your boobs are big enough for both of us?”

He groused at that, but, the weird thing, he found himself continually looking at himself in the mirror the rest of the day.

On Thursday the doctor called to affirm an appointment at noon on Friday. The results of the blood work was in.

On Friday he was a D cup. He didn’t put on a larger bra, though. He just kept the C cup one, thinking that that would make him look smaller than he was.

If anything, it made him look larger.

At eleven thirty Jason and Jane hopped into the car and headed for the doctor’s office.

“Well, this is the most curious bit of blood work I have ever seen,” Dr. Capwell sat behind her desk and studied the folder open in front of her.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jason.

The doctor looked up at him, frowned, and said, “I need to give you a complete physical.”

“But why?”

“Why don’t you take your clothes off, Jason, and I’ll explain.”

Jason was wearing a flannel shirt, which sort of hid the bulge of his breasts, but when he took off the shirt his tits were big and obvious.

Dr. Capwell stifled a gasp at the sight of his honkers.

“You seem to have…developed,” she managed to say.”

“Uh, yeah.” Jason was terribly embarrassed now.

Without explaining anything Dr. Capwell wielded her stethoscope.

“Ooh. Cold,” muttered Jason.

The good doctor listened to Jason’s chest, looked in his eyes and ears, tapped on his chest, and, finally, “I’m going to need to give you a prostate exam.”

“A who?”

Oddly, while Jason was getting examined, Jane was studying his tits, his svelte waist, the way fat seemed to be redistributing on his frame and face.

“Prostate, baby. Drop those drawers.” She said it was a straight face, but wanted to break out in nervous laughter. Seeing her husband in a bra, his long hair hanging, the way his lips seemed a bit more fuller…she was getting excited.

A confused look on his face, Jason dropped his pants and bent over the exam table.

Dr. Capwell blinked. Jason’s cock had shrunk. It as the size of a 10 year old boy’s. His balls were the size of grapes.

She looked at Jane, who shrugged. Jane had noticed that his penis was getting smaller, but she hadn’t said anything to Jason. He was having a tough enough time with his breasts and she figured he didn’t need any other things to worry about. Besides, a guy had to know when his dick was getting smaller, right?

Dr. Capwell applied vaseline, then started examining Jason’s rectum. She felt the rim, running her fingers around and around.

“Okay, I’m going to feel the prostate gland now.”

Jason grunted as she ran her long fingers deep into him and massaged his prostate.

“It feels okay, a bit swollen, but…” she paused. “Jason, do you mind if I take a semen sample?”

“A…what for?”

“I can massage your prostate until the semen comes out. Or you can just go into the bathroom and masturbate.”

Jason didn’t want to masturbate. Truth of the matter was that he was a little worried about the size of his cock. In a weird way he was in denial. He figured he just wasn’t having erections and that his dick was just…temporarily limp.

But he didn’t think he could jack off. Heck, he hadn’t had an erection for a week.

“Well, I guess so.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Capwell started hooking her finger over Jason’s prostate. To get full access she had to push her fingers in and out.

Jane stared at the procedure and suddenly felt a hot flash wash over her. The way the doctor was pushing her finger into and out of Jason…my God! That was the sexiest thing she had ever seen!

Jason was giving little grunts.

“What does it feel like inside him?” she asked.

“It feels like a little walnut. You have to be very gentle and just stroke it, a little bit of pressure. He should be about ready to…there. See?”

A drool of semen seeped out of the head of Jason’s tiny cock. The doctor caught the string of cum with a lab cup.

Jane had an orgasm. Not a big one, just a tiny one, but it was real. She just felt the heat flush through her system and her legs grew weak. She grabbed the edge of the table and stared as her husband spurted more and more semen.

“I’m going to empty you out, Jason. I want a good sample for the lab.”

“Oh,” he sounded a bit strangled.

For a minute she kept massaging him, and finally, the lab cup half full, the string of sperm dwindled and stopped.

“There we go.” Capwell held up the cup and placed a cap on it.

Jane was stunned by how much semen there was. When Jason came normally he would have a tablespoon. But this was about three tablespoons.

“There’s so much!”

“Yes. Prostate massage gets everything. Men should actually have their prostate’s massaged regularly.” She was speaking offhandedly, focusing on writing on the side of the lab cup.

“How often?”

“Monthly is probably good.”

She placed the sample on her desk and turned to Jason. “You can wipe the excess vaseline off and clean up in the bathroom, Jason.”

Jason walked, holding his pants up, bowlegged into the bathroom. He closed the door and began wiping the slick stuff off his buns.

In the doctor’s office Jane turned to Capwell. “So what’s wrong with Jason?”

Dr. Capwell faced Jane and sighed. “Are you aware that your husband is transitioning?”

“What?”

“The blood work shows the highest concentration of estrogen I have ever seen. That would account for his breasts, the changes in his skin and fat distribution.”

“And what about his…penis?”

“That’s all in keeping with excessive estrogen.”

“And you’re sure?”

“Science doesn’t lie.”

“But why didn’t he tell me?”

“I can’t answer that. Maybe he’s embarrassed, maybe he’s just experimenting.” She shrugged.

“So what should I do?”

“Support him, be there for him. He’s going to need help.”

“Should I confront him on it?”

“That’s entirely up to you. The fact that he hasn’t spoken of his, uh, desires before this…it sounds like he doesn’t want to talk about it.”

Jane was stunned, she couldn’t believe it. She thought Jason liked to fuck! And the way he was always obsessing on boobs. But now she knew, he was obsessing on boobs for himself.

“So I just let him transition and see where it goes.”

“Pretty much. We should schedule appointments so I can monitor his progress.”

“What are the chances that he’ll change his mind, go back to being a man?”

“Again, a question I can’t answer.”

They heard the toilet flush in the bathroom and knew that Jason was going to come out any second.

“Well, okay.”

And the door opened.

“So what’s wrong with me, Doc?”

“Well, Dr. Capwell glanced at Jane, “It appears you have some sort of estrogen imbalance in your blood.”

“Estrogen? Like…female estrogen?”

“It appears.”

“So what do I do?”

“I can’t recommend a treatment at this point.”

“So I just watch it and see what happens?”

“Uh, yes. Any changes let me know, but…”

“But it’ll probably just pass, like a passing phase or something?”

Jane coughed, almost choked.

“Uh, yes.” Capwell, acknowledged.

“Well, okay.” Jason didn’t look too happy about it, but in his mind he was trying to make sense out of everything, and he figured his ‘condition’ was just going to go away, that his tits would shrink and that his cock would come back.

Jason and Jane arrived home shortly after one. Jason was feeling rather confined in his C cup bra, so he headed out for the garage and started going through articles of clothing.

“What are you doing?” asked Jane.

“This bra is too tight.”

“Your shirt is too tight, too. Let me pick you out a blouse.”

Jason frowned, he really just wanted a bra, but his shirt was pretty tight on the tits, so he let her pick out a blouse. What cold a blouse hurt, right?

He tried a couple of bras on and settled on a big double D bra. He put it on and looked at the mirror hanging on the side of the garage.

“Good thing we have all these clothes here, eh?”

He looked at his wife and tilted his head. “Why?”

“Well, you’re going to need more comfortable clothes. Can’t get more comfortable than female clothes.

“I don’t want to wear girl’s clothes!”

“Honey, I know,” she didn’t, “but your body is changing and it looks like you have to.”

He stared at her, and he was a mix of culturally unhappy and biologically happy. For a guy to suddenly be a girl went against everything in his upbringing. But the way girl clothes fit his body better than boy clothes…

She buttoned up the blouse and it was more comfortable. And it felt sort of good. Sexy.

“What about pants?”

“What about pants?”

“Your pants are hanging off your hips.”

“What are you saying?”

She took a breath. “You need to wear a dress, or a skirt.”

“What?” Again his voice was high pitched.

Jane was into now, though. Putting him in a sexy bra and seeing how big his chest was, putting him in a blouse and seeing the expanse of flesh under the thin material, she wanted to see more.

“Tell you what. You let me put you in a skirt, just a skirt. It’ll feel more comfortable, and…and I’ll give you a blow job.”

Jason smiled. Blow job. Mmm. And maybe that wold help give him back a big, old boner. Lord knows he hadn’t had much of a boner for a week. His cock just felt so small, and he needed a little excitement down there.

She smiled at the expression on his face. “Here, try this skirt on.”

She helped him into the skirt and he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was more slender than her in the garage mirror, and his tits were bigger. His hair was longer, and…and it was exciting.

She stood beside him and reached between his legs.

“Oh, yeah!” he grinned.

She felt his little cock, it barely fit in her fist, and she started stroking it.

Jason was now feeling quite a bit horny. Her fingers were about as big as his dick, and his little grapes were extra sensitive.

Smiling, feeling a heat swarming through her body, Jane knelt and lifted his skirt. She placed her hands on his round buns and pulled his groin to her mouth. She opened her mouth and took his cock in.

It wasn’t big, but it was sort of hard, and she sucked on it voraciously.

Jason held his hands around her head and  groaned.

For a long minute she sucked on him, then she realized, He wasn’t going to cum!

“Why’d you stop?”

“You’re not going to squirt.”

“But it feels so good!”

Jane shook her head. She didn’t bother explaining to Jason that the doctor had already drained him. She did blurt, “Honey, it looks like your days of manly squirting might be at an end.”

He stared at her.

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, it’s time we talked turkey.”

He waited.

“Your penis is shrinking. You’re growing female parts. Let’s face it, you’re changing into a woman.”

“I am not!”

“Look at the mirror.”

He couldn’t stop himself. He had to look in the mirror.

“Honey, unless you go back to being a man, you’re going to have to have sex like a woman, like the doctor felt your prostate this morning.”

“But…but…”

In truth, Jane was trying to be as honest and forthcoming as she could, without accusing him of transitioning without letting her know.

“Admit it. When you came this morning you liked it that way. You must have or you wouldn’t have cum that way.”

Jason was trying to figure this out, he was being changed and he didn’t know why. He hadn’t planned on being a female…what was happening? Yet, what was happening was quite pleasurable.

He had liked having his prostate rubbed. He had liked the warm,  loosy goosy feeling of the semen pouring out of his cock in spite of himself.

“But I didn’t really have an orgasm!”

“Sometimes women don’t.”

“But I want an orgasm!”

Jane bit her lip. She could just bring his transitioning out, or…not.

“That’s up to you, is’t it?” There, that was as close as she could come to having that conversation.

Then Jane smiled. She looked around the garage, waved her hand to indicate all the boxes and racks of clothes.

“You couldn’t have picked a better time,” she said. “You can try on all these clothes, all these costumes. I’ll even help you with your make up and nails and such.”

“Make up? Nails? Like fingernails?”

“Of course. You want to be a woman, don’t you?”

“I don’t!” he wailed.

She blinked. There was truth in his voice, and she couldn’t help herself.

“Then why are you transitioning?”

“What? who’s transitioning?”

“You are! The doctor said you were! All the estrogen you’ve been taking…”

That’s when it hit Jason. That’s when he figured it out.

“Oh, my God.”

“What?”

“You didn’t drink your Coke!”

Now Jane was thoroughly confused. This made absolutely no sense. “What are you talking about? What’s going on?”

Jason just stood there, his mouth hanging open, his eyes glazed as he realized what had happened.

“Jason? What is going on?”

Jason shook his head. There was a stool to one side and he pulled it to himself and sat down. Sat down before he fell down.

“Honey, two weeks ago…you know how you leave an open Coke in the fridge?”

She blinked and nodded. He really wasn’t making any sense.

“And you know how I’ve always wanted you to get bigger boobs?”

“What does that have to do with anything.”

“I came across an estrogen formula designed to make larger breasts.”

She blinked, shook her head, didn’t understand.

“I put it in your Coke.”

“You put some kind of boob enhancer in my…why would you…”

“And then…I remember that day…you brought me a drink.”

“Yes, but…” and it penetrated. It hit her like a hammer hits a nail and drives that nail all the way through the two by four and into the floor.

“You…”

His eyes…caught….guilty…

“Put it in my…”

Her Coke. She could see herself making drinks, and pouring her Coke into…she thought it was her drink…

“And I gave it to…you!”

He nodded.

Jane began to laugh and laugh and laugh. And then she laughed some more. And when she was done she laughed again.

Jason just sat on the stool, his head hanging and his long hair over his face. His boobs hangin on his chest.

And his teeny weeny little cock between his legs….


PART TWO

“I know, Doc, it’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard, but once I found out I knew I had to call you.”

Jason sat at the kitchen table and listened to Jane explain the situation to the doctor. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. All he wanted was for Jane to have bigger tits, and now…now he had them.

And he did have them. His breasts were bigger than his wife’s, and they were still growing.

Jane hung up and smiled.

“What’d the doctor say?”

Jane kept a straight face. “No help for it. You’re going to live a long life as a woman. You’ll start having periods and everything.”

“What? No!”

Jane giggled. “She said it’ll probably wear off in six months. But you should cross your fingers. She said it was very unwise to mess with bodies in the way you did.”

“But I didn’t mean to take all that estrogen!”

Jane’s eyes narrowed. “No, you meant for me to take it. Against my will. Just so you could have a wife with big boobs.”

He looked at the table and didn’t say anything.

Jane sat down opposite him, “Well, honey, the shoe is on the other foot. You’ve got the big tits, and I am going to have some kind of fun with you.”

“Please,” he whispered.

She just laughed. “Stand up.”

Confused, he did. She took out her cell phone and started snapping pictures.

“Hey!”

“Shut up. We need a record of this.”

“Why?”

She was getting good pictures. His boobs were easy to see, it was obviously him, but he was obviously a woman. She kept snapping and said, “So I can blackmail you.”

“What?”

She kept taking pictures and he jumped up and ran for the bedroom. She tripped him and he fell down and she got pictures of him with his skirt up around his waist. She even snapped a couple of good ones showing how small his weenie was.

“What are you doing!” he scrambled to all fours and headed down the hallway. He ran into the bedroom and closed the door.

“Open up, Jason.”

“No!”

“I won’t take any pictures. We just need to talk.”

Jason opened the door slightly and Jane pushed through. She fiddled with her cell phone for a minute, then muttered, “Okay, it’s all up in the cloud.”

“Why are you planning to blackmail me?”

She sat on the bed and grinned. “Jason, you were going to alter my body for your fun and my embarrassment. Now the shoe is on the other foot. For the next six months I am going to have fun with your embarrassment. And if you don’t do exactly what I say then I will post these photos where all your friends can see them.”

“You can’t do that!” But his face was ashen.

“You would have had me parading around with big old milk bags on my chest, so I’m going to parade you around with milk bags on your chest! Now, we can keep this pretty much between ourselves, you being my little bimbo bitch for six months, then we can laugh and chuckle and go on about our lives. OR…” she grinned, “you can throw a little tizzy fit and I will expose you to the world.”

“Honey, I’m your husband! You can’t do that to me!”
“Of course I can. You’ll go back to being a man, but everybody will always chuckle when they see you. The guy who tried to mess with his wife and wound up taking it in the shorts. Literally.”

“Honey!” he tried to take a firm stand. “I positively forbid you from doing this!”

Jane laughed. “Maybe I’d believe you if your boobs didn’t jiggle when you stomped your foot.”

Jason looked at his chest and moaned.

“Come here.”

Jason approached the bed and stood in front of her. She slipped a hand under his skirt and felt his little penis. She began rubbing it, and her other hand grabbed his balls and started palpating them. “Do you like this?”

He gulped and nodded.

“I like it, too. Seeing you like this, it’s making me really hot. I actually had a little orgasm at the doctor’s office, watching her drain your prostate.”

He stared at her.

“Now, you can get with the program. We’ve got dresses and costumes galore in the garage. We’re going to dress you up and I’m going to play with you, and if you can’t cum that’s okay, I can still play with your prostate and relieve you. Now, do you want to fight the inevitable? Or do you want to let me dress you up and play with you and drain your little weenie every month?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“Heck, I’ll research. Maybe we can drain your weenie more often. Would you like me to massage the spunk out of you maybe once a week?”

“Well, uh…”

“Okay, then it’s settled, Missy.”

“Missy?”

“Missy. I’m going to make you into a woman. And you’re going to stay a woman until your boobies shrink and your dick comes back. Any idea what you’re going to be for the big Halloween party?”

“I’m not going to a party!”

“Then you will suffer pictures being circulated mercilessly.”

Jason looked like he was going to cry, and Jane held on to his cock and balls and said, “It’s not that big a deal, honey. It’s going to be Halloween, nobody will recognize you. Especially if you keep changing like you have.”

“But, honey…”

Jane laid back and pulled her dress up. She pulled her panties down. “Okay, honey, it’s time to seal the deal. Make me happy.”

“But…I can’t! My dick is too short!”

“But your tongue isn’t. Get to work.”

He stared at her pussy. His little cock was feeling good. It was hard—well, as hard as it could get under the circumstances—and he really wanted to fuck her.

“Come on, bitch. Get me off. You had your cum this morning. Now it’s my turn.”

“But you said you had an orgasm at the doctor’s office!”

“That little thing? Ha! Get down here and convince me that you love me.”

Jason knelt, but he was a little reluctant, so Jane grabbed his long hair and yanked his face into her pussy.

“Ow! MPHooo!”

“Oh, yeah. Use that tongue!”

Jason was in a fix now. She wouldn't let go of his hair, and his face was mushed into her vagina. He smelled her pussy and…and he liked the smell. He had always liked the smell. It was just that he had no control over the situation!

His tongue began to slide up and down her vagina. He washed her labia and sucked her clitoris.

“Oh, yeah. That’s what I’m talking about!” She opened her legs further and let go of his hair. Now that he was started he wasn’t going to stop. He grabbed her buns and buried his face in her mons. He ate voraciously, gobbling, and he began snaking his fingers around and finger banging her.

“Oh, yes!” she arched her back and tilted her hips into his mouth.

Three fingers, ramming and jamming. Then four. His thumb stuck up a right angles like he was hitchhiking.

“Honey, you’re going to have to fist me!”

He pulled his fingers out, angled them into a spear, and began pushing his hand into her pussy.

“Uh, God!” She grabbed his wrist and pulled, and suddenly his hand slipped inside her.

Her eyes were now glazed and her hips wouldn’t stop moving. He would have stopped, he was shocked by her appetite, but she wouldn’t let him. She fucked his hand ruthlessly, now slightly bent over, now arched, always pushing and pulling on his arm.

She came, and it was the hardest cum of her life. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth opened and her head tilted back. It was like a volcano had exploded inside her.

Jason finally stopped moving. Jane was laying there, dazed, looking at the ceiling, and grinning.

“Take your hand out of me,” she murmured.

He slipped his fist out of her and she sighed. Oh, God,” she said. “Forgive me, but I like you as a bitch!”

Jason just stared at her.

“And that’s what happened, girls.”

Jane was sitting at Marsha Deevers house. Six other girls were sitting in a circle listening raptly as Jane explained the situation Jason had gotten himself into.

“Oh, my God!” was the common utterance.

“You’re shitting me!” was not so common, but more heartfelt.

“So Jason is stuck being a woman for six months. What are you going to do with him?”

“Oh, Lord, what haven’t I done with him?”

“So that’s why he’s never there when we have to go through the clothes in the garage.”

“He’s hiding in his bedroom.”

“We’ve got to see him.”

Jane pursed her lips. The truth of the matter was that she wanted to share his condition with her friends. Still, it was a big deal. She knew how embarrassed he was.

“And his penis really is…?”

Jane nodded and held up her pinkie. “This big.”

All the ladies giggled.

“So how do you, uh…you know?”

“Two methods. First, his mouth is getting a lot of practice. Like every day practice.”

Several of the girls smiled and nodded. Most women really like being eaten to a cum. There’s no slimy, white mess to clean off afterward.

“What’s the other method,” asked Lana Turner.

Jane smiled. “I like it when he fists me.”

The girls all gasped.

“His whole hand?”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. In fact, when you feel like size it’s much better than his dick. To tell the truth,” she looked around at the other girls. “I’m wondering if I could convince him to keep taking the super estrogen thing. I’d like to keep him this way.”

Marsha leaned forward and in a low voice asked, “How does he get off?”

Jane thought about it. She hadn’t been going to tell everybody this, but here it was. She took a breath and said, “The doctor showed me how to give him a prostate massage.”

Now the room was silent. All of the women were caught up in the idea of getting a king sized dick, and never having to suffer the goo of male cummings.

“Well,” said Marsha, “I don’t know about you ladies, but we’re going to have to see this for ourselves.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Nonsense. He’s a man. He’ll love the attention. He certainly can’t complain if we all play with his little peeny.”

“Well…” Jane thought about it. She looked around the circle of eager faces.

“Come on, Jane.”

“Please…”

And Marsha said, “You really must. You owe it to the rest of us.”

And Jane nodded.

“Honey? Are you ready for your prostate draining?”

Jason was doing the dishes, and he was a changed person.

His hair was coiffed, his nails were long and red, his lips were plump and beautiful. Add to that the fact that his boobs were monstrous, and he was a complete package.

And he was horny.

Every day Jane had him eat her out. And then, on the days that she felt like it, he would fist her and she wold have gigantic orgasms. And he was getting no orgasm for himself. It was driving him crazy.

“I guess so,” he said.

“Excellent. I’ve got some tricks I would like to do with you.”

“Tricks?” He wiped his hands on a wash towel and looked at her.

“First, I want you to have a big drink. Then I bought some hand cuffs for you.”

“Handcuffs?”

“Yep. Feel like a little slap and tickle?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure.”

Jason poured himself a big drink and drank it.

“Okay, honey, now off with the clothes and let’s get you ready.”

Jason was so damned horny he was shivering. It had been a couple of weeks since Dr. Capwell had drained him, and he really needed to be drained again.

He took his dress off and walked into the living room and found Jane putting cushions on the coffee table. “Upsy daisy,” she crooned.

He knelt on the coffee table and she put hand cuffs on his wrists and ankles, ran them over the corners and cuffed the other end to the legs. It was a sturdy coffee table and he was firmly secured. He was still wearing his bra, he always needed that, and his panties were tight. His little cock stuck down in a little point.

“This is weird,” he said.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet,” Jane smiled.

She mixed him another drink and held it for him.

“Mmm. This is a regular occasion.”

“You’re right. It’s a coming out occasion.”

“What?”

Jane went to the kitchen and opened the door to the garage. The Ladies’ Cub members had gathered in the garage and waited silently. Now they filed through the kitchen and into the living room.

Jason’s eyes opened wide and he stared as woman after woman entered the living room and sat down around the. coffee table.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

“I told the Ladies’ Club members about you and they wanted to see.”

“Wha…bu…you…wha…” Jason repeated, his mind stunned, shattered, really.

“Marsha, could you tear his panties off?”

Marsha was only too glad to rip Jason’s panties off. In a second he was naked except for the bra, then the bra was taken off and his big boobs hung down nearly to the table. All the women moved closer. They felt his tits, they handled his penis. They ran their fingers over his ass crack and felt his rectum.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

His body jerked and twitched to the touch of the soft hands upon his flesh. His little penis kept twitching.

“Now, the way we drain his prostate,” Jane began. “The doctor used her fingers, but my fingers aren’t as long, and I’ve been researching this. This is called a prostate massager.”

Jane held up what looked like a small dildo with a bent and bulbous head.

“Since the asshole doesn’t have its own lubrication you should make sure you lubricate the massage device, and his asshole, thoroughly.

Jane slapped a huge glob of lubricant on his asshole and began smoothing it into his asshole with a thumb.

Jason groaned. In spite of the situation he couldn’t deny the good feelings he was suffering.

Jane slipped the prostate massager into his rectum and began working it.

Jason moaned louder and his hips started spasming.

Meanwhile, several of the girls were taking videos of the procedure with their cell phones.

Jane didn’t notice, and Jason certainly didn’t notice. Jason’s whole world was taken up by the feeling of his prostate being massaged.

“Jane?”

Jane stopped, Jason right on the edge of spurting his seed, and looked at Marsha.

“Why don’t you just fuck him?”

“Fuck him?”

“Yes. A strap on dildo is only a little bigger than that prostate thingie…why not just strap on, climb on, and…you know?”

“Well, I never thought of that. I’m sort of new to this sort of thing, and—“

“Would you like me to show you?”

“Could you? You don’t mind, do you, Jason?”

Jason had a fanny full of golden pleasure and his eyes rolled. He was right on the edge. He could feel the semen boiling in his balls.

Marsha opened up her purse and took out a large strap on. She didn’t bother getting undressed, no need for that, she just strapped the dildo on over her dress and took a position behind Jason.

The feeling of semen at a boil in Jason’s balls had receded, and he looked around in confusion. He didn’t understand what was happening, and suddenly…he did.

“Brace his shoulders, girls. Don’t let him fall.”

Several hands pushed on Jason’s shoulders and Marsha pushed her dick into him.

Jason’s eyes bulged as the big cock split his fanny. He arched intuitively, and the length of big cock slid up his poop chute.

“Gah!” he said. “Gah!”

“You see?” said Marsha, sliding her hips in and out, “Not much difference, and now Jason can feel like he is truly contributing to the fuck.”

Jane went to the front of the table and stared at Jason’s face. “He really seems to be liking this.”

“All men do,” said Marsha. “Is he cumming?”

“Yes!” exclaimed Lana. She reached down and cupped a hand. A long stream of slime stretched down from the end of Jason’s tiny cock and into her hand.

She caught it, it pooled, then she giggled and held it up to Jason’s face. “Want a taste, Jason?”

Marsha reached forward and grabbed her hand and pushed it into Jason’s face. “Never ask a man what he wants.”

All the girls laughed.

“I didn’t bring my strap on,” stated one of the girls. “Do you think I could come by tomorrow and do him?”

Jane looked at Jason. He was out of his mind with pleasure. He was groaning and licking his lips where he had received a handful of his own semen.

“What do you think, Jason? Would you like to do this with Tammi tomorrow?”

Jason looked up at his wife. His mind was shuttering, blinking in and out of reality. He realized she wanted something, but didn’t understand what, so he just nodded.

The girls all gave a little cheer, and others started asking when they could come over and fuck him.

“You did well today, Jason. Did you have a good time?”

Jason was laying face down on the bed. His asshole felt a strange mix of sore and golden.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

Jane was taking off her make up. She smiled. “It’s been a week,” she smiled. “And the girls are asking when they can do you again, and two more girls from the Club have asked if they could fuck you. “What do you think?”

Jason rolled onto his back. His breasts pointed towards the ceiling. His tits had finally stopped growing, but they were super big. “Okay,” he said. He licked his red lips and thought about how the girls were taking him every day. Sometimes more than once. Marsha Deevers had a real appetite for this sort of thing. And she kept talking about getting a larger dildo. She said she had a horse dildo, would he like that?

He didn’t know, but he was willing to try.

“And, we’re going to have an after the raffle party. You’re going to be the guest of honor. Would you like that?”

“Uh…”

“Just think. All of the girls want you, on one night. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Jason was silent, thinking about it. He had never thought of himself being a slut, but it was obvious that he was.

“Okay, dear. I’m done. You can take off your make up now.”

Jason rolled off the bed and walked towards the vanity table. Funny, he felt like his body was actually changing. He walked more bowlegged these days, and he was always in high heels.

“I don’t know if I can take everybody after the raffle,” he said as he sat down.

“Oh. Yes. I should have thought of that.”

“Maybe choose one person and have them fuck me for everybody.”

That made the light go on in Jane’s head, and she suddenly grinned. “I’ll take care of it, honey. Say, would you hurry up? I’d like to have an orgasm before I fall asleep.”

“Of course, dear.” And he slapped the cold cream on quickly.

Halloween.

All Hallow’s Eve.

Where people dress up like pagans and wild animals and celebrate saints.

And, the day the Ladies’ Club raffled off costumes and held a big party.

Jason went to the party as a young woman. A well endowed, young woman. His breasts were quite large, quite natural, and everybody stared at his chest all night long.             

Which was fine with him because nobody but a dozen women knew who he really was.

Little Bo…Jason.

In high heels with a fluffy dress and a crook for hooking those little fur balls called sheep.

All night the men clustered around Jason, and none of them tumbled to the fact that he was not a she.

Jason’s voice was high pitched, his lips were red, and he was mysteriously silent. Almost like he had a secret.

Jane and the girls were thrilled. They had made more selling costumes this year than they had ever thought possible. And they had sold even more tickets for the after party.

Finally, the party started to wind down. People went home, the crowd dwindled, and the dozen ladies of the Ladies’ Club began to clean up.

The doors were locked and Jason put on an apron to help.

“Jason, what are you doing?” Marsha asked.

“Cleaning up?”

“No! No! You need to go get ready for the winner of our secret raffle.”

“I do?”

“Absolutely.”

The raffle had been held in the high school auditorium, and Jason was sent to the stage at the end of the auditorium. He climbed the stairs and several women grabbed him and escorted him to his coffee table.

They helped Jason put on the costume, then they attached the handcuffs and secured him to the table.

Jason knelt on the table and breathed. He wondered which of the women were going to fuck him? He wondered who had won the big prize…his asshole.

Finally, the clean up was done and Jason heard voices in the auditorium. a lot of voices. Suddenly the big curtain began to slide back.

Jason knelt in the light and looked out at the people gathered to watch the big prize.

There were a lot of people. Half of the crowd were ladies from the Ladies’ Club. The other half were…men!

There were cheers as Jason was revealed, and he smiled wanly and tried to see past the bright stage lights.

To the people in the audience he was a woman. His big boobs could be seen hanging down from the Bo Peep costume. His dress was thrown over his waist and his ass was bare. His cock was hidden in the folds of the costume.

Suddenly a chair was placed next to him and Jane sat down. She was holding a drink, and that told him they were planning on really using him. When he was going to be taken by multiple people they always gave him a drink or two or three.

“Jason, I’m so proud of you,” Jane said, ruffling his long hair. “You’ve really made us a lot of money, and you know it all goes for a good cause.”

Jason smiled, but he was nervous. All these people, and so many men.

One of the women stood up and began talking. “Okay, we have a dozen winners, so let’s have the winners up here to collect their prize. Tom Deevers, John Hartwell, Christian Capwell…” the list of twelve winners continued and the men filed up on the audience.

Jason frowned. All these men. He thought the women were going to fuck him. He turned his head to his wife to ask her what was going on, and Marsha Deevers slipped a penis gag into his mouth. Jane was down in the audience, talking to her friends. Marsha whispered to him. “All men want to fuck strange women, and women aren’t too fond of that. But with you we don’t have to worry. After the men have fucked you they won’t be so quick to take advantage of strange women. You know?” she giggled, then she turned to look back at his ass. “Grease her up good, girls.”

Jason tried to struggle, but they placed a stool under his mid section, which forced his ass up and presented it perfectly. Huge gobs of lubricant were pushed into his asshole. It felt good, but…but…

“And, the first prize winner…Take your prize Tom Deevers!”

Jason froze, and felt a pair of hairy thighs step between his own hairless legs.

A warm, flesh dick is quite a bit different than a hard, plastic peter. Jason urked behind the penis gag as he was penetrated.

And it didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good. And as Tom Deevers began to saw in and out it felt better and better. And the feel of those big balls smacking against his ass, it felt…it felt…

“John Hartwell! Come take your prize!”

John Hartwell didn’t have a big dick, but it wouldn’t have mattered. Jason’s bunghole was sloshy with semen.

“Christian Capwell…”

Christian did have a big one. And as he bent over Jason and went to work he whispered, “My wife told me who you are…!”

“Gerold Hopkins…!”

Jason’s ass filled up and over flowed.

And after the dozen prize winners were done Jason was left on the table while everybody danced and partied. And nobody seemed to care if the occasional man, or woman, came up and sampled Jason’s ass.

Jane helped Jason walk into the house. He was bow legged and sore, but not that sore. He was dazed, but aware. He walked back to the bedroom and laid down.

Jane helped him take off his costume.

“Yuck, what a mess,” she giggled as she pulled off the sperm sodden Bo Peep dress.

She helped him into the bathroom and into the shower. He slid down the tiles and just sat there and let her wash him. Finally, he was done, and she helped him out, dried him off, and put him on the bed.

She got ready for bed and hummed and kept glancing happily at him.

“Honey?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“Did you cum tonight?”

“No,” he whispered.

“And after all those men. Hunh! Well, that’s okay.” She came to the bed and spread his legs. He sighed as she slipped her hand, her whole hand, into his hind end. As she fisted him she said, “I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Do you know that drink I gave you right before all the men had you?”

He nodded.

“Well, Dr. Capwell found out what the super estrogen you had taken was, and, well, that drink was laced with it.”

He turned his head and looked at her.

She was running her arm back and forth and semen was starting to pour out of his dick.

“That’s right, honey. And we’ve got another party planned for New Year’s Eve. Isn’t that great?”

He nodded, and little tears crept out of the corner of his eyes.

END
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He Had to Become a Girl!

He had no choice but feminization!


PART ONE

The day it all ended for Mitch was a Sunday. Sunday, the seventh day, good for resting, and good for golf. Well, heck, isn’t golf relaxing? And isn’t relaxing resting? At least, that’s what he thought when he toted his golf clubs out to the country club.

“Hey, guys, gals. Are you all ready to lose?”

Alan laughed. He and Shiela were a good match for Mitch and Shelly.

“Says the fellow who hits double bogeys on miniature golf courses.”

A double bogey meant he had to take a couple of extra strokes, and it was something that people did when they were losers.

“Ancient history,” said Shelly. “Are you ready for the bet?”

“Name it,” said Alan, checking his balls. His golf balls, that is.

“Okay, this week we’re going to change things up. Mitch and Alan take on Shelly and Shiela.”

“Ooh! I like it,” murmured Shiela.

“Losers buy lunch and…” she paused for dramatic effect, “…boxes of chocolate.”

“Oh, Lord,” quipped Alan. “These bitches mean business. I mean, a box of chocolates?”

“And none of those sissy sample boxes, either,” put in Shiela.

The guys looked at each other. “And if the girls lose they have to buy us each a bottle of bourbon.”

The girl’s turn to look at each other.

“Okay, but bourbon is more expensive than chocolates.”

“We’ll forego lunch.”

“All handicaps apply.”

“Done.” They all shook hands, and when nobody was looking Shelly grabbed Mitch’s crotch.

“And we’ve got our own bet.”

He whispered in her ear, “You win I wear panties. I win you wear boxers.”

“God I hate boxers!”

He smiled. “Too bad, so sad. Loser.”

The foursome walked out to the first tee. The girls teed up and took their first strokes, and the game was on.

“What you think, partner?” Alan asked. “Can we take ‘em?”

“Absolutely. I did some voodoo last night. These girls are going to tank.”

“I heard that! No black magic allowed.”

Alan and Mitch laughed, and they took their strokes.

It was an executive golf course, shortened holes and only 5,000 yards, excellent for competition between male and female, but without being weak or demeaning in any way.

With a shortened course the muscle for the long shots wasn’t needed as much, and the game became one of pin point accuracy, something women could easily compete with men on.

“Nice shot,” Alan said. Mitch had driven down the fairway all the way to the green. Straight as an arrow.

Mitch grinned, but he didn’t feel too good. His stomach was upset.

The girls made the green and parred the hole. End of the first hole the score was tied.

And, by the end of the first five holes the girls were one up. Mitch, feeling queasy and even weak, got behind some trees, hit the water, and somehow managed only a bogey.

“Don’t worry about it, pal.”

Mitch smiled, but it was a sickly smile. He was feeling worse and worse.

Still he held up for a couple of holes, and Alan did his part, and by the ninth hole they were even steven again.

As with all games there was cheerful bantering. The girls said it was too bad the boys couldn’t hit like girls, and the boys called the girls weak sisters, and it was all in fun.

Except that Mitch was now turning white and drenched in sweat.

“You okay, buddy?”

“I’m fine,” said Mitch, but he gave a sour urp. He drank a little extra water, hoping that would settle his stomach.

The tenth hole was a long par four, and for one hole the guys had a slight advantage. Usually they picked up a stroke on this one.

The girls hit well, however, and the advantage looked like it might be fading.

Alan socked the ball a good one. The dimpled sphere cut through the air and angled to the side of the green.

Mitch was on the side of the fairway and he addressed his ball and took a couple of practice swings. He figured angle of the face of the club, estimated a light breeze, figured on the slope of the green, and he stepped up to the ball.

He felt funny then, not sick, but funny. It felt like there was something screwy about the world, like it was slanted. He brought his club back, fell forward and puked all over the ball.

“Mitch!”

“Buddy?”

“Mitch!”

He heard their voices, but they were not real for him. What was real was that he was on his knees, wondering what was going on. He had become so sick that he wasn’t feeling the sickness anymore. He was just laying on the ground and watching the trees wave.

And he thought: Am I dying?

Shelly yelling something at him, trying to get his head up, but he couldn’t. The weakness had taken him complete now.

Alan was yelling into his cell phone and Shiela was pulling the rag out of a nearby ball cleaner. She got it thoroughly damp and ran to him. She placed it on his forehead, pressed, swiped his face.

“Thanks,” he whispered

“Mitch,” Shelly cried. “What’s wrong.”

“I don’t feel good.” Then he went to sleep. But even in his dreams the ground was moving up and down.

“What’s wrong with him, doctor?”

Shiela and Shelly and Alan were in the hospital. The doctor had just finished an initial exam and they had cornered him.

“Mrs. Miller, we simply don’t know. His blood count is low, we’re going to test him for a variety of conditions, he’s resting comfortably and you can see him. Not a lot of excitement, however. He needs rest.”

They thanked him and slipped into a darkened room. Shelly sat in the chair next to his bed and held his hand. Alan and Shiela pulled up chairs on the other side of the bed.

“Hey, guys,” Mitch whispered.

“How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay. They’ve got me on sedatives so I’m pretty relaxed.”

“But what happened.”

Mitch shrugged. “I don’t know. Everything was fine, but I felt weird at the first hole. It just got worse as we played, and I finally collapsed.

“Honestly, Mitch. You’ll do anything to get out of buying us chocolates.”

They all chuckled. Shiela had said exactly the right thing.

“Hell, Mitch and I were holding back. Right, buddy?”

“Yeah, we didn’t want to make you girls look too bad.”

“Oh, come on,” Shiela quipped. “We beat you so bad you ended up in the hospital. I think we deserve two dinners for our superior play.”

Alan and Shiela bantered back and forth, and Shelly held her husband’s hand and tried not to cry.

Finally, the nurse telling them that visitor hours were over, Alan and Shiela departed with promises to return the next day. The nurse was preparing for a roll-a-bed for Shelly.

Mitch said, “Don’t worry. I’ll be on the golf course next week. And Alan and I won’t take it easy on you.”

Unfortunately, he couldn’t have been more wrong.

Mitch returned home with a bag of medicine and instructions to get plenty of bed rest.

He didn’t feel badly now, just a little weak.

Shiela set him up in bed. She had Alan put the big screen TV on the dresser. She waited on him hand and foot, and, of course, she worried worse than a worry wart.

Three days later the hospital called. The tests were back and the doctor would like to see Mitch.

Mitch sat in the passenger seat and put his head back and closed his eyes while Shelly drove. He was surprised at how weak he was.

At the hospital they were shown to an office, not an exam room, and they sat in green chairs and waited for fifteen minutes. They conversed in low tones and were careful not to guess at what the doctor was going to say.

Then the doctor walked in. He was in a lab coat, his stethoscope was folded into one of the big pockets, and he hurried around to sit behind his desk.

“Okay, Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell. No way to sugar coat this, I’m just going to blurt it out. I apologize in advance for ripping off the band aid this way.”

Mitch and Shelly said nothing. Watched him nervously.

“We’re talking testicular cancer here.”

Shelly gave a sob.

“This is actually a rare cancer. Usually very treatable. Unfortunately, we caught it late. It has spread throughout your reproductive system.”

“What is the treatment.”

“There are several things that can be done. Chemo and drugs are the main treatments. Unfortunately, while we can utilize some of these methods, your cancer needs a more aggressive approach.”

Shelly was trying to control her tears and Mitch asked, “What is this aggressive approach.”

“Mitch. Mr. Miller. I recommend removal of the testicles.”

Shelly gave a moan, then slumped back in her chair.

Mitch didn’t want to talk. He went home and sulked. In fact, he did more than sulk. He went into an almost total shut down. He went out on the patio and just sat there for hours.

Shelly went out to him and tried to talk, but he just listened, waved her off, and said, “I’m trying to deal with it.”

“We need to talk about it.”

“No.” And he didn’t do much more than respond with grunts after that.

The surgery was scheduled for the end of the week. A couple of days of being a man, then…it was over.

He wondered what life would be without testosterone. The doctor had said that he would still get erections, but they wouldn’t be the rock hard monsters he was used to; they would be a bit spongy and harder to maintain.

And, he would be able to have orgasms. He might even be able to ejaculate, though that was iffy.

And, underneath these cogitations was the real bugaboo: would he be considered a man?

He had been a man all his life. He acted like a man, he drank beer like a man, he cut the lawn like a man, but…would he be a man?

After an hour Shelly brought out a sandwich and a beer. He stared at the beer and wondered all over again. Would he be a man?

An hour later the beer was still sitting there, flat and warm, and the sandwich had ben moved around on the plate, but that was all.

Dinnertime and he still sat. Shelly came out and sat with him. When the sun began to go down she asked, “Will you come in?”

“I don’t know.”

She brought out a pair of blankets and wrapped him up, and wrapped herself up. It was full dark when he sighed and stood up.

Shelly linked arms with him and walked in with him. They stood in the darkness of the house, and Shelly said, “I know you’re having trouble. I love you. Will you please talk to me before you do anything drastic?”

“You mean like kill myself?”

She nodded. Tears were glistening in the corners of her eyes.

He said, “I’m not thinking of that.”

She hugged him and didn’t want to let go.

The next day was a glum day. Mitch watched TV without seeing it. He didn’t do anything around the house. He held a book he had been meaning to read and never flipped a page.

Shelly, however, was starting to move. She couldn’t stand to see her husband like this, and she began to research testicular cancer, castration, eunuchs, and all manner of things related. By noon she had a massive amount of information, and she brought it to the table.

Mitch still didn’t want to eat, so she poured him a bourbon and Coke—not something a person facing an operation should drink—but appropriate and even good for Mitch’s frame of mind.

“Okay, honey, I’ve got some facts here.”

He looked at her with a thousand yard stare.

“First, castrations are not life threatening. A man without testicles, a eunuch, actually lives 15 to 20 years longer than the average man. This is apparently because testosterone is rough on the human body.

“Your skin will change, and so will some parts of your body.

“You can have erections, and these can be enhanced by chemical injections.

“The doctor has recommended replacement testicles, and these are usually some kind of silicone substance and will last a lifetime.”

For the first time Mitch spoke. “A lifetime of fake nuts. Great.”

Shelly ignored him. She knew he needed to get a lot off his chest.

“If you decide not to have chemical injections then your penis will atrophy. You can let it, or you can have an artificially enhanced penis.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because somebody needs to talk about this.”

“I looked all this stuff up when I got home from the hospital. I don’t want to talk about it.”

“So you just want to sit in the dark and feel sorry for yourself.”

“That’s not fair.”

“And it’s not fair for you to shut me out.”

He frowned, started to say something, didn’t.

“What?”

He just looked at her.

“What were you going to say?”

She wouldn’t stop bugging him, so he blurted it out. “I’m not going to be a man anymore. So what does that make me?”

“Being a man is more than a dick.”

He said nothing.

“If I had a penis transplanted on me, would that make me a man?”

He blinked, shook his head, and said, “What?”

She poured him another drink.

He sipped, but the ludicrousness of her last statement had broken the log jam. Slowly, he began to talk.

She listened, kept him going, asked questions, and the main thing that bothered him, no matter what she said, was the question of what he would be without nuts.

The operation was called an orchiectomy, and Mitch and Shelly went to the hospital at nine in the morning.

Mitch lay on a table, went to sleep, and woke up with a soreness in the groin. It felt like somebody had kicked him, but it didn’t cause him to want to puke, like a normal kick to the nuts might.

By lunchtime he was showing no ill effects, except for the soreness, and he was scheduled to go home at four o’clock.

They trundled him out in a wheel chair and Shelly drove him home.

Later, Mitch would describe his state of mind like that of losing a favorite pet. He moped. He took painkillers. He didn’t want to talk much.

Shelly was silent, too. She was willing to talk, wanted to talk, but she knew she had to give him a little space.

He had to come to grips with what happened to him.

In addition to the orchiectomy Mitch had to take drugs for what remained of the cancer in his body, and he had to undergo radiation treatments. Every few days he would go in and let them light up his body. He had nausea and he lost his hair. He had diarrhea and felt like he had a sunburn. Mostly he just felt weak and tired.

“Funny. They’re zapping my dick and my head loses hair.”

They were in the car, coming back from the hospital, and it was the first bit of humor he had shown since he had collapsed on the golf course.

Shelly glanced at him and displayed her normal wan smile.

He didn’t say anything else. Just looked out at a world that had changed drastically.

A month after the operation he was done. No more radiation, fewer drugs, no pain or soreness. He looked and acted like a normal man. That, of course, was when the real trouble started.

“You want to play golf this weekend?”

“I don’t think so.”

“You’re okay. Doctor said you could.”

“Yeah, well, I still feel funky.”

A couple of weeks passed, during which time he refused to golf, and finally Shelly sat him down.

“We’re playing golf this weekend.”

He looked at her. It was obvious she had made up her mind. He sighed, and nodded.

They arrived at the golf course, and it was therapeutic for Mitch to smell the grass, to put on golf shoes, to swing a club.

“Hey, buddy. It’s about time you got back on the horse.”

“Yeah, well, sorry I haven’t been around.”

“No prob. I know operations can be crazy. So you completely recovered? Or are we going to have to give you a bigger handicap.”

“Oh, I need a big handicap.”

Alan laughed. “You’re just looking for an unfair advantage.”

“Of course.”

The foursome hit the links and the game, so recently neglected, was suddenly on.

Mitch complained that his sense of balance was a little off.

Shiela called him a hypochondriac, which made Alan and Shelly take in their breath. But Mitch just tilted his head, considered it, and said, “Yeah. I guess you’re right.”

When Mitch wasn’t looking Shiela wiped her brow in relief.

Later, at the nineteenth hole, as they added up the score, cold beer in front of them, the girls adjourned to the lavatory, Alan asked Mitch, “What’s it like?”

It was a serious question, certainly no disrespect.

“It’s…everything feels pretty much the way it’s always felt. They even gave me a pair of fake nuts that feel perfectly normal.

“What are they made of?”

“I think it’s a combination of silicone and saline. They feel great. Would you like to suck one and see?”

Alan laughed, spurting a bit of beer out his nose.

Mitch grinned. “I’m supposed to go through some changes, but that’s over months. Not the few weeks since the operation. But I’m taking a bunch of drugs. We’ll see.”

The girls returned then and the foursome sipped beer and insulted each other and had a good time.

“That was fun,” Shelly observed as she drove home.

“Yeah, but I’m losing strength. I can figure out my balance, but I can feel that the clubs are too heavy for me.”

She glanced at him. She did most of the driving these days. He had gotten used to being moody in the passenger seat and staring out at the world, and now that he wasn’t so moody he was still used to staring out the window and watching the world.

“Do you want to try and make love?”

Shelly had been biting her lip over this for weeks.

He looked at her. Contemplated. “Sure.”

Once home they headed for the bedroom, and Shelly felt like a blushing bride. She was happy and nervous and excited all at the same time.

They undressed and got onto the bed.

Mitch held her and kissed her gently. He seemed distracted, but he was willing to do the work.

“It’s erect,” she said.

“Not as hard as it used to be.”

She pushed him over and sat on him. She grabbed his ears and kissed his mouth thoroughly.

“God, you are so tasty,” he said.

She laughed and pressed her body to his.

He felt her breasts and moved her around so he could suck her nipples, then he began using his fingers.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, in a nervous rapture as they did the thing that married men and women did.

Then she stopped. “Why aren’t you putting it in?”

He said: “Because I’m scared.”

She nodded. “Me, too. Put it in.”

He rolled her over, like a man maneuvered a woman, and held his dick in his hand. He moved between her legs and put his penis head to her hole.

She gasped, was ready, and he moved into her.

She held on, and it was different.

“It’s different,” he observed. She didn’t say anything because she was afraid she was going to jinx everything.

“It feels…squishy.”

“But it’s still hard enough to do the job.”

“Yeah,” but he was unsure.

She grabbed his nipples with both hands and snarled. “Fuck me!”

He began to move in and out, and it felt the same as it always had, the smooth slickery of sliding into her, pulling out, sliding in.

“Oh, yes. Yes.” She held onto him, tried to keep him from seeing her tears.

He paused and pushed back. He touched a finger to her tears,

“Fuck me, you asshole.”

So he did. For long minutes he wormed her, and as the minutes passed she got used to the soft penis, then she began to enjoy it. It was different from anything she had ever felt, and the way it sort of wiggled and bent, it felt incredible.

She came, a mighty blast of a big O. Her hips spasmed and her knees clamped around him.She held on and shook and shimmied and gloried in the feeling of sex. Then she realized: “You didn’t cum.”

“Nope.”

“What can we do about it.”

“Nothing.”

“But—“

“It’s okay.” He put a finger to her lips and shushed her. “It’s okay. I’m sort of mentally prepared. I knew this could happen.”

“But how does it…how do you feel?”

Shelly actually felt guilty for cumming and leaving him behind.

“Actually, it feels really good. I mean, it’s weird, fucking just for the other person, but even that is sort of cool. It’s more…pure,” he searched for the right words.

“But are you horny?”

“Oh, God, yes! I don’t think I’ve ever been so horny.

“Isn’t there something I can do? Can I suck you off?”

He looked down at his now limp cock. “The urge has passed.”

Still, Shelly slid down his body and took his penis in her mouth. She grabbed his balls, was scared she’d done something wrong, but when Mitch just closed his eyes and smiled she palpated his balls. They felt real, and he acted like he could feel some sort of sensation.

But his cock was done for the day. It was limp and just occupied her mouth.

Oh, it was fun to squish it around, and he groaned like he liked the sensation, but eventually she took her mouth off his cock and they just looked at each other.

“Is there—“

“Honey, it’s okay. I had fun. And maybe some day I’ll have an orgasm, but this doesn’t seem to be the day.”

The problem was that no day seemed to be the day.

Men react in different ways, some get hard boners, some need drugs, some need rods to stiffen up their boners.

Mitch’s reaction was a slightly soft erection, no orgasms, and definitely no ejaculation.

Still, he seemed to take an inordinate amount of pleasure from the act of love. He began to initiate it, and when he was done, or when she was done, he just laid there and held her and smiled.

One time he whispered to her, “I can give pleasure.” And that seemed to be his major motivation.

His body started changing.

His hair, of course, grew back.

His skin became softer, and it felt like he had a small layer of fat building up under the flesh.

He had lost weight during the chemo and radiation, but the weight didn’t seem to be coming back. If anything, everything seemed to be shifting. His hips showed a bit of roundness, but the real change was in his breasts. Gynecomastia. He had little, tiny tits.

At first it didn’t bother him, he figured he could just work out, do more exercises. But as the months passed the breast tissue didn’t leave, if anything it got worse. He was definitely an A cup, if he had bothered to measure himself.

“Doc, I seem to be growing a pair.” He had cultivated a wry way of expressing himself.

“It’s called gynecomastia, and we can get rid of them.”

“How?”

“A mastectomy.”

So Mitch considered having his boobs cut off.

He drank a few beers and actually discussed it with Alan and Shiela



So what are you going to do?” asked Shelly finally. 

“I’m not going to get the operation.”

“How come?” She was curious, not protesting his decision.

“Because the nipple is frequently lost. Either by design, or for medical reasons after the operation. I already lost my nuts. I don’t want to lose anything else.”

Shelly understood that. She had lived through the trauma with him, she saw the effects every day. In a way, it was a small point, but for a person who has had parts of of his body chipped off it was huge, and significant, and a way to say ‘stop this’ to his body.

She said, “You realize that your, uh, boobs…look like boobs? Like the things that go on a woman’s chest?”

“You know, people treat me differently since I lost my testicles. They look at me differently. I often don’t know what is going on in their minds, but I can see some sort of judgement.”

Shelly opened her mouth to speak, but Mitch put up his hand and said, “Often times they don’t mean to, but it’s there. So if I can get judged for something you can’t see…how much do you think I’ll get judged for what they can see?”

It was a weird argument, but, in a weird way it made sense.

“So you’re all right having boobs, maybe even wearing a bra?”

“I was wondering when it would come to that, having to wear a bra. All I can say is…I’ll try it. I can bind them, disguise them with bulky clothes, or maybe even just show them off. But I’m tired of being the victim here.”

Mitch’s skin was soft now, and he even used some cream Shelly had given him to take care of it. Every night he would rub the cream into his flesh.

Shelly watched from the bed and marveled. His slender body was now bulging at the hips, and he was growing tits, and he looked downright feminine as he sat naked and applied the cream. His motions were even a little feminine, and even his face was changed.

What little testosterone he had was rapidly fading. He still had erections, but they were smaller. His penis had actually shrunk a whole inch.

“Do you want to have the doctor prescribe more testosterone for you?”

He shook his head. “I’m tired of drugs. I can feel that stuff rushing through my system. It makes me irritated. I think I’ll just go without.” He looked up at her. “Is it getting too soft?”

She shook her head.

“If it is we can get a strap on, or other toys. There are lots of ways I can get you off.”

She pondered that for days. Did she want him to wear a strap on? The short answer was ‘not yet,’ but she knew that time was coming. She missed the big boner opening her up. She wanted the big dick orgasm.

Oh, the orgasms he gave were good, maybe even better, but there was just something about a penile orgasm that felt so right.

Days passed after that discussion. Not weeks or months, but mere days, and Shelly came home with a shopping bag.

“Hey, babe,” Mitch greeted his wife with a kiss in the foyer.

“I bought you something.”

“Oh?”

She reached into the shopping bag and took out a handful of bras.

Mitch’s mouth half opened and he stared at the strips and cups of cloth in his hand.

“These are just an experiment, nothing expensive. We need to find out what suits you. We need to know the fit, what style you prefer, and so on. So try these on and we can get some more expensive ones later on.”

“You want me to try these on now?”

“Sure. If you want to.”

They headed for the bedroom and Shelly upended the bag on the bed. Mitch stared at the colors, felt the soft cups, his mind was boggled, confused, and…interested.

She put him into a basic bra first. White, large cups, sturdy.

He walked around in it, and she felt herself growing wet watching him. Then he shook his head. “If I had to, but that’s like wearing a dump truck.”

She laughed. “So you want the Lamborghini of brassieres,” she observed.

He grinned. “Well, just not a dump truck.”

She handed him different bras. The satiny red one was too bright for him, but it was comfortable.

He liked black, especially the way it squeezed his boobs.

There was a pink one that was a joke, made for a high school girl with extra padding.

Then he slipped on the half bra, and his eyes opened up.

Shelly had been noting his reactions, and she was surprised by the look in his eyes.

“This is, uh, comfortable.” He seemed almost embarrassed.

“You realize that your tits are really pushing up and out. If you wear that your nipples will be pretty obvious.”

They were obvious right then. He was excited and his nipples were rock hard.

“Huh, My nipples.”

There was something in his voice, as he stared at himself in the mirror.

“What about your nipples?”

“They look small. The bigger my tits get the smaller it makes my nipples look.”

She smiled, she was in jest, “We can get you some suction cups, make your nipples bigger.

He nodded, which surprised her, “I think that would be the solution.”

She stood up. “You do?”

He faced her, clad in just a very sexy bra, his tits looking large. “Sure.”

“But…” and she felt it. She felt something deep inside him turning over. She felt that deep part of him that was rarely seen, so very important.

Still waters run deep, was the saying.

He started crying. Not just sniffling, but sobbing. His whole body was shaking and rippling with emotion.

“Honey, what is it?”

He said the words she thought she would never hear, but which, in her pwn still waters, she had wondered about.

“I want to be a girl.”

He collapsed into her arms and cried, and she just patted his back and marveled.


PART TWO

“Say, are you…” Alan shut up.

“Boobs, Alan. One of the many blessings of what has happened to me.

Mitch faced the ball and spoke calmly. He was trying lighter clubs, and he waggled his butt and practiced a few strokes. Then he hit the ball crisply. It sailed high and straight down the fairway.

“I knew it” he crowed. My own clubs are too heavy for me now. That’s why I was slicing.”

The foursome walked down the fairway, the boys on the left side and the girls on the right side.

“So, about your boobs.”

Mitch smiled. Talking to Alan was like a practice run. “Loss of testosterone resulted in something called gynecomastia. My whole body is imbalanced. That’s why my skin is different, and my fat has redistributed. Even my face is showing it.

“Uh, yeah.”

“Is it going to bother you that I look a little girly?”

“No. I mean, I’m going to have to adjust the mind. But, dammit, we’re friends.”

“And that friendship is undergoing changes. I understand.”

A couple of holes later they were again alone. They were both in a sand trap and trying out their curse words.

Both lifted the ball over the lip of the trap and scared the hole. 
“So, are you planning on transitioning or anything?”

“I don’t know. Do you think I should?”

“Honestly, I think you should do whatever you want.”

Mitch stopped at the top of the sand trap and faced his friend. “I’m in a weird position. I’m a guy without nuts, my body is changing because of lack of testosterone. My mind is one messed up ball of shit these days. And I’m just trying to cultivate a state of mind that keeps me going. To do that I’m sort of going with the flow. But I do have thoughts, and urges, but I don’t know what’s going to happen.

“Well, anything I can do…”

“Thanks. Hug me.”

To his credit, stunned though he was, Alan didn’t blink. He just stepped forward and hugged his friend.

Mitch was misty-eyed after that.

Alan was stunned at how feminine Mitch felt in his arms.

Mitch dried his eyes. “This thing has really fucked me up.”

“I think you’re handling the whole thing well.”

“Well, maybe, but…I doubt it.”

Later, Shelly asked what the hug was about.

“I don’t know,” Mitch answered. “I just needed some reassurance, and Alan was there.

A month passed, it had been over six months since Mitch’s operation, and he was exploring the world of bras, and had thrown panties in to boot. He wore panties and bras every day, and he even liked the way they felt.

His hair was now getting long, and he decided not to get a haircut. Some days he combed it like a man. Just brushed it back and let it be. Some days he hid it under a hat. And then, one night, Shelly styled it. They were watching TV, arms around each other, and she suddenly got up and went for the scissors and a hair brush and a squeeze bottle of water.

She moved him upright, put a towel over his shoulders, and went to work.

She didn’t ask, and he didn’t object.

She layered his hair, made it hang fuller, and when she was done it was an obvious female style.

“You can still comb it out like a man, or I can cut it like a man, if you wish.”

“No,” he said, looking at his face in the foyer mirror. “I like it.”

She nodded. “I thought you would.”

For the next month he went around with a female body in male clothes, but now he was aware of how he looked. He also knew he was going to have to make a decision. Should he go back to being a male? With male clothes hanging off him awkwardly? Or should he go ahead and dress like a girl?

“Why don’t you try wearing a dress this weekend?” Shelly offered the suggestion and pushed him over the edge.

He nodded.

“What do I have to do?”

“I’ll be your guide. We wake up Saturday morning and I’ll fix you up.”

“Make me look like a girl.”

“Yes.”

“How far do we take this?”

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. “We just do it, and stop when we want.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going to ask Alan and Shiela over for an afternoon barbecue.”

He thought about that. This was a huge step, and he was interested in what his friends thought. He finally said, “Okay.”

That Saturday they woke up early, and they both knew excitement. This was a big step. This was a decision.

She handed him some Nair and said, “You don’t have much hair, but good looking girls don’t have any.”

He nodded and read the instructions, then he headed for the bathroom. A half hour later he was back.

Shelly was continually surprised at how feminine he was becoming, and she was doubly surprised when he stood in front of her with no hair, a feminine haircut, and trusting eyes.

She looked at his groin. “We haven’t made love for a few weeks.”

“I know,” he said.

“Your penis is smaller now.”

“I know that, too.”

His words were a statement, but his emotion wasn’t.

She took out a ruler and measured him. “Three inches soft. Can you get hard?”

“I don’t think so.”

He played with his dick, and then she even sucked it, but it was three inches soft, and that was all.

He sighed. I knew this day was coming. Do you want to buy a strap on?”

She didn’t say anything for a while, then nodded. Her nod was short, sharp and bitter.

“Don’t worry, honey,” he said. “We’re just find our way.”

She gave another short, sharp nod. Then: “Shall we see to you?”

She handed him bra and panties, then a garter and nylons.

His breasts were getting quite big now, and they looked sensational peeking over the lip of his favorite bra. He had started using nipple suction cups, and his nipples look big and hard. Which made her pussy moist. There was something so cool about his look.

She helped him put on the garter belt and the nylons, and he stood up and looked quite proud, his little cock just hanging there, framed by garter straps.

“Wow,” he said.

“Take them off,” she said.

He was puzzled, but did.

She got out her nail polish kit and sat at his feet and began working on his toe nails.

Mitch felt like he was being electrified. From the toes up he felt alive, and if he had had a working cock it would have stood up.

“Like this?”

“Yep,” he answered, staring at his tootsies.

After she was done she had him put on the nylons again, and he was shocked by how girlish his legs looked.

She helped him into a dress. It was a summer dress and it hung perfectly on him. His breasts filled the garment with ease, and his legs looked perfect under the hem.

“Here,” she handed him a pair of high heels.

He was downright dazed by the sensations he was feeling. He sat and slipped his feet into the slick shoes. He stood up and felt a nervous energy erupting from his gut.

“Do you want me to do your finger nails?”

He managed to nod in the affirmative.

He sat at her vanity and she prepped his nails, then attached fakes.

“We won’t make them too long. A month from now you’ll probably wear little daggers, but for right now, let’s see…how about medium length ovals?”

He had no idea what she was saying at this point, but he nodded.

He watched as his fingernails grew a quarter inch longer and turned bright red. His face turned a little red, too, something he hadn’t expected, but he hadn’t thought about going this far, or what it would entail, before this.

She gave him three coats, even strokes from the cuticle to the tip, then, when they were dry, she applied lacquer.

“Wow,” he muttered. His fingers were long and slender and looked wet.

“Not bad, eh?” Shelly said proudly.

“Not bad.”

“Hey! Anybody home?”

“Back here!”

For a moment Mitch was nervous, then he settled down.

Shiela entered the bedroom. “I heard you were going to go female today and…wow!” She walked around Mitch and scrutinized him.

“What do you think?”

“I think he…she…is gorgeous.”

Mitch was blushing, but he was happy.

“But are you…he needs…”

“What.”

“Make up.” Shiela was gazing at him almost hungrily when she said this.

“Want to help?”

“Does the pope shit in the woods?”

The two girls attacked Mitch’s face with a vengeance. They chatted as they cleansed and primed him. They discussed colors and hues and brushed and powdered and altered his face.

Shiela did his eyes, putting mascara and liner on, then Shelly took over with the color. Finally they looked at his lips.

“They’re changing,” observed Shiela. “They’re getting female plump.”

“But they needed to be plumper.”

“I have some super plumper.” To Mitch: “This is going to sting for a moment, but resist the desire to lick your lips.”

She put the plumper on his lips and it was like she had coated them with jalapeño juice.

“Ow!” He said, trying to keep his lips from touching.

The girls laughed. “Dare I call you a sissy?” Shiela asked.

“Better wait on that one,” cautioned Shelly, and they high fived their bad humor.

A minute and the burning went away, and the girls painted his lips red to match his fingernails.

He stood up and twirled, and marveled at how his dress flared out.

“Needs earrings.”

His wife nodded.

Mitch figured out what this meant and objected. “Hey! I don’t want holes in my flesh.”

“Nonsense,” Shiela said, and the girls bullied him back into the vanity chair.

A hot needle and two stinging pricks later Mitch was sporting little strings of diamonds. Looking in the mirror he couldn’t believe it. He was a girl. No, he was a woman.

Shiela took a couple of pictures of him. “I’m sending these to Alan. He’s curious, and…” she looked up at Mitch, “he’s scared.”

“He’s scared?” Mitch blurted.

“This is messing with his mind. He’s so used to you as a man. Be kind to him as he figures it all out.”

That was the moment Mitch realized he was being included in a discussion as a female. It was downright humbling.

Shiela headed back home a short while later, and Shelly took Mitch for a drive. They put the top down on the Mustang and Mitch sat in the passenger seat. His hair was blown back and he was aware that people were looking at him.

Hell, they weren’t just looking at him, they were checking him out. That was another scary moment, but one that passed quickly. He grew to love the feeling of passing by people and feeling like a queen.

“Look at you,” Shelly giggled.

“I know,” he said.

She grew sober. “Have you given thought to a female name?”

“Nope.”

“Well, you should.”

“It’s funny, talking like this. There’s a male me and a female me. I should have two names, and I definitely have two personas. Is this what it feels like to be schizophrenic?”

But he was chuckling.

“Schizo I don’t know about, but crazy…for sure.”

He turned in his seat and appraised her. “Crazy in love.”

She looked at him.

“Are you still in love with me?”

“Honey, I am more in love with you than ever.”

“But I’m not a man, and…I’m not really a woman.”

“Honey, you’re the best of both worlds.”

That made him happy. Still, he had a lot of confusions inside.

“Hey, buddy. Do I shake hands? Shoulder bump? Hug?”

Mitch grinned. “Whatever you want.”

They ended up with a shake and a half a hug.

“Come on back. I just put the steaks on and there’s a cold beer waiting. Or would you like the real stuff?”

“I’ll take the real stuff.”

“One real stuff coming up.”

Mitch pushed open the sliding door and pointed at the girls, who were talking at the other end of the pool, then he headed to the kitchen.

He got down a couple of glasses, filled them with ice cubes and poured in the bourbon and Coke. Two minutes later he was walking around the pool, glasses in hand, and trying to remember how to walk.

“One foot in front of the other. Don’t worry about your ass.”

Mitch did as Shelly said and his walk became easier, even harmonic. He handed Sam his drink and sat down.

For an hour they drank and chatted. Mitch fielded a few questions and concerns, and everything was going swell. Then he stood up and asked, “Does anybody want to go swimming?”

It was a hot day and everybody agreed.

“Well, I’ll be back in a minute.” Mitch stood up and headed for the bedroom. Inside the bedroom he took off his girl clothes and picked up a purple one piece.

“Hey!”

Mitch turned around. Shiela was standing there. He held the swim suit in front of his groin. “Uh, hi.”

“Shelly said I could come back here.”

“Oh, well, good.” He was nervous. Funny, as a man he wouldn’t have been nervous. He might even have waggled his weenie at her. But as a woman, he was suddenly embarrassed. He had the thought: Is this how all women feel?

“Uh, I wanted to ask you something.”

“Sure.”

“Can I see…you?” She started hurrying her speech. “I asked Shelly and she said you’ve gotten, uh, smaller. And I wondered, I’ve never, uh…never mind.” She started to turn to leave. He could tell she was thoroughly embarrassed.

“Wait.”

She turned back to him and he took his hands away from covering his groin.

She drew in breath and stared at him. His penis was maybe two inches long. Soft. It was like a little boy’s.

“You can touch it.”

Timidly, Shiela approached him. She reached out, started to stop, but he grabbed her hand and pulled it down to his cock. She finally closed her hand and held him.

“I can’t get erect. I don’t seem to be able to have an orgasm or ejaculate.”

She was now lowering herself, still holding him, examining his tiny cock.

“What do you do?”

“I can please Shelly. I’ve got a mouth and fingers, and I’ll probably get a strap on.”

She looked up at him, “That must be so tough.”

He shook his head. “No. Oh, I’ve had some hard thoughts, but sex is in the mind. And sex is the act, not the big bang and then forget it. Real sex is love, and I’m lucky in that regard.”

She looked back at his cock. “Your balls are still regular sized.”

“Fake balls don’t shrink,” he said. “I talked to the doctor and if I continue being a girl I’ll have the fake nuts removed.”

“What about your penis? Are you going to get rid of that?”

“Believe it or not, I like it.”

Even though it doesn’t do anything? Just hangs there.”

“Silly, isn’t it? But it’s like an old toy that I still have fond memories of.”

“No…no. It’s not silly.”

“Can you feel anything with it?”

“Oh, yes. Sometimes I think I feel more. Right now you’re driving me crazy.”

She started to let go but he grabbed her hand and stopped her. “It’s okay. It gives me pleasure.”

She resumed gripping it, and she even moved her hand a little.

Grab my balls, if you want to really give me a thrill then suck on it.”

His eyes were laughing.

“Really?”

“Hey, nothing’s going to happen, but you’ll always remember it.”

She moved her head forward, opened her mouth, and—

“Well, this is something I never thought I’d see.”

Sam was leaning against the jamb and there was no telling how long he had been there.

“Oh, shit!”

“It’s okay, babe. I heard enough to know that he’s no danger. And I understand the…the curiosity here.”

“Sorry, Sam, but it seemed the best way to answer questions.”

“Hands on, eh?”

Sam sauntered into the room. He had a few sips left in his glass and he took one. He looked down to where Shiela was holding Mitch’s cock. “Wow, that is not a giant, is it.”

Mitch looked down, a bit of sorrow on his face. “Used to be, but…no.”

“Well, go ahead, honey. Suck.”

There was an edge to Sam’s voice.

“I don’t…”

“Are we still friends, Sam?”

Sam sighed. “Yeah. Yes. We Are, but I am having the roughest time figuring all this out.”

“You and me both.”

Then Sam softened. “Can I touch it?”

This was absolutely verboten between men. Real men didn’t ask other real men if they could touch their cocks. But this was not your normal situation.

“Sure.”

Sam didn’t hesitate. He moved his hand down and in a weird motion Shiela handed it to him. There wasn’t much to hand.

“Wow. I think about you, and this, all the time. You seem to be handling it well, and I don’t think I could. I probably would have bought a gun long before this.”

“Sam!”

“It’s okay, honey. We’re just talking. Why don’t you go ahead and suck it.”

She blinked.

“I mean it. I’m not going to be jealous, and I’ll probably be asking you all about this, so make it a good suck. Do you want me to leave so you can do it?”

She was a bright red now, and she nodded.

“Okay.” Sam walked to the door. He turned and looked Mitch in the eye. “I’m trying, buddy. I’m really trying.”

“I know you are.”

Then Sam was gone, down the hallway and out to the pool.

Shiela looked up at Mitch, and he nodded.

She moved forward and opened her mouth. She closed her mouth, and Mitch’s teeny weeny was inside her mouth.

She sucked on it, and Mitch felt her moving her tongue around, rolling his penis in her mouth.

God, it felt good. No, he wasn’t going to orgasm, but he could feel the nerves getting excited. It felt so good that his legs actually got weak.

She opened her mouth further and took in his fake balls. Man, that felt good, too, and he grabbed a bedpost to steady himself.

For a long minute Shiela sucked, then she held only the weenie in her mouth and she palpated his balls.

“Can I slap them harder? What happens if I slap them harder?”

“Try it.”

She did, and he groaned. “Not much pain, a little, but it just feels good.”

“Fuck. This is wild.”

Mitch’s legs were shaking now, and suddenly she snaked her hand between his legs and brought it up to his asshole. she touched it and Mitch opened his eyes and jerked.

“I heard that people that are, uh, in your condition, like to have their asshole, uh, rubbed.”

But she didn’t mean to say just ‘rubbed.’ He knew what she meant.

Gay sex. Anal sex. A finger up the rectum…and maybe a dick.

“Do you like this?”

He gulped and nodded.

“Should I go further?”

He nodded again.

She slid her finger into his hole and the world stopped for Mitch. All he could feel was the electric sensation of his asshole and her fingers moving inside him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She stood up, keeping her finger in him, and she said, “Bend over the bed, Mitch.”

He could hardly move, but she helped him turn and he fell across the bed.

Slowly, she massaged him, and it was like somebody threw a switch and heaven turned on.

“Oh, God!”

“Ahem.”

Shiela turned to where Shelly was leaning against the door jamb and smiled. “Hi, girlfriend. We’re exploring, and I think I found something that turns Mitch on.”

“Well, Sam is out there getting drunk, and I find you two in the bedroom doing…what are you doing?”

“I read that gays like anal sex, did a little research, and here we are.”

“So you weren’t just curious about his teeny weenie.”

“Oh, yes. I was quite curious. But I also was curious about this. I really didn’t think this would happen, but…” she shrugged.

“Well, in lieu of being angry, what are you doing?”

“Mitch has still got a prostate and I’m massaging it.”

“Mitch? How are you doing?”

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. His eyes were closed and he was moving his butt very slightly, circling it and trying to get a reaming from Shiela’s fingers.

“You have to feel this,” said Shiela. “See how I’ve got my hand? I’m touching a little bump down there and it’s driving him wild.”

“Can I feel?”

Shiela took her finger out and Shelly stuck hers in.

Mitch gave a huge groan.

Shelly felt around and found the prostate.

“Rub it very gently. Press it. Don’t use your nails.”

Shelly began massaging the inside of Mitch’s ass, and Mitch twitched his buns and shivered. “Holy shit!” He breathed.

For the next half hour the girls talked as they took turns finger banging Mitch, and Mitch didn’t complain. In fact, he was sorry when they stopped.

They walked out to the pool and Sam was soused.

“Well,” he grinned, “Everything all right?”

“Honey, I learned some stuff that I simply have to try out on you.”

“Really?” he perked up.

“This stuff is so good, well, let me tell you, if it can make a man with no nuts horny, what do you think it’s going to do to you.”

A week later.

“It came!”

Michelle looked at Shelly and grinned. “This is going to be fun.”

“It looks like we night be going to bed early.

“Yep,” and they both laughed.

They had an early dinner, and then they headed for the bedroom. Not to sleep, however.

Michelle put on a chemise, pale green, and opened a small box. She took out the strap on and wrapped it around her hips. She sat down on the vanity chair and waited for Shelly to get ready.

Shelly put on a night gown and fiddled with make up and acted like a nervous bride.

“Come on, honey,” said Michelle.

Sighing, Shelly went to the bed and lay down.

Michelle lay next to her and smiled, then she pressed her lips to Shelly’s.

Shelly felt nervous excitement running through her. She grabbed Michele’s face and held her mouth to hers. For a long minute they kissed and felt each other’s boobs.

“You feel anything down there?”

“Nope,” Michelle smiled. “Teeny just hangs there, all limp. But I feel a deep excitement. It’s almost like I’ve never had sex before.”

“Oh, no!” Shelly suddenly blurted.

“What?”

“My legs! They’re coming apart!”

She started to spread her legs under Michelle.

“Oh, no!” Michelle laughed.

“Yes! They’re coming apart! I hope no big, bad bully puts her big weenie in my little hole.”

“Sorry, babe,” and Michelle drove her strap on peter deep inside her wife.

Shelly groaned and held on. “Fuck me hard, bitch.”

“The hardest,” and Michell complied.

It was like regular sex. Shelly felt filled up. She held on and began grinding her hips up.

Michelle ground downward and fucked her wife, and it wasn’t long before Shelly began to cum. The orgasm took her and she shivered and spasmed and moaned.

Then it was over.

They lay on their backs, breathing hard.

“Heysoos,” muttered Shelly. She looked at Michelle. “How was it for you?”

“Amazing. It was like fucking without fucking.”

“Ha! That certainly sounds zen.”

Michelle took off the strap on. She got up on her knees and helped Shelly put it on. Then she lay back and put one hand on the big dick sprouting up from Shelly’s juncture. “This is massive.” She stroked it.

“Kiss it.”

Michelle smiled, and while looking at Shelly she put her mouth to the big dick and started sucking it. The feel of the plastic penis sliding over her red lips was incredible. She could feel veins, and she squeezed the plastic testicles.

“Oh, this is weird,” giggled Shelly.

Michelle grabbed her wife and lifted her over her, put her between her legs.

“Are you ready, honey?”

“It’s all I’ve ever wanted,” she replied.

Slowly, lovingly, Shelly moved her hips forward. She touched the tip to Michelle’s button, lifted Michelle’s little cock to get it out of the way, and inserted.

Michelle groaned loudly and thrust her hips up. They had spent much time the previous week making sure she was big and loose down there, and she was able to accommodate the big penis easily.

“Is it okay?” Shelly asked.

Michelle couldn’t speak. She just gasped and nodded her head.

Smiling, Shelly began to go back and forth, in and out, and Michelle finally found the solution for losing her testicles. With a tremendous grunt and an arched back she began to cum. There was no ejaculate, but the orgasm was earth shattering.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


I Feminized my Son!

A mother discovers petticoat punishment!


PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the ballusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.


PART TWO

Danny woke up, and the shame of the night before burst over him. Being stripped, having his clothes cut up, all the dresses and things in his room.

Then he thought about what Elize had told him the night before.

He slipped out from under the covers and went to his dresser. he opened the top drawer and looked into it.

Neat stacks of panties and bras and socks with flowery edges. He picked out a pair of white panties. As an after thought he put the contents of the drawer back into their net piles.

He sat on the edge of the bed and sighed and stared at the offending panties.

They were plain, a bit stretchy, and they had a small flower on the front band.

He bent over and put his feet through the leg holes. He pulled the panties up and…blinked.

They actually felt comfortable!

“Oh, they were a little lacking in material where his balls and cock hung down—shit, his cock was starting to get bigger—but the stretchy material felt good. He felt like he was wearing a sexy kind of a jock strap. He wasn’t hanging loose, and it felt good to be supported.

He stood up and bounced on his toes. His balls bounced hardly at all, but his cock was still growing.

Well, maybe his cock would go down after a while, when he got used to wearing the things.

He looked at the rest of the things in his dresser, and was afraid. He touched the material, picked a few items up. Yes, it made his cock even harder, but to actually wear this stuff?

He went into the closet and looked for a shirt to wear. No shirts. Only blouses. And they all buttoned in the back. Crap! How was he going to get those buttons buttoned?

He picked out the least offensive blouse and put it on backwards.

Man, that felt all wrong. The sleeves were wrong at the shoulders, the collar was pressing against his throat. No way.

He took off the blouse and put it on the right way, the buttons in the back. He tried to button the buttons, and he got the top two, and the bottom two, but there were four in the center he could touch, but he just couldn’t seem to manipulate them into the holes.

At least he was somewhat covered up. It was almost like he was just wearing underpants and a shirt.

Still, his heart was pounding, and his cock just didn’t want to go down.

But, his mother and sister had seen it the previous day, and they had seen it naked. Seeing it at least covered up by panties wouldn't be as bad. He hoped.

He opened the door to his room and looked up and down the hallway. Nobody. Good. He walked out to the hallway and headed down the stairs. He picked up his laptop and stopped. Oh, crap. She had changed the password.

Then he had another thought: What was he going to do all day?

He usually spent his time playing videos. But now…what the hell was he supposed to do?

He walked into the kitchen. He usually didn’t eat till after he had played for a while, but now, nothing else to do, he went in and looked in the fridge. Hunh. He usually ate cereal, but…he had the time, and nothing else to do…he got out bacon and eggs. He wasn’t much of a cook, but he could manage that.

He laid some strips of bacon in the pan and cracked a couple of eggs. Soon he was cooking merrily away. Which meant that he was standing there and staring at stuff that was getting hotter and starting to bubble and spit.

“Put on an apron or your blouse will get splattered.”

Elize walked up behind him and buttoned his last buttons. The blouse suddenly felt right. He stretched his arms and wiggled them.

“Good fit,” she said.

“Why don’t I get splattered when I’m wearing regular clothes?”

“You do. But flannel shirts hide grease splatters. Girls can smell the grease though. Sometimes not for a day or two, but…we smell it.”

“What does it smell like?”

She put an apron on him, it went up to his pectorals and felt weird, but it was just in time because as he looked at it two little pops in the pan resulted in two little grease marks on his apron.

“Old and rancid,” said Elize. “You want to give me those? Make yourself another breakfast?”

He blinked. It was a novel idea, cooking for her, but the talk they had had the night before had changed something in him. Danny thought: She’s already treating me like a sister.

He put the bacon and eggs on a plate and handed it to her.

“I’ll start the toast,” she volunteered. She placed the plate on the counter and took little bites of eggs and bacon as she popped four pieces of toast into the toaster.             

A couple of minutes later Danny was sitting at the table and munching thoughtfully. Finished with her bacon and eggs Elize chewed on toast. She buttered and jellied Danny’s and pushed the slices over to him.

Danny was blinking. Usually they were at each other’s throats. Usually they were insulting each other and calling each other names.

Now it was different. And it wasn’t bad.

“Are you going to try on a dress today?”

“Maybe.”

“Might just as well get it over with.”

“Good morning, children!” Elizabeth entered the kitchen. She snatched a piece of toast off Elize’s plate and chewed it. “Too much jelly, Miss Sweet Tooth.”

“Not enough.”

Elize smiled at Danny. “That’s a very pretty blouse. But why aren’t you wearing a bra?”

Danny had intended to try, heck, he had tried at school the past couple of days, but he couldn’t overcome his own personality. “I don’t want to wear that shit.”

“Danny, the things I’ve been reading, they say that a man should be spanked periodically. But I’m not going to spank you right now.”

“Better not,” he sneered.

“I’m going to wait for you to ask to be spanked.

He blinked. “What? Why in hell would I ask somebody to spank me?”

“Well, I’ve got to go to work,” Elizabeth stated, ignoring his question. Let him think about it.

“Have a good. day, mother,” Elize said, and she gave her mother a quick hug and touched cheeks.

Danny just twisted his lips and stared.

Elizabeth considered him, gave a nod, and went out the door.

“Twenty-four hours before you can play video games for swearing.”

“Oh, fuck you!” He stormed out of the kitchen.

Damn it, he had tried, but as soon as his mother tried to lay that shit on him…he just had to say something.

He lay on his bed and did nothing. It was sort of peaceful doing nothing, and he closed his eyes and napped a little, but an hour later he was wide awake and ready to go. And had no where to go.

His laptop was locked and what the heck was there to do?

He got up and looked through his closet, hoping he could find some male clothes. At least then he could go out. But there was nothing. His mother had snipped every article of clothing he owned.

He went down to the garage and poked around, but his mother must have gone to the Goodwill, there were no clothes down there, either.

He looked in his sister’s room and found culottes, which were almost like shorts, but they still looked like a dress. And the sweat shirt he found had a ‘pink’ logo across the front of it.

He watched TV for a while, but there was were cooking shows, the Kardashians, and RuPaul.

He turned off the TV and went out back.

Nothing to do.

Damn. It was funny, he always hated school, but he hadn’t realized how much time school took out of the day.

Then he thought about going back to school and being subjected to ridicule.

He had lunch. That took all of fifteen minutes.

He went back upstairs, figured he would see if he could sleep some more, and his eyes fell on his book shelf. It was next to the dresser, and he looked at all the books. When he was younger his Mother had bought him a big collection of Oz books. Fourteen books inside of three volumes. Then she had bought him Sherlock Holmes, that was cool. And then Tarzan. Zowie, he had liked that. Swinging from the trees on vines, beating up gorillas….that was good stuff.

Idly, he sat on the floor Indian style and looked at the books. He opened one up and began reading.

“Hey! Where are you?”

He had barely heard the door slam, and he had ignored it. He was swinging through the jungle in search of the Jewels of Opar. Then he heard Elize coming down the hallway. He turned towards the door just as she arrived.

“Hey! How’s it going?”

“Pretty good,” he answered.

She took in his blouse and panties and sighed. “You haven’t even tried.”

“I was pretty busy.”

“Reading. Yeah. Right.”

He started to turn around but she said, “Look, let me help you. We’ll just try on a couple of things, see how they fit, and…would you rather run into an enraged Mother in a couple of days? Get taken to school in a sheet or something? Would you like to be forcefully dressed and thrust into school sink or swim? Or would you like me to help you figure this out. At least if you choose what clothes you will wear then you’ll stand a chance.”

He stared at her.

“And I’ll even make a deal with you.”

“What kind of a deal?” Even though she was treating him nicely he was still suspicious. Old habits die hard.

“If you let me dress you up I’ll let you read my Grace Mansfield collection.”

“Grace who?”

Elize smiled. “Grace Mansfield. And believe me, bro, you don’t want to miss out on that girl.”

He frowned.

“It’s erotica,” she explained.

He tilted his head a bit.

Patiently, she said, “Erotica is what porn is called when girls write it.”

“That makes no sense.”

“You’re right. But…I’ll let you read one right now. If you like it, then we have a deal. Okay?”

He was curious. Erotica? Hmm. “Okay.”

She ran to her room and got her cell phone. A second later his cell phone dinged. He opened it up and found ‘The Were-Fem.”

“What the fuck?” He frowned, and a few seconds later he was gone. He was not in this universe. His eyes were sliding over words faster than he had ever read in his life.

Elize snickered when she glanced into his room to check on him.

A half hour later she was on the phone, talking to a girlfriend, and Danny entered her room. His eyes were feverish, his skin was flushed, and he nodded.

“Got to go,” Elize said, then hung up.

“First, we have to get you into a bra. I think Mother thinks a bra is really going to change your mind.”

“How could a bra change my mind?”

“You’ll find out,” she said, going through his drawers. She pulled out a pink, satiny bra and panty set.

“Whoa,” he said dubiously.

Elize just chuckled and undid his blouse. “Change,” she commanded, handing him the panties.

“With you here?”

“I’ve already seen a prick before, so do it.”

She hooked her thumbs into his waistband and jerked his panties down his legs.

His cock sprang up and almost hit her in the face.

He stood, was embarrassed, and she waited. So, no other choice, he kicked off the old panties and put the pretty, pink ones on.

Elize watched and smiled.

His cock was stiff and poked out the front. Danny was really humiliated now, and he tried to push his dick down.

“Don’t worry about it,” murmured Elize.

Easy for you to say, he thought. But he said,  “These fit better.”

“I thought so. Now the bra.”

Danny had no clue about how to put on a bra, so Elize put it around his chest and fastened it in the back.

“How am I going to get out of this?” Danny asked.

“Just come ask. I’ll help you.”

“I have to have help getting dressed. Do you know how that makes me feel?”

“Yep.” She adjusted the shoulder straps and stepped back. “Excellent. You look good.”

He might look good, which he doubted, but he felt funny.

“All right, let’s put a real blouse on you.”

“What’s wrong with this one?”

“Not girly enough.”

He opened his mouth to complain at that, then didn’t say anything.

She picked out one of the few blouses that buttoned in the front. It was shiny blue and had puffy arms. It also had big ruffles that looked almost like lapels.

“Put this on.”

He gave a mock shiver at the femininity of the thing, then put it on. “Hey, it’s backwards!”

Elize laughed. “The buttons are backwards. Buttons are always backwards on women’s clothes.

She began buttoning him up.

“Why?”

“So when we get dressed in the dark we know we’re not men.” She snickered. “I don’t know. I’ve heard that it’s because clothes were modeled after old suits of armor, and since men were right handed the overlap of seams were arranged so right handed men couldn’t stick their knives in.”

Danny looked at the blouse she was buttoning. He turned his hand this way and that and tried to insert and realized that right handed men could stab women, but they wouldn’t be able to stab men.

Elize laughed at his efforts to stab himself and he looked up at her, then laughed himself.

“Okay,” she said as she arranged the ruffles. “Let’s try a skirt on you.”

“A skirt,” he mouthed the words.

“A skirt,” she reaffirmed wryly.

She brought a skirt out of the closet and helped hi into it. She zipped it up and led him down the hallway to the big mirror in the foyer.

He stared at himself. The clothes fit nicely, but there was something wrong. Elize summed it up.

“You need long hair and tits.”

“I don’t think…”

“No, you don’t, but I’ll think for you. But…nothing to be done for it now. Besides, it’s almost time to fix dinner.”

“Dinner?”

“Sure. Mom’s due home, wouldn’t it be nice to have dinner ready for her?”

“Well, I guess.”

“And when are you going to ask her to spank you.”

“Bullshit!” he snapped. “Nobody is going to spank me!”

Elize didn’t react to his sudden anger, just said, “Shall we make spaghetti?”

He wanted to rant more, but it seemed sort of fruitless, so he shrugged. “Okay.”

They went into the kitchen. Elize got out the makings, long noodles and hamburger and sauce. Danny got out the pot and pan and added water. Soon the water was boiling on the stove and Elize put the noodles in.

They watched the pasta cook for a minute, then Elize said, “That’s’ 24 hours.”

“Oh, fu—“ Danny actually managed to stop himself. “Can I still read your books?”

“Sure.”

A half hour later the kitchen was smelling like Italian farts, according to Danny. But it was a good smell and when their mother entered the kitchen she stopped and smiled happily. “Oh, thank you. And I had a tough day, too. Danny! You look lovely.”

Danny turned instantly red. And, worse, his cock bounced. Fuck! He hadn’t had a boner for a while now! It was almost like he was getting used to the girly clothes, but…now he had one.

He tried to ignore his cock, but he couldn’t. What was worse was that his mother couldn’t either. She kept glancing down, and every time she looked he felt his dick trying to get harder.

“Sit here, Mother. Danny, why don’t you get her some wine?”

Elizabeth hung up her purse and jacket and sat down.

Danny, more to get his cock out of the line of sight than anything, got down a wine glass, filled it with red wine, and placed it on the table in front of his mother.

“Danny! That’s wonderful. How did you know red wine is best with Spaghetti.”

“I don’t know,” he mumbled, but he felt an intense pleasure at the compliment.”

“Well, this is wonderful. Sit down, children. Let’s eat like a family. I haven’t had a good sit down without…” she stopped talking, but Danny knew what she was about to say. Without an argument or a fight. Without childish bickering. Or…with adults.

Danny and Elize sat down and the meal was actually enjoyable. It reminded Danny of times long past.

“So tell me how your day went.”

Elize filled in the space, talking about classes and assignments.

“You should pay attention, Danny, you’re going to be taking those same classes in two years.”

“What? Oh, yeah.” he had been thinking, and he wasn’t even sure what he was thinking about. But he did know that this was the first time he had been happy in a long time. Even if he did have an uncontrollable boner.

“And how was your day? Did your clothes fit well? Or should we make adjustments.”

“They’re good,” he answered.

“He needs tits.”

“Elize!” Elizabeth stared at her daughter.

“Sorry, Mom. But it’s the truth. You can see he has a perfect body for a dress, except that he needs a pair of cones.”

“Well, one thing at a time. We should be very circumspect as Danny gets used to his new situation. We do want this to be a pleasurable experience for him.”

“Of course, but…can I be excused?”

“Certainly, but…”

Elize was gone, running up the stairs.

“Now what has gotten into that girl,” Elizabeth wondered. Then she shook herself. “But let’s talk about you?”

The conversation became awkward, and Elizabeth realized that Danny still had a ways to go. But that was okay, he was making progress. She finally pushed her chair back and dabbed at her lips. She looked at Danny and placed her hand on his. She stared at her red fingernails, felt the softness of her hand, was aware of her perfume. “Would you mind doing the dishes.”

He felt resentment, even anger, but it wasn’t as strong as it had been. In light of him noticing her femininity his anger evaporated. He nodded.

“Thank you, honey. You’re a good boy.” And that was really awkward. She realized that he was a boy, but he was a girl, and he didn’t feel like a boy.

She smiled and left the kitchen.

Danny sat there in his dress. He had a boner. He had had a boner all night, ever since Elize helped him put on girly stuff. And now he was noticing that his mother was…sexy.

But that was wrong! He shouldn’t feel that way about his mother!

He got up and did the dishes. He even put on yellow gloves and an apron. He scrubbed the pots and pans, did the dishes, and wondered what was wrong with him. Usually he hated doing dishes, but now, horny, he didn’t mind it.

Though he did want to go to the bathroom and rub one out.

He finished the dishes and went upstairs. “Can I read another Grace Mansfield?”

She smiled yes and shot a book to his cell phone. He lay on his bed and began reading those saucy adventures. There was a lot of feminism here, and it wasn’t lost on him that these stories were encouraging his boners.

But, he liked boners. In fact, he was almost ready to go to the bathroom and relieve his testicles when Elize walked into his room.

He looked up, his mouth opened, and two girls followed her!

“Oh, my God!” He pulled his skirt down and tried to cover his boner.”

“Hi, Danny! “

“Hello.”

It was Jenny Harding and Laura Benson. They were his sister’s best friends, and they were sexy as all get out. Both of them had sweet faces and large breasts. They were each carrying a paper sack.

“What are you doing here?”

“Oh, he’s cute. But you’re right.” Jenny was a blonde and had the bluest eyes. “He really is flat.”

Laura knelt right in front of him. She brushed his hair back and held it. “He really needs to do something about his hair.

“I called the girls over to help. They know all about your problem, and they really want to help.”

“My problem,” his voice seemed a little high.

“Okay. We can fix flat. “Undo your buttons.”

“I will not!”

The girls giggled and they just pushed him back and Laura started undoing his buttons. Jenny waited, and Danny stared wildly, but with Elize helping his blouse was undone quickly.

“Okay, try this,” Laura held out a bra, this one had cups. Big cups. Double D cups.

Laura helped him, in spite of his embarrassment and blustering, and when his new bra was on she reached into her sack and pulled out two breast forms. Large ones. She quickly slipped them into his cups and began doing his blouse back up.

Danny stared at his new chest. The more buttons were buttoned the more tightly the material strained, the more obvious he became.

“Now that’s a bod,” declared Elize when Laura stepped back.

“I wish mine was that sexy. Lord, how the boys would stare at me.”

“They already stare at you, slut,” giggled Jenny.

“Okay, now the hair,” Jenny reached into her bag and pulled out a wig. It was an expensive wig and she settled it on his head. Suddenly he had long, sexy hair. It curled around his face and waved about his shoulders.

Jenny took the hair off and Elize and Laura placed a skull cap on his head. They slathered glue on a strip running along the edge of the cap, then Jenny pressed the wig back on. A minute later the wig was secure, and it looked as natural as his own hair.

“Oh, wonderful!” Laura clapped her hands.

Elize nodded and smiled.

“Oh, honey,” said Jenny. “You need a little color.”

She picked up the tube of lipstick and turned the base.

“Wait a minute?”

“What for?” She was sitting right next to him and he was aware of her face, her lips, her breasts. She was honestly puzzled. “You really need this.”

“It will really make you sexy. Men either look at lips or tits.”

“Or butts,” put in Elize.

“Tits first, lips second, butts are in the rear.”

They all chuckled at this bad pun.

“Now put your hands down and let me do this.”

Danny didn’t want to, but he was caught. He was trembling as Jenny placed the pink pillar on his lips and began coloring them.

The girls stared at his mouth fixedly.

“Now smack your lips,” said Jenny.

Danny did.

“Excellent.” She turned to the other girls. “Should I put gloss on them?”

“Yes.”

“No,” he said.

But he ended up with his lips getting a coat of shine.

“Oh, he’s beautiful. I could fuck him.”

“Hey! That’s my brother we’re talking about!”

“So? He’s got a dick, right?”

“Don’t care. No fucking.”

Danny couldn’t help it. He blurted, “Why not?”

The girls all went into gales of laughter.

“Because you’re my brother, stupid,” grinned Elize.

“But that shouldn’t stop me from…from…”

“He’s right,” agreed Laura.

Elize frowned, then said, “Okay, no fuck, but he can have a hand job.”

“Really?” squeaked Danny, and they all laughed.

“Come on!” Danny resisted a little, but only a little, as they dragged him out of the room and downstairs.

“Mom! Look!”

“Hey, Mrs. Montgomery.”

Danny was presented to her.

Danny’s heart was pounding. He was embarrassed, and his mother was looking at him, and he felt faint.

“Oh, Lord! Wonderful! He’s beautiful!”

Danny opened his eyes.

“Danny, you’re beautiful.” His mother was crying, dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief.

“I…I am?”

“Thank you, girls. you’ve given me a daughter I can be proud of.”

For a long moment everybody gushed and laughed and complimented Danny, then Elize said, “We’re going to walk Laura and Jenny home, then we’ll come back. Okay.”

“Of course honey.”

Laura and Jenny bid Elizabeth good by, then the quartet headed for the door.

Outside they walked quickly down the sidewalk. Laura took Danny’s hand and held it, and Danny’s cock was never harder. He couldn’t talk, but he didn’t have to. The other girl’s all chattered away, and though he didn’t speak, he was included, and he had never felt so wonderful in his life.

Laura lived one street over, and Jenny the street past that, so it was only a few minutes until they were walking up to Laura’s house.

Danny was sorry when she let go of his hand, then he got an extra thrill.

Laura put her hands on his face and pulled it close to her own. “You’re beautiful, Danny. And we’re going to have to figure out a name for you.”

She kissed him then. His eyes were open and he thought he was going to swoon. Her lips felt so perfect on his. Then she actually poked her tongue into his mouth.

She moved her face away, kept looking at him, then she said, “Girl’s, he’ll meet you on the corner.

“Whoa…”

“Danny’s going to get some!”

“Don’t let anything get on him.”

Elize and Jenny continued down the street, and Jenny pulled Danny into the shade of trees. She was a couple of inches taller than him, and she wrapped her arms around him, and now she really did mess up his lipstick.

Then her hand snaked under his skirt and into his panties.

“Oh!” Danny grunted helplessly.

She wrapped her hands around him and felt him.

“Oh, that is cute.”

“What?”

“It’s so small. I love it when penises are small. They just feel so cute.”

She continued kissing him, and suddenly he didn’t care that he was small down there. Not if what he had was making Laura so happy.

“Are you close?”

He nodded, and gulped.

“Good.” She took her hand out of his pants and laughed. “Now you’ll think of me all night long.”

“But…but…”

Laura ran for her front door. “Don’t masturbate now. Good girls don’t jack off.”

He stared after her, was frozen for a long moment. Then he remembered his sister and Jenny.

His cock feeling like it was huge, he tried to adjust it a little, but it was so stiff there was no adjusting. He ran down the sidewalk, They had given him Mary Janes to wear and he listened to the unfamiliar sound of the little shoes tapping on the cement.

“Well, it’s about time!”

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“Did she do you?”

And Elize actually groped him.

His own sister!

“Nope. Looks like you’re going to have to do it yourself, bro.”

Jenny took his hand now, and they walked over to the next block.

“I don’t think he should cum.”

“Really?”

“Of course not.”

“Because he’s your brother?”

“Because he’s too young. He should wait a while.”

“Oh, no,” whispered Danny.

The girls laughed.

They reached Jenny’s house, and she kissed Danny on the lips. And her hand brushed against his still hard cock. She breathed into his ear. “Don’t jack off, Danny. Don’t waste it. Who knows, maybe you’ll get lucky. Maybe some girl will want to go all the way with you.”

Then Jenny ran into her house and Danny and Elize were alone.

They walked back to their own house and Elize asked, “Do you think you’ll be able to go to school now?”

“I…I guess.”

“You’re got three bitchin’ girls behind you. Laura, Jenny and I, we’ll have your back. So…what do you think.”

“Okay,” said Danny, suddenly feeling a confidence and determination.

“Good. I’ll help you the rest of the weekend. I’ve got a few other girlfriends who would like to help…”

“Did you tell everybody about me?”

“Pretty much. It’s going to be all over town tomorrow. When you go back to school you are going to have a lot of friends.”

As they walked up the street to their house Danny was in heaven. Girls were liking him. They were feeling his penis. And they even liked the fact that he wasn’t big down there.

Maybe this dress thing was going to work out after all.

END

I loved this story so much I eventually wrote a book. It is called ‘Girlism,’ and you can find it on Amazon.
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Chastity by Wife

Feminization by Stepmother!

They had enough of his disrespect!


PART ONE

Barry didn’t like his stepmother!

She was ten years younger than his father, much too young, had to be a gold digger. His father was well off, his real mother had died, and Shelly had just moved right in. Like a miser to a dollar.

Oh, she put on a good face, smiling and joking, and she acted like she loved Baldwin, but she was ten years younger! How could she love an old man?

The worst thing was that when Barry tried to interject a little common sense to his father he just laughed at Barry. “Nonsense, son. Shelly has a heart of gold and I’m lucky to have found her!”

Yeah. Heart of gold…digger.

So Barry just tried to stay away from her. He had his own wife to take care of, and if his pop insisted on being a doddering old, fool…so be it.

After a few months, however, Barry was surprised when he received a call from Shelly.

“Barry, it’s time you and I had a heart to heart. This little war you’re waging is hurtful to your father.”

Barry frowned and looked at the phone. At that moment Sandy walked in, Barry’s wife. “Who’s that, hon?”

“It’s Shelly,” he said, which Sandy would have shortly guessed anyway from the look of distaste on Barry’s face.

“Oh, goody, gimme!”

He relinquished the phone and went into the other room. He hadn’t answered Shelly, and didn’t want to. He wasn’t going to go play kissy with that gold plated bitch!

His father liked her, his wife liked her, but there was no way he was going to sit down and play nice with her.

He went into the kitchen and took the bottle of bourbon down from the cupboard. He held a glass under the crushed ice dispenser on the refrigerator and the sound of frozen water being crunched drowned out the sound of his wife talking to Shelly.

“That sounds wonderful!” Sandy gushed when Barry could hear their conversation again.

He poured half a glass of bourbon, then poured half a glass of Coke. A Coke High. Mmmm. Just the thing to help him forget his stupid stepmother.

He sat in the big lounge chair in the living room and turned on the football game. He sipped bourbon slowly, couldn’t hear the drone of voices, and sighed. He simply didn’t understand why his father had gotten married again. He was happy, he traveled a little, and he enjoyed life. Why did he have to mess it up with this…this…bitch!

So there Barry sat, the game see sawing one way, then the other. The arguments and recriminations in his head going one way then the other.

Click. The game turned off.

Barry blinked then turned his head.

Sandy stood there, arms folded, a grin on her face.

“Hey! I was watching!”

“Who was ahead?”

“Who…what difference does that make?”

“If you know who was ahead then you were watching and I’ll turn the TV back on. But since you’re usually in a funk after talking to Shelly you won’t know what the score is and you will be willing to have a little chat with me.”

Barry avoided admitting that he didn’t know what the score was. He sighed, “It was a lousy game anyway. What do you want?”

Sandy sat down on the footstool and pushed herself in front of him. “Put your feet down and face me,” she said.

Frowning, Barry lowered the lift mechanism and put his feet on the floor.

Sandy leaned forward and put her hands on his knees. She was a very sexy woman, and between the physical contact and those hot, green eyes devouring his, he felt himself stirring.

“I am going to ask you for a favor.”

“Oh?”

“Yep. And it’s a big one. A doozy.”

“Since neither of us really knows what a doozy is…” he gave a wan smile.

“Ah ha! The clever boy wishes to play with words. Fortunately, I prepared myself since the last time you tried to get out of doing me a favor, I now know what a doozy is.”

Barry blinked. He didn’t expect that.

“A Doozy is a word coined from an ancient car called a Duesenberg. It was the best car ever made…” she smiled victoriously.

“No!” blurted Barry.

“Yep. Look it up if you wish, but after you grant me my favor.”

“You can bet I will. Now, the…oh, my! Where has the time gone! I’ve got an appointment—“

He started to get up but Sandy grabbed his groin and smiled.

“Urk!” he said.

“About that favor…”

He was frozen, halfway between up and down, and couldn’t move.

Barry’s voice was a little ragged as he asked, “If I could sit back down?”

“Of course.” She pushed his groin back and he sat, and she leaped from the stool to his lap. She placed her arms around his neck and smiled as she ground her pussy down on his now erect penis.

“Pop,” which is what Sandy called Baldwin, “is going to the orient. Business trip.”

“He mentioned that,” Barry said, eyeing her red lips, feeling her large breasts on his chest.

“Unfortunately, Shelly can’t go with him.”

He smiled. Bitch was grounded.

“Fortunately, I can.”

That stopped Barry. He stared. “You want to go to the orient with Dad?”

Sandy let a little of her excitement show. “Oh, honey. You know I’ve always wanted to go to the orient. To see Japanese zen temples…to stand on the Great Wall. It’s a whole culture, many cultures, and you know I’ve always wanted to go to the exotic far east.”

Barry blinked a few times. “I’m sorry, but I can’t go.”

“And nobody’s asking you to. I’m going to go with Pop. Pop will enjoy the company, I know you have work, and…and this is just perfect!”

“Well, uh…” Reticence was in his voice for no particular reason. He just had his routines and his wife jumping up and running halfway around the world on a whim was not one of them.

“I know. You’ll miss my home cooked meals. But I’ll stock the freezer with TV dinners.”

“Well, it’s not…” he trailed off. Truth was, it was a glorious opportunity for her. He let the idea roll around in his head.

Sandy wasn’t willing to let it roll around for too long, however. “Oh, I know…” she grinned at him.

“Uh oh,” he said, reading her mind was easy.

She licked his cheek and whispered, “You’re afraid you can’t go a month without sex.”

He jumped on that. “Yeah! I might hurt myself! My balls might shrivel up and fall off.”

She nodded. “Oh, you poor boy. I can totally understand that. But there is a solution.”

“For blue balls?”

She smiled an evil smile.

“Oh, no…you’re not thinking…you’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking…”

“Oh, baby. I am.”

“No! Not that! Anything but that!”

“Sorry, baby, but some things have to be.”

Barry was protesting, but he wasn’t serious.

“So I’ll be leaving in one week, and that leaves you one week to get all the sex you want. Because after that you’re going to be a suffering a sexual drought.”

Barry’s mouth was dry and he stared at her. His prick was ramming into her bottom.

“Ooh, I think he likes it.”

“It’s sick,” he said. “Chastity is unnatural. It’s immoral and evil.”

“And that’s why you love it so much.”

He was gulping at the thought of being locked up.

“But, I have a little surprise in store for you. This is not going to be your normal chastity. I bought you a new device. I was going to give it to you for your birthday, but it will make a nice, little parting gift.”

“So what’s not normal?”

“You’ll find out.”

“You’ll tell me now or it’s no deal.”

“Party pooper,” she accused him. “But…come on.”

She stood up, pulled him up by the erection, and dragged him to the bedroom.

“First we get your clothes off,” Sandy murmured, unbuttoning buttons and downing zippers.

Barry’s cock rose like a rocket. SPROING!

“Oooh! Somebody’s glad to see me.”

Sandy knelt and sucked the head of his cock into her mouth as she undid her own buttons. She stood up and smiled as she reached behind herself to undo her bra. Barry was so-o-o easy.

She pushed him back on the bed and shimmied out of her skirt and panties. She climbed up his body and pushed his chest so he was horizontal. She kept climbing a perched over his mouth. With a sigh she lowered herself onto his face. She could feel his nose and his tongue. She wiggled and giggled and settled herself precisely on his nose It felt good to have his pointy, little nose stuffed against her crack, and he grunted and tried to breath.

“Use your mouth, my little pussy face.”

He made the equivalent of a gargling sound with his nose and tried to eat her even as he breathed. It was a difficult task made harder by the way she rode his face.

For a long minute she rocked on him. She had her hands on the wall and her pussy was feeling like it was going to catch fire.

Suddenly she pushed up with her legs and pushed down on his head.

He slid out from under her, turned over and stood up.

“Okay, slick, make me howl.”

Barry was so horny he couldn’t think straight. He leaped on her and fit his penis to her crack.

“Not my asshole. asshole,” she grunted. “I’m not lubed for that.”

Honestly, Barry didn’t care which hole he fucked, he was that blind with lust. Still, he was smart enough to follow directions. She slid his penis into her vagina and snuggled up against her butt.

“Oh, yeah!”

Sandy had her hands on the bed now, and she dipped her shoulders until she was butt high and face turned against the sheets.

“Oh, fuck….oh, fuck!” Barry went crazy on her, giving it to her rough, just the way she liked it. They were like animals, doing it doggy style, and she could feel the slight curve of his dick pushing down into the roof of her vagina. She liked it this way because he always hit her G spot.

“Hunh…hunh…hunh…” he pumped into her, pulling back and shoving it in again and again and again.

She also liked it because when he rubbed that G spot she came faster. She didn’t have to worry about him coming too soon and leaving her high and dry.

With a groan her upper body tightened and arched and she felt her hips start to spasm. This was the important part, and Barry kept pounding as hard as he could.

“Fuck,” she finally whimpered, and she collapsed.

Barry had managed to hold off and get her to come first, but now it was his turn. He felt that trigger give way and semen started shooting up his shaft. With a big grunt he loosed his seed into her. For 30 seconds he pumped, his mind a white hot kaleidoscope, then he sagged onto her.

“Oh, heysoos wept,” he muttered.

A minute later she roused herself enough to say, “Off, lout.”

He laughed and rolled to the side.

They rested for another minute, then she pushed him, “Shower.”

They struggle to a sitting position, smiled at each other, then headed for the shower. Five minutes of soaping each other, especially their private parts, and they were out of the shower and drying off.

“Okay, so what’s this new chastity device?”

Sandy smiled and led him out of the bathroom. She sat him down on the bed and opened the top drawer of her dresser.

“This is the ‘Cellphonic Gazimbo.’”

“That’s the name? Really?” He chuckled.

“Don’t laugh, yee of little faith.” She opened the box, undid wrapping, and laid the pieces out on the bed.

The tube was standard chastity tube size. Just big enough for him to fit in and have a whole centimeter of space around his cock. The ring was a doozy, though. It was tight, thick at the bottom, and had a little string with a ball about the size of a large marble on the end. There was also a fob.

“What’s that?” He pointed at the ball.

“That’s the dingleberry. Yes. Another real name.”

“That would indicate that…uh oh….not up my asshole?”

She smiled widely. “Spread your legs, lover, I think I love you.”

He grinned and opened his legs wide. She put the ring on, then the tube. She clicked the pieces together. There was a built in lock, so no padlock to be cut.

“You can see the little wires inside the ring, and the tube has built in contact pads.”

“Contact pads? This is electrical?” he hadn’t. ever seen such a thing.

“How does it work?”

“First, let’s put the dingleberry where the sun doesn't shine.” She pushed the marble on a string into his anus and he gasped, and grinned.

“Nice, eh?”

“Uh….yeah. You could say that.”

“Now, as to how it works.” She reached over to the dresser and picked up her phone. “I synched everything last night. Now, I am calling your number…”

Barry heard his phone start to ring, then he lost all control. The dingleberry was doing something to his prostate, his cock was trying to stand up, and his eyes were rolling back in his head.

He blinked, and found himself laying back on the bed, his cock on the edge of pain for trying to erect inside the tube. 
“What the fuck?” he burbled, dazed, coming to grips with what had just happened to him.

Sandy was sitting next to him, one hand on the chastity device, giggling. “I can use the fob, but I can use my phone, too.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered.

“I can call you from anywhere in the world. Ten settings The directions said I can even give you an orgasm. Imagine that, an Orgasm from the top of Mount Fuji. And we’ve got a whole week to play with it before I leave.”

Barry stared at his groin in dismay. This was great…it was devilish…it was un-fucking-believable!

“Honey, I hate to tell you this, but I’ve got bad news.”

Barry had spent a week in a hellish heaven, or was that a heavenly hell? Sandy had tried out every setting on the Cellphonic Gazimbo, and he had been taken to an instantly squashed erection time and again. He had spent hours on edge, his cock actually dripping. There was one setting they had only tried once. The instant effect was a pleasure so great that he passed out. That had been a unique setting.

“What?” he asked. His eyes were a little unfocused. They hadn’t been able to make him instantly cum, which was supposed to happen on one setting, and he was looking forward to getting out of the device for one last cum before Sandy headed out for the orient.

“Well, I hate to tell you this…”

“You said that.”

“Yes, but…you see…”

“What?”

“My period started.”

“What?” His voice went into a higher pitch.

“I know. So inconvenient…”

“But I need to squirt! This has been…a week! I need—“

She put a hand on his mouth, then kissed his mouth, then reached down and shook his cage. “And I can’t find the key.”

His mouth opened but nothing came out.

“I’ve looked everywhere, but…”

“Oh, you’re pulling my chain,” he finally blurted.

“I wish I were. I had it in top drawer, but I’ve been through it, turned it inside out, even went through the laundry thinking maybe it somehow got snagged and…I can’t find it.”

“I’ll get a hammer.”

“Don’t you dare! That was very expensive! Besides, are you really going to pound on your dick with a hammer?”

“No, on the Cellphonic Gazimbo.”

And how hard do you have to hit before it breaks, and the hammer travels too fr, and maybe the plastic shatters and injects sharp shards into your favorite body part?”

Barry said nothing. His eyes were haunted. The combat soldier’s ‘thousand yard stare’ had nothing on him.

“And it really is expensive?”

“Yes, but…”

“Besides, wasn’t this the point of it all? To make you so horny? Now you’ll have five weeks of horniness instead of four. And I’ll be calling your penis from every port. We can actually talk on the phone and I’ll be able to hear your beautiful gulps and whines…it’ll be just that much more fun.” She grinned and rubbed his cock cage between her hands.

“But this is out of control.”

“Or you could just wear it and I could never call you.”

“Well, I don’t think we have to go that far…”

Sandy laughed. “That’s my horn dog. And honey, I am so sorry. I promise, when I get back we’ll get you out of it and…and I will really owe you.”

So they went to sleep that Thursday night, him gulping and gasping and having uncontrollable dreams, and her snuggling against him, feeling his over inflated balls and and finally drifting off to a pleasant sleep.

And awoke on Friday morning. Him bright dazed, gulping and gasping, her giggling as he tried to think and invariably failed.

They had packed her suitcase the night before so they just hopped into their car and headed over to Baldwin’s house.

Baldwin Silver was in his fifties, slender and trim and in great shape. He still had his own hair, though it was now silver.

Baldwin was fashionably late, so they entered the house and sat in the living room. At one point Baldwin came out, putting on a tie, and asked Sandy to come into the back with him.

Barry was left with Shelly sitting next to him. Great. His least favorite person in the world.

“So how’s it going, Barry?”

“Pretty good,” Barry said, not being particularly personable.

Shelly glanced at him, pursed her lips in a frown, then looked away, out the window.

Shelly was a beautiful woman. Quite striking. For a woman ten years older than himself she was statuesque with large breasts. Her face was not ugly. No way. If she hadn’t latched on to his father he might have thought she was beautiful, maybe even given her a tumble himself, if he wasn’t already married, that is.

At that point, just thinking those nasty thoughts, his cock stirred in his cage. He grunted, no way he wanted to be getting boners over Shelly.

Shelly looked at him again, seemed about to say something, but—Sandy came to the door and called out, “Shelly? Do you have a minute?”

“Sure,” she glanced at Barry, then went into the back of the house.

Barry sniffed. Bitch.

Finally, everything was ready to go and they headed off for the airport. At the airport everything went smoothly, and 45 minutes later Barry was driving back to drop off Shelly.

“It’s no secret that you don’t like me too much, Barry. So why?”

Barry sighed.

“I love your father, he loves me. I would think that you would be happy for him, for us. I’m not a bad person, you know.”

Barry just frowned.

“Come on, be honest. For once.”

“I just don’t…you’re too young for him.”

She blinked. “Age dictates love?”

He said nothing.

“You’re older than Sandy.”

“Seven years.”

“So the extra three between myself and Baldwin…that makes a difference.”

Barry focused on driving. The odd thing was that he was so damned horny from the week of being teased that his cock was trying to erect. And it was like he was trying to get erect just because he was in close company with Shelly. Except that couldn’t be it. He was just horny.

They were driving up the street to Baldwin’s house when Shelly bit her lip and muttered, “You’re a shallow person, Barry.”

“Says the gold digger,” he muttered.

“What? What did you say?”

“Nothing.”

Barry stopped the car and waited for her to get out. She turned to him, stared hard, and said, “That did it, Barry. You’ve pissed me off.”

“Whoop ti do.”

“But I’m not going to get mean and nasty, like you do. This next month I’m going to teach you what your father sees in me.”

He waited.

She soughed, then slid out of the car and walked to the front door without looking back.

Good riddance, Barry thought.

Barry headed for home, and not too long afterwards he was sitting in his underwear, sipping bourbon and watching a basketball game. Oddly, Sandy hadn’t buzzed him. His cock was starting to recover from the constant trials she had put it through. It was a happy thought, though a bit disappointing. He loved the torment of unrelieved horniness, but he found it a pleasure to actually be able to think clearly for a change. What a week it had been. Sandy had edged him for seven days straight, even interrupting his sleep to make sure he was at a peak of sexual desire.

He loved it, and he had drooled over her, eaten her to orgasms, and now he wondered when she was going to buzz him. Probably after she got off the plane. They were 30,000 feet up right now, and cell reception might be a bit spotty, if they allowed her to use her cell phone at all. Well, he should relax and enjoy this temporary calm. He had no doubt that once she—

Tootle de toot toot! There she was! It was her ring!

He picked up his phone, sipped bourbon and said, “You got me, lover.”

“I sure do,” responded Shelly.

Barry spit good bourbon and Coke out and sat up. “Shelly! What—“

ZZZZZZZZ! His groin exploded in pleasure. He grunted and doubled over. His cock slammed inside the cage, trying to get hard from the vibrations being delivered to it, his asshole felt like a party favor.

The buzzing stopped and Barry’s eyes uncrossed and focused. Shaking, he sat there, stupefied. Dumfounded. He whispered, “What are you doing with Sandy’s phone?”

“Didn’t you know, lover? Some of the places Baldwin and Sandy are going are not friendly to American devices. They had to leave their phones here and they’re going to pick up cheap phones over there.”

“But why do you have her phone?”

“Well, lover,” he hated that she was calling him that, “Sandy thought that we should be better friends. She explained about this little app she has, and if you want her phone you can come get it.”

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

Barry groaned and fell sideways on the couch. His groin felt like it was being sucked on and spat out at the same time. Shivers and tremors exploded from the crotch. His poor cock once again went into mortal combat with the cage containing it.

“Oh, please,” he said, when the buzzing ended. “Don’t do that!”

“What? This?”

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

“Ah, shit!” He yelped as he fell on the floor and writhed.

The buzzing ended and he lay there, gasping, trying to figure out which way was up.

“Barry? Lover? You still there?”

Barry was lightly sobbing and he begged, “Please, don’t do that again.”

“Oh, was that setting too much? How about this one?”

zzzzzzzzz!

Barry had been trying to stand up, but his knees buckled and he wound up on his knees.

“Don’t…don’t…”

“Okay, I won’t. I’ll do this, instead.”

ZZZzzzZZZzzz

Vibrations undulated through his cock and balls. He tried to stand up for a moment, then just lay on the floor. When the buzzing stopped he whispered, “What do you want?”

“Your unconditional love, sweetheart.”

He was silent.

“But not quite yet. We still have a whole month of playtime before us. Would you like to come pick up Sandy’s phone?”

“Yes,” he nodded. He wanted that phone more than anything in the world.

“So you like it when your wife plays with you, but not when I play with you.”

He said nothing. He knew a trick question when he heard one.

“Not going to answer, eh? Well, that’s okay. If you really want this bad, old phone then come on over.”

“You’ll give it to me?”

“I just said I would, lover.”

“No more tricks?”

She just chuckled. “You’d better hurry before I change my mind. Or maybe before I feel tempted to try another setting while you’re driving. Like this one.”

ZZZZZZZZZZZ

Barry experienced so much pleasure he passed out. It was wonderful, and it was terrible. When he came back to consciousness moments later the phone was dead. Shelly had hung up.

Barry had to clean himself up, first. He was sweating profusely and he had pre-cum all over his groin. He cleaned quickly, though, and within minutes he was in his car, speeding across town. He drove as fast as he could, worried that she might zap him before he arrived. He was not sure he could maintain control while driving if she did.

He arrived at Baldwin’s house and skidded to a stop. He got out and headed up the walk to the front door.

Shelly was waiting for him, a huge grin on her face. She was wearing a thin robe, silk, her nipples were erect and pushing the thin material out. Her boobs were perfectly defined.

He gulped and tried not to notice what he was compelled to notice. He really didn’t want to get a boner over her.

But he did. And his cock surged against the confines of the Cellphonic Gazimbo.

Fuck, he whimpered silently, trying not to show his condition.

She laughed. She knew what he was going through.

“Where’s the phone?”

“Why, Barry! Why such a hurry? Come in and have a seat. Let’s have a little chit chat.”

“I just want the phone,” his teeth grated.

“You don’t want to be friends? With a beautiful woman? With your own family?”

“You’re not my family,” he muttered.

“I’m so sorry you feel that way,” she answered. “Because I really want us to be friends.”

“I really want that phone.”

“Oh, very well. If you insist on being a pooper.” It’s on Baldwin’s desk.”

Barry headed back to his father’s office. He entered the room and saw the phone immediately. He frowned. this was too easy. But, too easy or not, he had what he wanted. He picked up Sandy’s phone and headed back out to the living room.

Shelly sat in a chair and watched him pass through. “Don’t want to have a little chit chat?”

He ignored her.

She said, “Well, then I’ll be seeing you.”

“Not likely,” he snapped.

“Aw…what a meany.” And she laughed.

Barry stopped and turned around. He stared at her. She was having too much fun. What the hell was going on here?”

He turned and went out the door. Down the walk. Into the car. He put Sandy’s phone on the passenger seat, heaved a sigh of relief and put the car in—ZZZZZZZZ!

Barry jerked with the shock of being buzzed. He had the phone. He looked at it on the seat, but how had he…what had…what the fuck…his mouth open he looked up. Shelly stood in the picture window, grinning. She held up her hand and she was holding the fob!

But how had she gotten that? That was at home…but, no. It was here. In her hand.

Well, no matter how she had gotten it, he was going to get it back. He jumped out of the car and headed back up the path. He didn’t knock, he just barged in, turned into the living room and held his hand out. “Give me that!”

“Before I do there’s something you—“

“Just give me the fucking fob!”

“Are you sure? There’s something you—“

“NOW!

She shrugged and tossed it to him.

ZZZZZZZZZ!

Barry’s groin exploded with the pleasure of the highest setting. He collapsed on the floor, pre-cum not just oozing, but shooting out of his cock.

A minute later he moved his head. “Oh,” he groaned.

Shelly was sitting across the room, legs crossed and one leg bouncing. One hand was raised and holding the fob.

Barry sat up and looked around, and the ability to think slowly cam back to him.

“What the fuck did you do?”

“Sandy gave me the fob, and there’s this little setting where a person wearing the…what’s it called? The Cellphonic Gazimbo?…can’t touch the fob. If he comes closer than three feet it automatically goes to the highest setting. How was it? The highest setting?”

“Sandy gave you the fob?”

“Oh, yes. She’s a little put out that you don’t treat me with proper respect. We talked it over and she came up with this plan.”

“What plan?”

“For the next month, lover, you are mine. You are going to live life as I live it. You’re going to experience what I experience. One month, and then you can go back to hating me.”

“But…my father…”

“Your father knows what’s going on.”

“But he wouldn’t!”

“Are you serious? You, better than anyone, know what a practical joker he is. He thinks you’re being foolish, too, and he wants this childishness to end.”

Barry sat there, recovering, trying to figure things out. In the end he finally asked, “What are you going to do to me?”

Shelly smiled the widest smile he had ever seen.


PART TWO

“You’ll be staying here for the next four weeks.”

Barry sat on a chair in the living room, his hands on his knees, and listened as Shelly laid down the law.

“You can address me as Mrs. Silver. Or, if you would prefer, Mommy.”

“Mommy,” the word dropped out of his mouth like a bird falls out of the sky. Just laid on the carpet dead.

“After all, I am your mother, technically.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Well, up to you. At least for the time being. I’ll be adjusting you as we go along. I might decide you have to call me mommy just because you need to.”

“I don’t…”

“What, dear boy?”

“Wy can’t I go home. I’ll never come over again. I’ll never see you again. I promise.”

“Me come between a boy and his father? I think not. No. This is just the way it has to be. Until you learn to mind your manners.”

Barry had nothing to say to that.

“So, first order of business, take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“A simple ‘yes, ma’am’ will suffice. Now, off with the clothes.”

“I’m not taking my clothes off!”

zzzzzzzzzzzz!

Barry groaned and bent at the waist. His cock seemed to be constantly drooling now. This not being a severe jolt he finally straightened up and said, “No.”

ZZZZZZZZZ!

“Oh, fuck,” his eyes were fluttering as his cock took the brunt of the buzz.

“It just gets worse and worse, honey.”

“No!”

ZZZZZZZZZ!

He lay on the ground, gasping, his hips twitching, moving as if fucking, but the only thing his limp dick was fucking was the chastity tube.

For an hour Barry kept saying no. For an hour he lay on the floor, sometimes his hips moving in fucking motions, sometimes sobbing, sometimes just spasming uncontrollably.

Finally, he passed out.

And awoke naked. Except for the Cellphonic Gazimbo, of course.

Shelly sat in the same chair, a pair of shears on the table next to her, his clothes rendered into little craps and rags in a pile on the floor in front of her.

“What’d you do,” he croaked, no longer suffering the eternal buzz of her displeasure.

“You’ve got a very nice penis, you know.”

He stared at his groin. He felt like a bull that had been swatted on the head with a four by four.

“I can see it might be a big one, if ever it escapes that Cellphonic Gazimbo thingy.”

It took a long moment, but Barry struggled to get on all fours, then he pushed on the couch to get on his knees.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Out. Home. I’ve had enough.”

“The police will arrest you.”

“And then they’ll arrest you.” He was speaking in a monotone.

Shelly sighed.

Barry got to his feet and staggered towards the front door. Shelly leaped to her feet and intercepted him in the foyer. The front door was three feet beyond her.

“Before you go…”

He stared at her. He was too tired to fight.

“What do you think Sandy is doing right now?”

“Eating noodles. I don’t know. I don’t give a fuck.”

“And how do you think she’ll feel to come back and find that you’ve been arrested, and that you got me arrested?”

“I…”

“And how do you think your father will feel? They know about this. They know what I’m doing, and it’s okay with them because they want family to be happy.”

He was aware that he was breathing. His strength was very slowly coming back.

“You’re not happy, and I told them I’d push your face into happy until you became happy. They were fine with that.”

“Torturing me makes you happy?”

She smiled. “You call extreme sex torture? Yet Sandy does this to you all week, and she threatens to do it all month, and you call it love. What’s the difference between whose finger is on the fob?”

Barry was moving his face now, assuming control over his eyes, his mouth. He was also thinking about what she was saying.

“Different,” he murmured.

“Yet you could make it no difference in your mind, if you had the guts.”

He stood in the foyer, the door behind Shelly, he was aware that he was drooling. He wiped his face with the back of his arm.

“And what have I really done, anyway? I took your clothes off. I see you naked. Is that really that serious? Who’s being hurt?”

“I am,” tears began flowing then, and he was too tired to stop them.

“But is it me that’s hurting you? Or is it your own stubbornness?”

“I want to leave.”

She stepped to the side, leaned towards the door, grabbed the knob, turned it and pulled. The door swung open to reveal a beautiful summer day.

Barry took a step, another step. He stopped on the very threshold.

He was sniffling, drying tears that didn’t seem to end. He looked at Shelly.

She was watching him with sad eyes.

And he could move no further.

What she had said, it wasn’t right, but it wasn’t all wrong, either.

His shoulders shaking with sobs, she moved forward and helped him move back from the door. She closed the door and walked him down the hallway. Into the master bedroom. The room where she and his father slept.

She helped him into bed and he finally gave up. It was mere seconds before he was asleep and snoring.

Barry opened his eyes and felt curiously refreshed. And, of course, horny. He was lying on top of the big poster bed in his father’s bedroom. He reached down and groaned. He had to pee, and that was going to hurt until he relieved himself. He rolled off the bed and walked, bent over, to the bathroom. He sat down, like a girl, and peed. No solid stream, just a weird splattering as the Cellphonic Gazimbo diffused his stream.

The pain gone, though his cock had once again decided to try to get hard, he sat for a long time and just thought.

He couldn’t believe the mess he was in. Heck, he liked a little slap and tickle, but this was ridiculous. And he didn’t ever want to go through another one of those super BUZZ sessions.

Still, what were his choices? Submit or buzz? And he rationally figured out that he was going to have to go with the flow.

Fighting back, resisting didn’t do him any good.

He stood up and walked back into the bedroom. His father’s clothes!

But his father was a foot shorter than him, and skinny. No way he could fit into those clothes, and even if he could he knew that Shelly would start buzzing him. She had already proven she could buzz him all the way across town.

He padded out of the bedroom and headed down the hallway. Shelly wasn’t anywhere. Then he heard a splashing sound. He walked through the dining area to the rear patio. Shelly was in the swimming pool. She was doing laps, and she had no clothes on.

Barry stared at her large boobs. Man, she might be a bitch, but she had a world class set of ta tas.

He stepped out the door and watched her for a minute.

Back and forth, Australian Crawl. No wasted motion. She was wearing a cap and every time she turned her body her breasts showed, rolled, went back under the water.

He sat down and waited.

And he wondered, what am I waiting for?

He didn’t know, but what else was there for him to do?

Eventually she stopped at the shallow end of the pool. She held to the side, was breathing lightly, then she walked up the steps.

He was treated to the emerging of her body, a shapely thing of curves and sex. His dick, which was constantly striving to grow hard, tried harder.

She turned and saw him and smiled. “Hey, lover! I thought you were going to sleep forever.”

“Well, I had quite a work out.”

“That you did. Come over here.”

His eyes narrowed slightly. It wasn’t exactly a command, but he didn’t want to give her an excuse to buzz him. He walked around the edge of the pool and she held out a towel. “Dry me off, stud.”

He blinked. She had the kind of body men would die for, and she treated it casually. Dry me off…stud.

He raised the towel and she moved into him. He rubbed her body and she turned and preened under his attention. “Get under my boobs, honey. I hate it when water gets caught under the fold of boob.”

He lifted her boobs with toweled hand and blotted and absorbed water.

She stepped back and bent over, showing him her perfectly round ass. “Make sure I’m really dry down there. I don’t want to get a rash.”

He dried her pussy.

She grabbed his hand and smushed it harder into her crotch. “Harder, honey. And if you want to stick a finger in my pussy go ahead. That’s what Baldwin likes to do. Although he usually uses his dick and not just a finger.”

That sort of froze Barry up and she giggled and straightened up. then she turned, raised up on toes and quickly kissed him on the mouth. Then she pushed him into the pool.

He came up spluttering.

“You stink, and you need to wash the dried up stuff off your cage. Lordy, I’ve never seen so much pre-cum in my life. How come you haven’t cum yet?”

She sat down and watched him stand in the pool. He was like a confused deer, not sure what to do.

“I mean, I read the directions, you should have cum from all the jolts I gave you. So how come no cum?”

“I don’t know,” answered Barry.

She frowned. “Maybe you just need a helping hand, learn how to do it the first time. I’ll bet that’s it.”

He stepped up the steps and walked around to stand in front of her. Then he realized he didn’t have any purpose, so he jumped back in the pool.

He floated in the water for fifteen minutes. After the suffering of the morning he welcomed the pleasure.

Finally, however, it was time to get out.

He got out, lay on a lounge chair and let the hot sun dry him off.

“Men have it so easy.”

He looked at her.

“Make a mess and drip dry. You have a shake and bake personality, and you think everything is goosy.”

“Goosy?”

“Goosy. Like all right.”

He considered her words. They didn’t make any sense.

“You don’t understand what I’m saying, do you.”

“Nope.”

He wasn’t speaking in one word sentences, but at least he was speaking.

“Jump in the pool and I’ll show you.”

At the expression on his face she said, “Go on.”

Sighing, he got up, jumped into the pool. When he turned to face her she was gone.

He blinked, went to the shallow end and climbed the steps. When he stepped out of the pool she was waiting for him.

She toweled him off with a big, fluffy towel. She rubbed all his private parts, toweled his chest off and teased his nipples. She held a blow drier to his groin and dried the Cellphonic Gazimbo thoroughly.

She had him bend down and she toweled his hair thoroughly. Her big boobs right in front of his face. Suddenly she pulled his head forward and his face mushed in between her mountains. “Baldwin loves to do that. Never misses a chance. Horny, old dog.

Barry pushed back,  surprised, but she just laughed. She took out a bottle of lotion and began smoothing it on him.

“What is this?”

“It’s a sweet smelling surprise.” She got it on every square inch of flesh below the neck. It wasn’t that sweet smelling, and he looked at his body with distaste. “Can I wash it off?”

“Hold on for a minute,” Shelly said. She tucked her hair under the bathing cap again and grinned at him. She stepped closer to him. “Wanna kiss me?”

She was close to him, her breasts almost touched his chest.

“No.”

But he was overly aware of her sex, just inches from him.

“You liar,” she grabbed his ears and pulled his face down to where it was two inches from hers. She occupied his sight. “Come on, you idiot, kiss me.”

Her lips were so red and full, her green eyes were so damned alive.

“No…hey!”

“What?”

“This lotion is starting to burn!”

“Oh, my God! Man on fire!” She pushed him into the pool.

Once again he came up spluttering. She had jumped in, too, and she began wiping the lotion off him.

The relief was instant and he sighed. “What was that?” She was wiping the stuff off his groin, and her hands touched his balls and his cock, of course, tried to stand up.

“Just some sweet smelling goop.”

“But it wasn’t sweet smelling. Sort of stinky.”

“One man’s stink is another man’s perfume.”

She pulled him out of the pool, and toweled him off, then she had him towel her off. Then she brought out another bottle, this one was sweet smelling. Too sweet smelling, but she insisted on wiping it on all of his flesh, and then having him slather it on her.

He rubbed her flesh, and she made him rub her tits extra long and she sighed and moaned a little. Then she took her towel and ran it between her legs. She began running it back and forth over her vagina “Help me,” she begged, her eyes growing hot.

He gripped the towel and used his strength to rub her pussy like a shoe shine boy would make a shoe shine.

Suddenly she quivered and almost fell. She grabbed on to him and held on.

“Oh, my God! Did you?”

She nodded. “And it felt good. Baldwin loves to do that to me.”

Barry just stood there, staring, stunned.

“Come on.”

She led him into the house. They walked past a key table where the fob sat in a shallow bowl. He wanted to grab it, and he was afraid.

“Sit at the dining table.”

He sat down and she headed into the back. A moment later she returned with a nail kit.

“What are you doing?”

“What are ‘we’ doing.”

“Okay, what are we doing?”

“‘We’ are doing our nails.”

“Your nails.”

“Our nails. I’m going to show you how to do yours.”

“I don’t want to.”

For answer she picked up the fob and placed on the table four feet from him.

She turned to the kit, then stopped and looked at him. She leaned over and pressed the fob.

zzzzzzzzz!

He shivered, and it felt good to have his groin vibrated.

“Done once and it really is quite pleasant. It’s when you get overloaded that it gets crazy.”

“Uh, yeah.” He suddenly wanted her to zap him again, and make him cum. Except he hadn’t been able to cum that way.

“Put your feet up here. You’re a stiff, old man,” she giggled, “So I’ll do your toenails. But when we start on the fingernails I’m really going to work you.”

“But I really don’t want to do this.”

“Why not? It’s not manly?”

“Not exactly.”

“So you’re scared of what? That you’ll like it? That you’ll turn into a sissy?”

“I’m no sissy.”

“Prove it.”

“I don’t have to.”

“You have to prove it to me. Now get your feet up or I’ll zap you until your balls turn blue.”

“I think they‘re already blue,” Barry mumbled tersely, but he put his feet up on the chair, and that’s when he saw it. “Where’s my hair?”

“What hair?” she answered, full of innocence.

“That stuff! That burning lotion stuff!”

“That was a depilatory. You’ve been depiled. Or depilated. Or something.”

She was sanding his toenails, shaping them, trimming them. She was gentle, and her hands felt good on his feet. Still, he was assaulted by less than manly feelings and he wanted to jerk his feet away.

“Oh, this is going to be pretty,” she unscrewed a bottle and looked up at him. “Better close your eyes, this is going to hurt.”

He glared at her. She shrugged and began painting.

Three downward strokes with a bright, red polish. His toenails glistened, then dried. She put on three coats, then applied a hard lacquer. he stared at his toenails as if in shock. His guts were churning inside. He had never felt so horny in his life. His cock was bouncing around inside his chastity cage like a madman with a hot foot. He felt a spike of fire driving inside him. He wanted to cum in the worst possible way. Too bad, so sad, no cummie for him.

Then Shelly moved his feet off the chair and did her own toe nails. He was amazed at how fast and efficient she was. Never a spilled drop, never a missed stroke. Perfectly in the lines. Red and glistening and sexy.

He found himself staring at her vagina. The way her feet were up it was presented perfectly. A slit within two petals. A nub at the top. Glistening with juices.

She noticed him staring and laughed. He looked away.

“Go ahead and look. You can even touch, if you want.”

“That’s…that’s…”

“What? Sick?”

He just looked away.

She reached up and grabbed his chin and made him look at her. “I’m not the one suffering here. I can cum as much as I want, and you can get me off with your fingers or tongue, or even my trusty strap on in the other room.

“But that’s cheating!”

“That’s getting off, jacking off using your body parts, but never your dick. Your dick would be cheating, and I certainly won’t do that. But I would love to feel your tongue sliding across my pussy until I pop my cork.”

He stared at her and tried to be disgusted. But he wasn’t disgusted. He was too horny to be disgusted.

She did his fingernails, placing long fakes on his own nails. His hands became slender, feminized, and she chuckled at how his cock was jumping in the tube.

Then she had him do her nails, and he made a holy mess of it.

“You clumsy man,” she would say. “Do it again.

Again and again he tried to get it right. But it was delicate work and his hands would shake or not move right, and she finally had to take over.

It was late when they finally finished, and Shelly took him into the kitchen and they prepared dinner. Of course, again he made a mess. He couldn’t do the simplest things with his new fingernails, and she just kept laughing and worked behind him to fix his mess.

It was growing dark outside when they finished dinner, and they were silent as they washed the dishes.

“Come on, lover, let’s go watch some TV.”

They sat in front of the big screen TV. Bourbon and Coke plentiful. Both naked, except for his Cellphonic Gazimbo. They watched episodes of ‘The Black List’ and she played with his caged cock. Every once in a while she would press the fob and zzzzzzz!

He would arch his back and he couldn’t stop his hips from spasming. Then she would lean against him, pull his arms around her, place his hands on her breasts, and play with his caged cock until it was time to zap him again.

The night passed in a wonderful sort of haze of sex interspersed with bourbon. Finally, getting late, Shelly turned to Barry and asked, “Do you still hate me?”

He was silent for a time, but finally looked down and mumbled, “No.”

“But you don’t love me.”

His head jerked up. “I love my wife!”

She smiled. “Good answer. Let’s go to bed and you can get me off.”

He was now a little panicked. He thought she was, after all her words, going to fuck him. And she was, but not in the manner he thought.

She had him sit on the edge of the bed and she got out a strap on and placed it around his waist.

He stared at the big cock in wonder. It was bizarre, surrealistic, to see himself with a large cock that wasn’t his, his own cock tucked into the Cellphonic Gazimbo.

“Okay, honey, do I have to tell you what to do?”

She didn’t. Barry was so sexually excited he climbed onto her, he used his mouth and raped her pussy with it. She held his head and groaned and arched her back.

He moved up her body to her breasts, his hands massaging her pussy as he sucked on her breasts. Then she pulled him higher and they were kissing, passionately, lost in each other.

She spread wide and stared up at him as he drove the big, plastic dildo into her. Her eyes opened wide as he jammed his way into her. She wrapped her legs around him and he began driving into her ruthlessly.

“Oh, God!” she cried out.

He had never been horny, to actually be in her without being in her, to be this close to somebody squirting their brains out, it was amazing, and more frustrating than anything he had ever done.

At last, her done, him still inside her, she held to him. She was gasping for breath, her pussy open like a flower in spring, her insides feeling like a hot spring coming uncoiled.

He lay on her, in her, and he wondered at himself. He had never felt so alive. He wanted to get out of the stupid chastity cage and do some real fucking. But that was not on the menu.

They lay, entangled, her just enjoying the feel of being opened and stuffed, and she said, “I’m going to dress you up and we’re going out tomorrow. We’re going to put make up on you and you’re going to wear the coolest lingerie…and you’re going to love it.”

“That’s too much,” he whispered. “I can’t do that.”

“I’ll make you you do it. Remember what I said. I’m going to show you what it’s like to be me. You’ve got to learn how to fuck and be fucked by me. You‘ve got to walk in my shoes…my high heels.”

“I can’t do that,” he insisted.

“You can give it up now and enjoy the month, or tomorrow I will zap you until you’re unconscious and fuck you anyway. The only question is, do you want to learn to fuck like me as a victim? Or as a person who knows what they want?”

His mind sorted through possibilities. Heck, she had a dick. All she had to do was take it off him and put it on and she could do him like he had just done her.

“No.”

But he was confused. Everything had been so good. He was so horny. And there was this thrumming excitement coursing through him.

He had long fingernails. He had no manly hair. They had been making out all night, his cock and balls felt like they were about to explode from anticipation.

“Nonsense,” she whispered, finally pushing him out of her. She bent over him and unbuckled the strap on. He watched in dread fascination as she buckled it on to her own waist.

“You’ve got that dingleberry up your fanny. If that doesn’t make you want to explore anal then nothing will.

“I’m afraid,” he said, even as he faced his fear.

“I know. Once I fuck you you’ll be gay.”

He opened his mouth in shock, then said, “No!”

She started laughing, “Of course not. Now, come on. Roll over and get up on your hands and knees.”

He wasn’t fully able to, but with her pushing and pulling him along, he finally presented himself to her.

First she lubed him thoroughly. She played with his balls, gave him a light zzzzzz. The buzz wasn’t as intense because the dingleberry was no longer in him, but it was enough. He was so damned horny…and she placed the tip of the dick against his button. Slowly, massaging him, working it around, kissing him, she inserted it into him.

He gasped when the head popped through the ring. He was officially plugged, his hole was opened and accepting, and she began to push inward by small thrusts.

“Ack…unh…un!” Inch by inch the thick shaft lid into him opened him up further and further. Then he felt plastic balls press agains his own trapped balls.

It was heavenly. It was like nothing he had ever felt.

He sighed and pushed back and waited, and she began to fuck him. Long, loving strokes. And he fucked back and gave himself up to her.

He submitted to her loving authority.

And the dildo pressed on his prostate and, finally, his semen began to leak out of him.

For a month they played. She buzzed him every day, again and again. They slept at night, enwrapped in each other’s arms. They got up, dressed up as women and went out on the town. They went to restaurants and shopped, he learned how to conduct himself as a woman so well other women couldn’t tell he wasn’t a she.

But it all started that first night, when she popped his cherry and showed him how a woman felt.

When a man finally understands the other sex, intimately, from the true viewpoint of that other sex, there is no stopping him.

A man who has experienced the woman’s viewpoint has an advantage over all other men.


EPILOGUE

Barry and Sandy dropped Baldwin and Shelly off, Shelly ran back outside and handed Sandy her telephone and fob. Then Barry headed for home. On the way they talked about her trip, but as soon as they walked into the house she asked,  “So how’s Mr. Dick?”

“Oh, God!” he whimpered. “I need to squirt.”

“You mean Shelly never taught you to squirt with anal?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Then you don’t really need to squirt.”

“But I do!” he begged.

She laughed. She put her suitcase on the table and opened it up. “Honey, I bought you a present.”

He watched as she opened a bag and brought out…a strap on! With an even bigger dildo!

“Oh, no!”

“Oh, yes. And I’m telling you right now…you don’t really need to squirt.”

“But…but…I need to get out of this Cellphonic Gazimbo!”

“Honey! I haven’t even started to explore the Gazimbo. Shelly’s had you for a month. She got to dress you up and fuck you and parade you around…now it’s my turn.”

“But, honey…”

She held up the fob and…ZZZZZZZZ!

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

The Feminization Games


Womanus Superior!

Feminized and castrated he became a woman.

They didn’t know what they were unleashing!


PART ONE

“But there’s got to be somebody out there who will hire you!”

Dan felt about two inches tall.

“I’ve tried everything. I’ve applied everywhere. I’ve even applied for teaching jobs! There’s just nobody hiring. At least, not in my line of work.”

Dan was smart. Too smart. Which translated as over qualified.

“You’re going to have to find something. I can keep us going, but…”

“But it’s all falling on you, and I know that that is not fair.”

Nancy sighed glumly. “I’m not blaming you, honey.”

“I know, but I feel so guilty. I’m supposed to be the man of the family, I’m supposed to support you, and…I can’t even get a job at McDonalds.

Suddenly Nancy blinked.”I’ve got an idea.”

“What?”

“Do you remember Wanda Jones?”

“Do I? She was second in the my class. She hated me because I aced her out by one fucking point.”

“Yes, I ran into her a year or so ago, and she was talking about a start up, and…yes, she hated you.”

“So…your point?”

“So she’s going to give you a job.”

“What? You’re crazy! She hates me, I aced her out for top spot, and she’s going to hire me why?”

“She’s going to hire you because respect trumps hate.”

“What?”

“When I saw her in Dallas last year, that big women’s convention, we sat down and discussed you. And while she hated that you out did her, she also respected you.

“That doesn’t mean she’ll hire me.”

“Honey, leave it to me. I guarantee I will get you a job by Friday. A good paying job doing what you love.”

Dan frowned. He didn’t believe it. Not for a minute.

Nancy suddenly stood up and started taking her clothes off. “However, there is a price to pay.”

“Now we’re talking,” Dan grinned.

“The price is that if I get you this job you will give me one month of  of cumless fucks.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

Nancy almost ripped her blouse off, then unfastened her bra. Her large breasts flopped out and she grinned. “That’s my price, Danny boy. I’m going to get you your dream job, and you’re going to fuck me without cumming. No mess, just white hot love.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“Oh, you’re going to do that. And you’re going to start tonight.”

“So I screw you until you squirt, I don’t squirt, and…and what if you don’t get me that job?”

“Then it’s you who gets the cumless sex.”

“You’re saying that you’ll do without cums if you don’t get me a dream job.”

“Absolutely.” She grabbed his buckle and unbuckled, pulled his pants off and his cock stuck out through his boxers.

“Are you sure? I know you like to cum, and I know I’m going to win…”

“I am so sure that if you make this bet and I lose then you can screw me in any orifice you wish.”

“Any orifice?”

“Any. Orifice. With your dick.”

“So if I want a blow job you’ll swallow.”

“If I don’t get you a job.”

“And if I want to stick my weenie up where there isn’t any sunlight…”

“If I don’t get you the job.”

“And now that you’re undressed and I’m undressed…you wanted to have me squirt in you right now, without you squirting.”

“Oh, no. You’re going to give me my first cumless fuck.”

She turned off the lights and dove into the bed.

Dan blinked, and sighed.

“Come on, big boy. Get me off. And you’d better not squirt!”

Dan loved cumless fucks, and he hated them.

Yes, it was fun to be so horny he couldn’t stand it. He loved being horny and desperate and in love with his wife. He loved being so damned alive and unable to do anything about it but suffer the incredible pleasure of the boner that wouldn’t quit.

But it was also incredibly hard to do. He would be rubbing up against his wife, offering to do things for her, taking her out and wishing, even when he knew she wouldn’t deliver.

She rolled up on her side, reached down and grabbed his weenie.

He sighed again. Honey, if you are just pulling my chain…” he warned.

She pulled on his dick. “I am pulling your chain, and I am looking forward to a month of being satisfied without the stinky after taste.”

He pushed her back and bent over her chest and began sucking on her nipples.

“Oh, yes!” she hugged his head to her breasts and arched her back.

He slid between her legs and slipped into her vagina. His cock slithered along the vaginal passage, rubbing veins and feeling so damned good it was amazing.

“Oh, yes,” she blurted.

He pushed in and out, slowly, taking his time. Finally, he was close. He pulled out and she groaned. This was the torture part for her. She wanted his dick in her in the worst possible way. But if he stayed too long he’d cum, and they both knew it.

He moved down her body and began kissing her pussy. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “This is what I’m talking about.”

His mouth was like a little sucker pod, nibbling and biting and kicking at her labia, her clitoris, her snatch. He had a long tongue and he inserted it right into her hole and began lapping away.

“Fuck!” she whimpered.

Now he was horny, but in no danger, and he redoubled his efforts, pushing several fingers into her pussy.

She held his head to her nipples and whispered. “Are you going to fist me?”

He couldn’t speak, his mouth was so busy pulling on her nipples, but he nodded.

Nancy was flexible, and she spread her legs wide. Dan put his fingers together and began poking and pulling.

Nancy gasped and held on.

Slowly his fingers made deeper and deeper entry. She was tight, but his repeated battering had effect. She became juicier and her muscles opened up and, suddenly, the ridge of his knuckles slipped past her opening. His hand was inside her.

She clung to him, her mind a white sheet of heat, and he formed his fist and began slowly punching into her.

Her hips began twitching and spasming, then she began to jerk.

“Hunh!…Hunh!…Hunh!”

She began to cum then. She couldnt’ think for the wonderful sensations exploding in her pussy. She jerked, her hips bounced up and down, and Dan kept doing the slow punch.

Finally, she stopped moving. She was laying, gasping, and she let go, let he arms flop out, and Dan waited.

Every once in a while she would twitch.

“Are you done?” he whispered.

“Almost…almost…” her voice was a whimper.

And, two minutes later she gulped and pushed his arm.

He pulled out of her and she writhed and whined, then collapsed back on the bed.

Dan got up and watched his arm off.

She lay on the bed, finally turning onto her side.

Dan came back to bed and was happy that he had satiated her. And his cock stuck out and throbbed and reminded him that he was still horny.

Man, after this she better get him a good job. And he wondered what it would be like to work for his arch enemy, Wanda Jones.

The next day Nancy made one phone call. She was sitting on the patio and she talked for about a minute, then she hung up.

Dan was watching TV in the house and he studied her.

She laughed and gave him a thumbs up. Then her phone rang.

She talked for maybe two minutes, then hung up. She came into the house and turned the TV off.

“Hey!” I was watching?”

She plopped down on the couch, slipped her flats off and put her feet in his lap. “I was just thinking about how much I’m going to enjoy a month of cumless fucks.”

He shook his head. “I have never seen so much overweening confidence.”

“Double or nothing?”

He chuckled. “Two months of cumless fucks?”

“No. Make it three,” she blurted.

He was gently rubbing her feet.

“What? You get me an interview and think it’s a done deal?”

“Something like that.”

He shook his head. “I never…okay. Three months. But when I win I get total and unrestricted access to your butthole. And believe me, honey of mine, I am going to use that wonderful orifice.”

Nancy nodded. She smiled. “Three months. You won’t jack off. You won’t cum. You’ll do nothing but wait on me hand and foot.”

He shook his head. There was no way she could win. It normally took a month just for a vetting, then there were meetings with department heads, got to make sure you’re a good fit for the company.

Dan shook his head. “I’m looking forward to this.”

“You start work this Friday. Report to building E at the Chimera Complex.”

He blinked. “You mean for a job interview.” His mind couldn’t quite grok what she had said.

“I mean for a job. I talked to Wanda’s secretary, it took me a minute to let her know that I knew Wanda personally, and she passed the message on, and that second call was Wanda. I said you needed a job and she said you can start Friday.”

Dan pushed her feet off his lap and sat up. On one hand he was elated. On the other hand…he couldn’t believe it.

“You’re serious.”

Nancy giggled and pounded her fists on the couch in victory.

Dan stood up. “I have a job!”

“Doing what you love. There’s no way Wanda isn’t going to fit the only person in the world smarter than her into the perfect position. Your dream job.”

“Chemical research.”

“That’s what they do out there.”

“But…but…” then it hit him. His face turned a little white. “The bet.”

Nancy lay back and grinned. Three months of cumming with no mess. Oh, God! A dream for you and a dream for me!”

“But you bet me knowing…”

“And you fell for it.”

“But…honey, you can’t…not….not to me!”

“Every night. Multiple times a night. Oh, God! Are you going to be horny or what?”

“But I’m already horny!”

“Yep.

“You’ve got to let me have a mercy fuck! One cum before I serve my sentence!”

“Nope.” She grinned and put her feet back up on his lap. “And if you don’t make me happy I’m going to be you a chastity belt and make it six months!”

“Oh, fuck,” his voice was a breathy whimper. “Three months.”

“Three months,” she nodded. Then, “And we can start right now.”

At eight in the morning Dan parked his car in the employee parking lot. He walked up the walk and studied the Chimera Complex.

There were four buildings. Steel and mirror blocks set back against a forest. There were pebble paths that led between the buildings, a couple of fountains, and and a horde of people hurrying into work.

Dan walked into the front building and reported to reception.

“I’m Dan Walker. I’m supposed to—“

“Mr. Walker! Wonderful to meet you.” The girl behind the reception desk was blonde, short, stacked, and had the happiest blue eyes Dan had ever seen.

“We go by first names around here. I’m Liz, and everybody will address you as Dan. Is that all right?”

“Of course.”

She was speaking fast, but he had no trouble keeping up.

“We have the obligatory paperwork, then I’ll take you back to the labs.” She handed him an iPad and directed him to a chair in a small area to the side. He sat down and began filling out the forms.

Five minutes later he was back at the desk and Liz took the iPad. She stood up, straightened her dress, which emphasized her sizable boobs, and chirped cheerfully, “Follow me.”

Dan followed Liz over a polished floor to a very thick looking security door. His hand print was recorded and they walked back along a long corridor.

Down a stairway to a tunnel.

“Whoa!” Dan blurted as they stepped onto a slidewalk.

Liz giggled. “You’ll hear the rumors, but there was apparently a situation back east. A rival company actually invaded Chimera offices. Since then everything of importance, and that means labs and research, are accessed through tunnels.”

Dan nodded and watched the walls past. Somebody had painted out doorsy scenes on the walls of the tunnel. There were little security globes every fifty feet or so.

After a minute they stepped off the slideway and entered through another door. This one was thick, also, but had no palm print reader next to it.

“No need for security here?”

“They check you out when you get on the slidewalk. If you aren’t acceptable the slidewalk stops and the doors lock down.”

“Wow.”

They entered the labs proper, and Dan was impressed. Thick windows, endless rooms filled with lab supplies. Computers everywhere. This was the most high tech lab he had ever seen.

“Right back here,” Liz opened the door and ushered Dan into a small room with a dozen chairs and a wall sized monitor on the wall. There were eight women in the room, all sitting in a big circle, and they all turned to inspect him.

“Wanda, here’s Dan.”

Wanda Jones was sitting in a chair at the head of the circle, and she was exactly as Dan remembered her. She was half a foot taller than him with a world class set of knockers. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a pony tail and her blue eyes were large and set apart. The intelligence in those eyes was….massive.

She stood up and greeted him. “Dan! When I found out you were available…” she actually hugged him. That was not as he remembered her. She was a high test competitor, not a huggee type.

She turned to the women in the meeting. “Ladies, this is the only officially certified person in the world that is smarter than me. He is also married to the only person in the world better looking than me…”

Everybody chuckled. Dan studied the faces as they studied him.

“Seriously, Dan aced me out by one single point on the doctorate exam and I will never forgive him. But he is the perfect fit for what we are doing here.”

Dan smiled.

“Have a seat, Dan. Let me finish the briefing, then I’ll show you around.”

An hour later Dan had been given the cook’s tour. He had been inside every building, met a dozen department heads, and was walking back to the main labs.

“So what do you think, Dan?”

“I’m blown away,” he answered honestly. “You’ve gone far beyond me.”

“I was lucky.”

He  made a sound of disbelief. “If luck is hard work.”

She smiled.

“So, I understand what Chimera does, but what is it you want me to do.”

They stepped on to the slidewalk and gripped the rubber rails.

“I need somebody to oversee MCRS.”

“Which letters stand for?”

“Male Cosmetics Research Section.”

He turned to face her. “Male cosmetics. I’m aware that some men use cosmetics.

“Dan, the average woman spends $1,500 a year on cosmetics.There are eighty million women who wear cosmetics in the United States. That’s $120 billion a year.”

Dan whistled.

“Once we open up the male market you can double that.”

Dan blinked. “That’s a quarter trillion dollars a year.”

Wanda smiled. “And that’s just the United States.”

“That’s more than most countries make.”

“And we’ve got a huge problem.”

They had stepped off the slidewalk now, and they stood and conversed in low tones. Intimate tones.

“Which is?”

“Cosmetics is considered a female endeavor. We can’t find qualified men to help with the research. Especially when they learn about our hands on approach.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“Dan, you’ll not only oversee some of the smartest gals in the west, but you’ll have to wear some cosmetics yourself.”

That was a blinker of a moment, and Wanda knew it. She studied him. Waited.

Dan slowly nodded. “Creams, powders. On my face.”

“And  eye shadow and even shades of lipstick.”

“On my face.”

“You’ll be able to take it off at the end of the day, except for a few long term products. We dream of the day when women don’t have to take off their face before bed.”

“But if they have to put on their face every day…isn’t that more sales?”

“If they don’t have to put on their make up but once a week, or even once a month, then they’ll pay bigger bucks. Long lasting make up has much more profit potential.”

Dan nodded. in truth, he was overwhelmed. He was going to be expected to wear make up. Maybe even long term make up.

“The god news is that this town is dedicated to Chimera. The women in town work in the company, and nobody will blink if they see you in make up.”

“But not many of the husbands work for Chimera.”

“No,” she admitted.

“So I’ll be wearing make up.” And he thought, And not cumming.

“Dan, this is one of the most important positions I have to fill. The success of this department is going to make or break me. I know that I have been pissy in the past, but I’m too smart to let one point stand between me and success.”

Dan nodded.

“If there’s anything you need. Any problem you have, I will be solidly behind your back. Dan. I need you. Desperately. Say you will at least give it a try. We can work out any problems as time goes on. But…”

And Wanda Jones was actually sweating. She was serious. And Dan realized something: this was the greatest opportunity he had ever been handed.

Make up.

Not cumming.

In charge of the most cutting edge chemical department…possibly on the planet.

Zowie.

“I’m your man,” he said and extended his hand.

“You’re going to be wearing make up?”

“We’ll have a team of men, eventually, but I’ll be the first whipping boy.”

“Whipping boy. I like that,” Nancy grinned.

“Figuratively,” he amended.

“Are you sure? I think literally would be better.”

“Now, the only problem is that I’m going to need all my mental faculties. That means I can’t be distracted by sex.”

“Ho! Oh, ho ho!”

“So I’m going to need to cum.”

“Not a fucking chance! I am so looking forward to the next three months.”

“But…”

“But what?”

“You want me to succeed, don’t you?”

Nancy grabbed his tie and twisted a fist in it. She pulled him to her and snarled. “Let’s get this straight. You’re going to be wearing make up, you’re not going to be cumming, and if you don’t live up to your end of the bargain then I will…I will…”

“You’ll what?”

“I’ll chastise you. For real. I’ll make you into a woman and fuck your ass.”

Dan blinked, and actually tried to back away. Nancy wouldn’t let go of his tie, however. “Now, you want to say anything else?”

“No, ma’am,” he blurted, trying to loosen her grip on his tie. He could feel it tightening around his neck.

“Good, now come here.”

She pulled him into her and kissed his mouth fiercely.

Dan had no choice. And, face it, his cock was hard. What she was saying was scary, but scary sexy, too.

She reached down and grabbed his cock. She nibbled on his lips. She stroked him. Then she said, “I can’t wait to see you in make up.”

Dan found the work extremely interesting. Besides his natural love of chemistry, to be on the cutting edge, to examine results first hand, he was in heaven.

And he was having problems. Actually, one big problem.

“Wanda, I’m not agreeing with anything the girls say about colors and shades.”

Wanda was down for the weekly briefing. She looked at the girls on Dan’s team and frowned.

“Show me.”

Dan pulled out spread sheets and graphs and samples of lip colors.

“See. These are my choices, and they look fine. To me. But when you put the lipstick on the face…grotesque.”

Wanda leaned forward and examined the material.

They talked about colors, what was pleasant to the male eyeball and what was pleasant to the female eyeball.

At last, Dan sighed. “I hate to admit it, but girls have a better appreciation for color than males.”

“I disagree,” Wanda said thoughtfully, “Because there are so many paintings by old masters. Rembrandt, Vermeer, Brugghen.”

Dan countered. “Van Gogh, Picasso…Hell, Dali.”

Wand laughed. “You don’t like Van Gogh?”

“I can see make up on a Rembrandt, But nothing could fix the faces done by Van Gogh.”

Wanda nodded. “You know, this isn’t a problem.”

“It’s not?”

“Nope. You’ve got girls to steer you, and it’s more of a re-education process. We just have to educate your female mind.”

That was a blinker. “My female mind.”

“You’ve got a female mind and a male mind. You just have to learn which is which and how to differentiate.”

“And you have a male mind and a female mind.”

“It’s true.”

And, psychologically, it was true. But realistically…”

“So I’ll tell you what. Let’s put you on a crash course. You’ve been dabbling with skin color, lengthening your eyelashes. Maybe it’s time to pull out the stops.”

“Well, if you think it’ll help.”

“Can’t hurt, so why not?”

He shrugged. Why not.

“Girls,” Wanda called in Dan’s assistants. “Over the next few weeks we’re going to need to educate Dan’s mind. That means full make up every day.”

“We don’t have a full male make up line set,” pointed out a gal named Joyce.

“Pad it with female make up. We need Dan to look at himself through different eyes.”

The girls nodded.

“Okay. Let’s get started.”

They put Dan into a chair that was like a dentist’s chair. It reclined to full prone, could be raised, tilted, and it was very comfortable.

Dan leaned back and smiled. “Now I’m working hard.”

Joyce and another girl, Debbie, began working on his face.

For the last two weeks Dan had not been getting any cums. His cock was hard, and he quickly realized that his boner was going to be sticking up.

He tried to scrunch a bit, but the girls quickly noticed the bump in his groin.

“Dan, if I didn’t know better,” Joyce grinned. “I’d say that you’re glad to see me.”

Dan sighed. He was embarrassed, but he was also surrounded by the most cheerful girls in the world.

“You know, we’ve got a problem,” said Debby.

“What’s that?”

“He needs a haircut.”

Joyce sat back, tilted her head. “But not a haircut.”

“No. His hair needs to be longer for this shade.”

“Dan,” Joyce shook him.

“Yes?”

“You need longer hair.”

“It only grows so fast.”

Joyce turned to Debby. Take some pics of Dan and head over to wigs.”

Dan blinked. “You’re really going to make me wear a wig?”

“Sure. Why not? It’ll be fun. Lay back, Dan. We’ll wake you up when we’re done.”

Dan lay back, and he did go to sleep. Well, he dozed, and it felt good. And his cock was throbbing as they played with his face. Every once in a while he heard the girls giggling, but he didn’t know they were looking at his bulge.

For a couple of hours the girls worked on him. They cleansed him and primed him, put on foundation and blush. They worked on his eyes and his lips, then they put a wig on his head.

Dan drifted, and enjoyed, and was surprised when they woke him up at three in the afternoon.

“Okay, Dan. We’re done. Time to knock off a little early.”

“Oh, okay.” He yawned. His face felt funny, sort of stiff, but he knew it was just make up. He wondered what he looked like.

“What do I look like?”

The girls were standing around smiling.  “Gorgeous,” said Joyce, and the other girls nodded.

“Well, good.” He stood up, saw himself in a window reflection,a nd almost fainted.

His eyes were shadowy caves and his dark eyes glittered. His lips were red and puffy. They had apparently used the new plumper. His face was…female.

And his hair was long, down to his shoulders.

“Oh, my God!”

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

Dan was in a panic. Yet….this was the job. And the girls were all happy.

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

“Okay, girls,” Wanda walked in. “Time to go home, but I wanted to see Dan before he left.”

She stepped in front of Dan and nodded.

Dan’s face was bright red under the make up, but Wanda just seemed to take it as normal. “That’s wonderful. Maybe a bit too much blush. And the hair…don’t we have a better wig than that?”

The girls all explained what they had done and why, and Wanda agreed with them. “Well, it is a wonderful job, and we can get a better wig…Dan, you look absolutely ravishing.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes. You’re knock out. All you need is a set of…” she stopped talking and examine his hair again.

He wondered what she was going to say. It almost sounded like she was going to say he needed a set of boobs. But that was ridiculous. He was a guy!

An hour later Dan drove up to his house. He parked in the garage and closed the door. He was feeling a little funny about the way he looked, and he walked into the house.

“Let me see you!” Nancy gushed, running into the kitchen.

Dan’s face was colorful, his lips were red, and he was totally embarrassed.

“Wow! Wanda called and said they did a number on you.”

“It’s not too much?”

“Are you kidding? Men are going to be falling all over themselves to get this kind of face.”

“But doesn’t it look girlish?”

“Honey, it’s supposed to look a little girlish!”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Why would we put make up on a man just to have him look like a man? No, this is perfect. Men are going to be so beautiful. And you are incredible. In fact…I think I’m going to need a cumless orgasm.”

“Now?” he squeaked.

“Especially now. I want that beautiful face going down on me. But…”

“But what?”

“Never mind.”

“No. Not never mind. Wanda was about to say something, now you’re about to say something. What are you girls saying?”

“Okay, honey. I’ll be blunt.”

“Please do.”

“You need fingernails. And you need…”

“What?” he felt a little faint, but he had asked for it.

“A chest.”

“A chest?”

“Breasts. Boobs. You need to emphasize your beauty and let the world know.”

“But I don’t want the world to know!”

“You don’t?” Nancy seemed mystified. “Why not?”

“I’m a man!”

“Of course you are! But you are changing the face of mankind. You are going to be beautiful! You are beautiful!”

“But nobody will be able to tell I’m a man.”

“Of course they won’t! that’s the point!”

“It is?”

“Of course it is. Look, when you look at an advertisement what do you see?”

“Something being sold.”

“But who’s selling it?”

“Some company.”

Nancy made a sound like a pirate. “Argh!” She opened up a fashion magazine. “What do you see?”

“A woman.”

“And here?”

“A woman.”

“And…”

She through the fashion magazine aside and picked up a golf magazine.

He stared as she flipped through the pages. It was a magazine for men, and it was loaded with pictures of sexy women. Women selling booze and cars and clubs and…and everything.

“Do’t you understand?” Nancy said, “It’s a woman’s world. People want to look at women. Holding on to manliness is silly, counter intuitive, and doesn’t make money!”

“But…but I’ll look like a woman!”

“ARGH!”

She stared at him.

He stared at her.

She said, “Honey, it’s the weekend, and we’re going to give you a make over.”

“I think I already had one of those,” he touched his face cautiously.

“They did your face, gave you some pretty hair. We’re going to go the rest of the way.”

“We are?”

“Get ready, honey. I’m going to give you long, beautiful nails. A pedicure. We’ll get you some boobs. Lexie has a pair of knockers that will fit you perfectly. We’ll go get some real clothes, and…”

As Nancy rambled on and on Dan stood dumfounded. She wanted to make him into a woman. And what was weird, she was acting all turned on.

The fact that she was turned on became even more obvious a minute later. Winding down with the clothes and the nails and the shoes and the underwear and everything, Nancy said, “But first, like I told you, I need an orgasm.”

“Cumless for me,” he said.

“Of course,” she agreed, then she moved in on him, kissed his red lips, felt his bulging cock, and she said, “Isn’t this fun?”

In a way it wasn’t. But, in a way, it was.


PART TWO

Dan sat at the kitchen table in female underwear and watched as Nancy shaped his nails, picked out some long ovals, and glued the fakes on. His boobs were big, very big, and he was amazed by how different they made him feel.

His cock was throbbing under the table.

He hadn’t cum for weeks, and he had been inside Nancy almost every day, fucking her until he was in danger of cumming, then eating her, and fisting her, and suffering withdrawal as she groaned in magnificent orgasm.

“You know, you’re going to be the most famous man in the world.”

“Oh?”

“You’ll be the poster child for male cosmetics.”

Hunh.

An hour later Nancy was done. He had red toenails, extra long red finger nails. His body was bare of hair, and his ears were pierced.

“Okay, we need to dress you.”

“Shorts and a tee shirt is what I normally wear.”

“Yes, but we need to hide your boobs enough so that people don’t realize they aren’t real.”

“They certainly feel real enough.”

He jumped up and down and they jiggled.

Nancy laughed and went into her closet. She came out with a blue dress. The sleeves were a little puffy, but the neckline was high enough that his fake boobs wouldn’t be revealed as fake.

She helped him into the dress, stood back and inspected.

“Nylons and shoes, baby, then you’re done.”

She helped him with the nylons and gave him some three inch heels. Tall enough that he was awkward, but short enough that he could still walk.

All that weekend Dan walked around the house and got used to the new him. It was weird, it was bizarre, and his cock was so rude that Debby finally insisted on ordering him a chastity tube.

“Really?” he protested.

“If you don’t get some sort of restraint you’re going to be pointed at and laughed at.”

“As if they’re not already going to laugh at me for being a woman.”

“Honey,” Nancy smiled, “You are so sexy, nobody can tell you’re not a woman.”

“Ha.”

Monday morning came along and Nancy insisted on driving him to work. Actually, she had ulterior motive. She knew how scared he was, and she had called Wanda and they had arranged a surprise for Dan. When they drove up a hundred women were standing on the curb. They cheered Dan, told him how beautiful he was, and he was escorted into the buildings in style.

Nancy stood and watched and smiled.

Wanda came up next to her. “He’s doing well.”

“Yes, he is.”

“Good. I talked to corporate and they’re in a hurry. They want us to work on the more permanent make up, and they want him ready for an unveiling.

Nancy: “He’ll be ready.”

“What about his cock? He seems a little…happy.”

Nancy frowned. “Yes. I’ve ordered a chastity tube, but he seems a bit resistive.”

“I don’t wonder. Well, there are other ways of controlling his desires.”

Nancy turned to Wanda. “Are you talking about temporary chemical castration?”

Wanda took a breath and, “Yes.”

“I don’t think he wants to go there.”

“Do you know how much money he’s going to make?”

“It’s his dick we’re talking about.”

“Six months without a hard on. You need to convince him.”

“I’ll try.”

Wanda smiled. “We’ve got a lot riding on Danny boy.”

“I know.”

“I’ll broach the subject of chemicals, but I think it’s going to be up to you.”

Nancy took a breath and thought about what she was going to ask Dan. It was a big thing, a huge step.

That day the girls worked on Dan extra hard. They knew corporate was breathing down their necks, and they started applying the more permanent make up.

Wanda kept coming down and inspecting their progress.

Dan sat in the chair and enjoyed himself. Joyce was doing the record keeping while they worked on him, and he sort of enjoyed being pampered.

“Did you use the longer lasting formula?”

“We did. His lips should last a month.”

“Excellent.”

Dan was dozing, his cock was throbbing, the girls were giggling as his lap bounced up and down.

“Beautiful, Dan.”

He opened his eyes. “Hi, Wanda.”

“But you seem to have a little problem.”

She looked at his lap.

Dan frowned. Man, he was horny. Weeks since he had had a cum. In fact, he was into his second month, and it was driving him crazy. “Sorry, uh…don’t know what to do about it.”

“Well, there are methods.”

“Nancy talked about getting a chastity device to keep me down, but…”

“Not too fond of the idea of locking up the big boy, eh?”

“Not too,” he admitted.

“We could always give you a drug.”

“Like a reverse viagra?”

“Sort of.”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“It’s temporary.”

Dan frowned.

“Well, talk it over with Nancy. We’re talking a lot of money here.”

“I will.”

Dan felt the pressure, but he also felt the desire for money.

“I’m going to inject the eyelash formula now.”

Dan lay back and the girls put clamps over his forehead.

“Don’t move at all, Dan.”

This was a new procedure, and Dan was very curious as to how effective it would be.

The computer was set in motion, and a small needle hovered over his eyes. He hardly felt a thing as the micro injections were administered to the lip of his eyelids. Fifteen minutes and it was done, and he felt no different.

“Beautiful,” said Wanda, and she patted his long nailed hand and retreated to her own offices.

The eyelash injections worked within 24 hours. Dan woke up the next morning and there was a dark line over his vision. He blinked, and his newly elongated eyelashes fluttered up and down. It was like the window of the world was sliding up and down.

“Whoa, those are spectacular!”

“I think I’m going to need a trim.”

And he did. At the office they actually had to cut his eyelashes, twice. Then the growth slowed down and they just worked on curling them.

More days passed, and Dan was coming along wonderfully. And the company wanted more.

A lot more.

“But we’re talking about six months of no boners. At all!”

“How much longer do you have on your cumless sentence?”

“A month.”

“Too long for them to wait, I think you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and go without for an additional six months.

“What?”

“Bite…the…bull—“

“I heard you. But. this is my weenie we’re talking about! I like my weenie. Even when I don’t cum I like it.”

“Especially when you don’t cum,” Nancy giggled. It was no secret that Dan was loving getting his wife off, and loving not being able to cum.

Who would have thought?

“Okay. Look. I’ll talk to Wanda. Maybe I can talk them into giving you a shot for a month. Then you get your boner back and we fuck, and we can do it again. A month at a time.

Dan frowned. A month between cums?

“Come on. Try it. One month. Then make up your mind. You’ve got a month of cumless orgasms left, anyway. So what’s there to lose?”

“Well…”

I’ll call Wanda first thing in the morning. Believe me, this will make her happy.”

“Well…”

Before Dan could make any more objections she sat on his lap, ground her pussy down on his prick, and kissed his mouth.

It worked. Dan was so horny he was easily distracted. Deep within he was hoping for a cum, even though he knew he wasn’t going to get one.

Ah, well.

“He’s agreed to a month.”

“A month isn’t long enough. We need six months. Or a year.”

“He’ll never agree to that.” Nancy bit her lip, then said, “I would.”

Wanda cocked her head.

“Isn’t there a clause where I can make medical decisions for Dan?”

“That’s not exactly—“

“If he’s undergoing a procedure and you need an instant decision…”

“And he can’t be bothered.”

Nancy took a deep breath. “And I inadvertently signed the number one, and didn’t understand that it was one year, and not one month…”

She could almost feel Wanda nodding over the phone. “I believe, uh. yes…uh…”

“So have the paperwork ready and let me know when Dan is going to be too busy.”

Dan had more problems than just a chastity tube, although that was quite a problem. The company wanted him to get boobs.

Real boobs.

Well, real fake boobs.

The breast forms were not showing well on the mocked up advertising campaigns, and they wanted him to have real jiggle. The company figured that he could get implants, small ones, and that would open up all sorts of avenues. Advertising was dying for a man with boobs. The AMA wanted men to have boobs because that would be a boob to plastic surgery. The government wanted men changed into women because, well, because they were the government. they figured women could be persuaded to vote the way they wanted them to.

Dan really didn’t want fake boobs, but then why was he always thinking about it? And why was he always erect thinking about it?

On a Friday morning Dan was scheduled for boobs surgery, and Wanda gave Nancy a call.

“Okay, Nancy, Dan is a bit busy, and perhaps you could sign a couple of forms while he’s under.”

Nancy was there in ten minutes, and she didn’t even bother reading the forms she was signing. Heck, she knew what was on them, and she knew that somewhere down the road she was going to have to talk fast to Dan. But, right now, this was for the best. Dan would do without sex for a few months—well, a year was just a handful of months—and they would be rich. Very rich.

Dan came out of his surgery none the wiser, and he looked down at his chest and felt…weird. He knew he had tits, but he couldn’t really see them. His chest was wrapped in Ace bandages and would be for a week.

Wanda lent him the company limo to give him a ride home, and he spent the weekend laying in bed and watching TV.

And looking at himself in the mirror.

Physically, he was a woman. Not just in the face, or a certain fat distribution about the frame, but…if one didn't know he was a man they never would have guessed.

His face was permanently made up. His make up never had to come off, and there was no trace of large-pored, man features. His lips were permanently plump and red, his eyelashes were long and curly.

On Monday Dan wasn’t quite ready to go back to work. He was tired and still recuperating from the surgery. He felt sort of…listless.

The company sent a couple of doctors over, and they poked and prodded, but he was okay.

So he took a Monday and Tuesday off, and went back to work on Wednesday. And he still felt a little weak.

Wednesday night he came home and Nancy had a bourbon and Coke ready for him. The company was trying to get him into wine coolers, that sort of thing, a more feminine drink. Nancy, however, knew that there were times for spritzers, and time for real booze.

The booze did bring him back up, and he even felt somewhat amorous.

“Man, before the operation, before I got boobs I was horny all the time. Now…” he shrugged.

“You can cum if you want,” Nancy blurted. She knew why he was listless, why he wasn’t getting erections. He had been given a shot of chemical castrator, and that stuff was working on his system.

Dan was thrilled. He had been starved long enough. It was time to get drained. But when he began making love his weenie wouldn’t stand up.

“What the fuck?” he wondered out loud.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m not getting too hard.”

“Well, some other time,” commented Nancy. “In the meantime…maybe you could, uh…you know…?”

He did know, and he went to work. Listless or not, there was something about making his beautiful wife cum that made his life worthwhile.

He lay on her and sucked on her and fisted her, and it wasn’t long before she was gasping and humping his arm and havign the most wonderful orgasm.

But when it was all over Dan was still limp.

The following day his chastity tube arrived.

“I don’t need it,” he said sadly, lifting his limp cock up.

But Nancy insisted. After all, if she could sort of distract him then she could delay him finding out what she had done.

So, limp cock notwithstanding, Dan wore a chastity tube on his limp cock, and life went on.

Life was more than permanent make up. It was fashion designers to teach Dan about new styles. Corsets. Nylons. Shoes, shoes, shoes.

They injected a form of the eyelash growth formula into his scalp and his hair started to sprout.

He lost weight and fat shifted on his face. His hips became rounder and rounder, and they had to inject more silicone into his breasts to balance everything out.

And though he was always horny, he still wasn’t getting boners.

Dan was now in an official funk. He had had done everything they had said. He had tits and looked like a woman. But his penis was deader than a dead doornail. And he finally started to wonder what was going on.

He had been so busy getting experimented on, learning about colors and fashions and even how to cook, that he had totally neglected his duties as the boss of the MCRS. It was time for him to take a big interest in what the company was doing to him.

On a Friday night Dan stayed late. He had a couple of duties he was supposed to take care, mostly forms concerning his personal well being, and he bid good bye to the girls and went to work.

Time passed and more people left. The building was now empty, except for a couple of security guards.

Dan went to administration and let himself in. As a department head he had access.

He went to his file and pulled it. He laid paperwork out and began to read.

Everything was fine. All the t’s were crossed and the i’s dotted.

Yet he had the feeling that something was rotten in Denmark, and it wasn’t the cheese.

He packed everything up and put it back neatly. He was about to leave the office when he realized he hadn’t seen any release forms.

But they had done lots of things to him. And he had signed lots of release forms. So where were they?

He let himself into the senior administrator’s office. Behind her desk was a safe, and—God loves drunks and idiots—it was ajar.

It wasn’t supposed to be. Dan realized this as soon as he opened the thing and began looking through the contents.

Not just releases, but contracts of a suspicious nature, company communications not for the rank and file.

And a box of neatly arranged thumb drives.

He found his name easily and alphabetically. He popped the thumb drive into the computer and began reading.

Releases. All signed and above board. The real paper had been routed to corporate headquarters. But the thumb drive had the electronic versions.

He stopped reading, backtracked.

A release for the administration of leuprolide acetate. Gobble de gook concerning testosterone inhibitors. Estrogen shots, and—-he had had estrogen shots. He understood those, but what had he missed?

He backtracked. Leuprolide acetate.

What the fuck was that?”

He called up a browser and did a search, and amongst the official explanations he read…

LHRH agonists stop testosterone production in the testicles. They are administered as a depot injection right under the skin or into the muscle. These injections can last for 1, 3, 6 or 12 months. Discuss with your doctor which option is best for you.

Chemical castration! But he wouldn’t have allowed them to administer that sort of thing to him!

He read the fine print, looked at the signature, and…

Nancy.

Nancy had signed for him.

In the event of incapacitation she could sign for him. But he hadn’t been incapacitated.

He looked at the date. Crap. The day he had had boob surgery. They had called Nancy and had her sign a form while he was under. For chemical castration.

And, the last thing he saw before he finished up: length of time for the chemical castration….one…YEAR!

Not a month, like Nancy and he had talked about.

But why would she agree to a year?

Because she wanted to.

Because there was money at stake.

Dan made copies of everything and put it on a thumb drive. Then, thinking about it, two more thumb drives. And he mislabeled the two extra thumb drives. He would hide all that and when and if he was searched they would find the thumb drive, and maybe a copy mislabeled, but not the second copy.

Redundant redundancies.

And he went home.

“How come so late?” asked Nancy, dishing out a bowl of spaghetti.

“I had to make copies of the release forms I never signed.”

Nancy froze. Then managed to utter, “What?”

“Like the one where I was chemically castrated. You signed that one. Then there were releases for permanent make up. It looks like I might look like a woman for the rest of my life. Wanda signed off on those.”

“Honey…”

“Did you know they’ve been giving me hormones? I’m filled with testosterone blockers and estrogen enhancers. And to think that I’m the big, bad, smart chemist. I went blithely along and never complained. Of course, I wasn’t getting the full story, but I should have realized something was going on. I mean…look at me.”

He forked up some spaghetti and watched his wife.

“Honey…do you know how much money we’re going to have?”

“Not much.”

“What?”

“I didn’t just find the releases, I found the contracts I signed. There’s some surface money, a hundred thousand, just enough to make us eager, but past that, past a certain point, I become a willing volunteer being paid a minimum wage.”

“But Wanda keeps saying that we’ll be rich!”

“You mean the Wanda who I beat by one point?”

Nancy went deathly silent. She had betrayed her husband. She had ruined them. She had willingly made him into a woman, and there was nothing she could do about it.

“What are we going to do about it?”

“Something. I don’t know what. But…something. Could you pass the garlic bread?”

Life goes on. Dan continued working for Chimera. He plotted. Nancy stayed home, or went to her own work, and was very, very silent.

Which was good, because she wouldn’t have been able to hide her feelings from Wanda.

Dan was able to.

In fact, Dan thought he might be officially insane. He smiled, he laughed, he contributed to the study of himself as the world’s first, cosmetically perfect man.

He treated Wanda like she was gold.

The hormones worked in his body. His dick shrank, became as big as a clitoris. His balls were the size of grapes.

His tits grew larger, were enhanced again and again, ostensibly to make his body proportionate, but really just to…make his tits big.

And he wondered what Wanda’s end game was.

She had to have one. It wasn’t enough for her to simply change him into a woman and walk away laughing. She had to have some final conclusion. She had to make a point, betray him for some last, great finale.

But he didn’t know what.

So he kept going to work, even contributing to the procedures.

He also kept an eye on the computers and various activities in the Chimera complex.

“Dan, we need to conduct one last procedure.”

He knew, intuitively, that this was it. “What can I do?” he asked quite blithely.

“We need to study certain sexual interfaces and relationships.”

They talked for a while and Wanda laid out the program. They needed Dan to have sex. This would be the final bit of data needed for their program.

“So what do I do about my limp dick?” he finally asked.

“Oh, we can handle that,” Wanda said. “We’ve got a shot that we can give you that should, at least temporarily give you a night of love making.”

“Sort of a super viagra?” he asked.

“Exactly. Wouldn’t you like to have a big, old orgasm?”

“Well, yes. I would.”

Wanda smiled. She would use the promise of money or sex to get what she wanted.

Dan smiled.

Wanda said she’d be in touch, but they would probably conduct the experiment after hours. Maybe on the weekend.

Dan said that was fine.

Dan got the call on a Friday night a week later. By then he had figured everything out. He simply got into the computer system, looked around for blank purchases, unauthorized procedures, and found what Wanda had planned.

That night he thought about what it was that was going to happen. It was a trap for him, and Wanda figured he was ripe for the plucking.

And he would have been. He was drugged, dazed, and should have been totally compliant. So why wasn’t he?

Hmmm.

He reported to the lab on Saturday morning. Nobody was there except Wanda.

“This is a simple procedure,” she explained. “No need to take everybody’s week end. Zip zip zap and we’ll be done.”

Dan smiled and followed her through the labs.

They left the official labs and entered a back area Dan had never physically been in. Of course he had been there digitally, but he wasn’t about to let Wanda know that.

“Never been back here,” he mentioned conversationally.

“Just had it fixed up for this last procedure. Why don’t you lay on the horse over there.”

The horse was sort of like a saw horse, but it had little platforms for the knees and forearms on the legs. It was basically a cushioned plank, and he lay down on it.

He lay there and thought about what was going to happen. And he was content.

“Let me attach these leads,” Wanda circled the horse and fumbled with leads, except they weren’t leads. They were handcuffs disguised as leads.

Dan pulled his arms and couldn’t get loose. “Say, am I supposed to be tied down like this?”

Wanda smiled and went to a bench and opened a drawer. “Yep.”

“When are you going to give me a shot to make my pecker stand up again?”

“You won’t be needing that,” Wanda said, and she turned around. She was fastening a strap on around her waist. A big cock jutted out from her crotch.

“I know what you did,” Dan said.

“You do?” Wanda pulled a buckle tight, stroked her big cock, and grinned.

“I found the releases. I found where you signed the releases for me and authorized hormones. I found where you tricked my wife into authorizing chemical castration.”

“My, my. Aren’t you the clever one.”

Wanda took a big jar out of the bench drawer and started greasing up her dildo.

“I know you promised us big bucks, but then slipped in a contract, signed by yourself and not me, where everything I do is for the company.”

Wanda walked behind Dan, stroking her cock, and she stood between his legs and started pushing her fingers into him, lubing his rectum.

“Unh,” he grunted. He knew this was going to happen. He was actually relaxed. He knew if he fought it would hurt, but if he relaxed he could keep his wits about him and get evidence.

“And why would I do all that, Dan?”

“Mental illness? Natural cussedness? Maybe you’re just a vile creature who preys on her fellow man.”

“Wrong, wrong and wrong,” she said. She had three fingers in him now and was pushing and pulling, opening him up.

Dan thanked God that his wife loved to be fisted. He knew her tricks, and he knew he could take it, that he might even like it.

Especially now that he was a woman…he might like it.

“The real reason I did all that was because you beat me by one point.”

Dan froze. He knew this was the truth.

“I couldn’t believe it. One fucking point, and I was second place. You got the glory, and I was…second place. The professors lauded you, and I was ignored.

One….fucking…point!” She pushed her cock into him and he arched his back and groaned.

It didn’t feel bad. It felt good. But it shouldn’t have felt that good, except that he had done his homework.

“For the last ten years I have hated you. Stealing my glory! Reducing me. You fucked with me, so I decided to fuck with you.”

She was ramming the big cock into him, pulling it out, ramming it in again, and again, viciously, slamming her plastic balls against his.

“I changed you into a woman. I gave you tits. I castrated you. And you know why?”

“Why?” he grunted as she slammed into him.

“Because studies have proven that men have an unfair advantage. Your one point came about because you had an unfair advantage. So now you aren’t a man! Now I’m the man, and I’m fucking you over the same way you fucked me over. Now do you understand?”

“I…” she rammed him, “under…” she slammed him, “stand…” she jammed him.

“How do you like it then?” she screamed. She grabbed his long hair and pulled his head back. She fucked him. She slapped his ass and…and that’s when the police burst in.


EPILOGUE

The Chimera Corporate Complex was a virtual duplicate for the chimera complex Dan had worked at. Four buildings, tunnels, labs, the whole works, all set inside a place called Stepforth Valley.

Dan and Nancy arrived at the airport and were driven through the town.

Nancy was a crushed person. She had been fooled by Wanda, and she had sold her husband out for a few bucks. A few bucks that would never be.

Dan didn’t seem to mind. He held her hand in the limousine and looked out at the countryside.

They were driven across the complex to the building in the back. The doors were opened and they were escorted into the building.

They were escorted by large, buxom women. Beautiful women. In fact, it seemed that everybody in the complex was female. No males anywhere.

Dan had the stray thought: he wondered if some of the women were men, like himself.

Herself.

They took the elevator up to the top floor and were escorted down a long hallway to a set of giant double doors.

Through the double doors, and now they were down the rabbit hole. The furniture on the top floor was all over sized. Built for a giant. The chairs were for people eight feet tall. The couch was extra long and had a step ladder for normal size people to use to get on it. There was a bathroom with a tall toilet and a giant shower. There was a kitchen designed for a giant.

“My, my,” observed Dan interestedly.

The women escorting him were all taller than him, and they were armed, but they were also polite and smiled when they looked at him.

They walked through the building and came out on a balcony on the backside, and there she was.

She was eight feet tall, her measurements were a solidly packed 48 by 36 by 48. Or fifty. Her boobs were quite large.

She was sitting on an over sized lounge chair to the left of the double doors. Her large hands were holding an over-sized iPad and she was scrutinizing it as fast as she could scroll.

“Hello, Dan,” she smiled and put the iPad down. She stood up and came to him, and she was the most incredible, beautiful creature he had ever seen. “My name is Silithia.”

She was perfection.

“As you can see I suffer from giantism,  feel free to stare, I won’t be offended.”

Dan felt like he wanted to stare forever. The woman’s eyes were magnetic and she emitted a wonderful glow of health and well being.

“And you are Nancy. I am so happy to meet you. Please, have a seat, and let’s discuss our little problem.”

Dan and Nancy sat on tall chairs, Silithia sat in what was, for her, a regular chair. This put their faces all on a level.

Hers, of course, was larger than theirs.

“I have read all the reports, and I want to apologize for what Wanda has done.”

Dan heaved a sigh.

“She is in jail right now, and when she is released we will reduce her.”

“Reduce?”

“We will take her womanhood away. She will be a man, probably for several lifetimes.”

“You can do that?” blurted Nancy.

Silithia smiled. “Let me explain.” She sat back, steepled her fingers, and began. “A woman is the highest form of life. If a man is a good man for many lifetimes, he is granted womanhood. But being a member of a deviant race of sorts, mankind, even then she must continue on the upward path. If she conducts herself in a correct manner she becomes as I. Womanus Superior. A new race, if you will, and a hope for all of mankind. Which brings us to you.”

She signaled for drinks, and the large women who waited on her quickly accommodated.

“You were made into a woman before your time. However, you have conducted yourself honorably. If you wish, we can return you to your manhood. I have no doubt that you may be born again as a woman, and a woman with her feet on the upward path.”

“Or?” asked Dan.

Silithia smiled.

“Or you can remain a woman. Ahead of her time. If you wish you may work for us. With us. Taking mankind upward. Helping us evolve to the point where all are Womanus Superior.”

“What happened to me,” blurted Nancy.

Silithia smiled at Nancy, and Nancy immediately felt a degree of relief.

“You made a mistake. You have a lot to make up for.”

Silithia said nothing then. She had condemned, and yet enlightened, all in the same breath.

Silithia turned to Dan. “So, I appreciate your kindness under the current circumstances. You could have caused an uproar. You could have demanded a quite public trial and caused us much embarrassment, and even problems.”

“It seemed silly to be vindictive,” murmured Dan.

Silithia nodded. “An admirable viewpoint. So what would you like to do? Would you like us to return you to being a man? Obviously we will meet any financial demands you might have.”

Dan rubbed her chin. “So is there really a male cosmetics program?”

“Oh, yes. It is one of our most important endeavors. Making men into women, making them deserve to be women, it is a sacred duty with us. Though Wanda corrupted the program, used it for her own evil ends, it is an important program that requires all our attention.”

“I’d like to keep working on that program.”

Silithia actually blinked.

“I like being a woman. I like the sex. I think I’d like to see where this program goes. Is that possible?”

“Of course it is. How about an internship here, then you can return to your own town and take over the complex there?”

“I’d like that.”

And so the afternoon went. Nancy was forgiven, pending future contributions to womankind, Dan was granted his dream job, and allowed to stay a woman. And Silithia spent the afternoon chatting, enlightening, educating, welcoming them to a higher organization.

But, all good times must come to an end. And when Dan and Nancy were ready to go Silithia walked them through the large rooms, and at the front door she asked Dan a question.

“Dan, I don’t quite understand how you were able to overcome what Wanda was doing to you. And taking over the computer system and gathering evidence, all that you did, especially considering the drugs you were on…it was amazing. How did you do it?”

Dan smiled. “I suppose I could say I was inspired by Womanus Superior, though we both know I knew nothing of that program. But I knew there was something there. I was being made into a woman and…I guess I had a sort of woman’s intuition about it all.”

“But how?”

“Well,” he mused, “the thing about Wanda…”

“Yes?”

“I was one point smarter than her.”

END


Author’s Note

I have had many requests for more Silithia stories.

If you are late to the program you may find her personal story in the book titled, ‘Silithia.’
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And in a few short stories.

You may find out more at:
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


Changed into a Woman!

A bra leads to first time feminization


PART ONE

I saw it and I wanted it. It’s that simple.

And it’s one of the questions for which there is no answer.

Did I know intuitively what it was? I don’t know.

Did it somehow ‘call’ to me? I don’t know.

Was it foreordained in the cosmos? Was it destiny? I don’t know.

I would like to think is was serendipity, that it just happened…but I don’t know.

I do know that the wife and I—her name is Margaret, or Maggie, and mine is Bruce—love to go to garage sales. Garage sales are pretty much the state sport here in Florida, and we go to them over the  weekend, and if we happen to see one during the week—and they have them right in the middle of the week—I skid to a stop and we get out and rummage through other people’s history and buying habits.

Mostly it is junk. Rusty tools and board games damaged by water. Silly knick knacks that have gathered dust in a kitchen, or attic, for forty years and granny died a few years ago so let’s get of this stuff.

Sometimes it is priceless. I picked up a bag of Batman comics for forty bucks, and it was worth $4,000. And once I found an over-sized Elvis Presley 45 RPM LP. Probably worth thousands. So you can see the fun in going ‘garaging.’

So we’re driving across town, I see a sign, we look at each other and…bingo. We’re on our way.

I make the turn at a dangerous speed and zoom down a lonely road. Heck, I’m in a hurry because I want to peruse that potential junk before anybody else does.

My wife is looking in the little black book we keep and mumbles, “I don’t see it. I don’t think we’ve ever been to this location before.”

And I pull up in front of a house that looks like it’s about to fall over. The roof is sagging over the garage, boards are falling off the sides. There are tropical trees uprooted in the side yard. Honestly, it looked like the next hurricane was going to take it away.

We get out of the car and wander up a row of tables. There’s old cups and saucers, sets that have become mismatched over the years but still sort of look alike. There’s a rack of clothes that look like they’ve been packed in mothballs for fifty years. Clothes are usually Maggie’s department, so I leave her to pick through the old styles and fashions and look for the gem.

I pass a table of water wrinkled books Good books, but are they not only water damaged, they look a little moldy.’

I am about to reach for a Popeil Pocket Fisherman. Probably not worth anything, but I…I’m…my hand moves to the side, towards a table with women undergarments on it.

Women’s undergarments? I don’t want no stinking women’s undergarments! I move my hand back towards the compact fishing reel and…it slides towards the table, and I feel my body trying to lurch after it.

I pull my hand back and stare at the table.

I felt like I was a dousing rod, unable to stop from jerking towards water. I felt like my hand was a magnet, and couldn’t avoid the pull of magnetism. I felt like…walking over to the women’s undergarments’s table.

Now, I never buy underwear at a garage sale. There’s no telling whose fanny that bit of bright finery has been on. And I certainly didn’t want to go over and start handling bras and corsets. Women would start staring at me, everybody would think I was a pervert, and…I just don’t do it.

But I was standing in front of that table and I knew what was calling to me. It was a bra. A 1950s bullet bra. The kind where the cup is an actual cone, and when a woman wears one her tits are pointy, so pointy they could ‘poke your eye out.’

It was white. Had thick shoulder straps, seemed to be shiny clean. I mean, it didn’t look like it had ever been worn. So there was no telling what kind of boobs had been encased in the thing, but…I wanted it.

My hand was trying to get out of my pocket so hard it must have looked like I was playing pocket pool. My arm was trying to levitate and extend. My whole body felt like a giant hand was pushing it towards that table, and that bra in the corner.

I wanted that bra.

Maggie and I have an understanding when there is something we want to buy and it is…odd…and requires one of the other sex to buy it. We simply tell the other and they buy it.

“Maggie,” I sidled up to her, “I need you to get something for me.”

She looked up from the rack of dresses. “Got something a bit kinky, eh?” Her beautiful lips were pursed in a smile.”

I turned red. I had never asked her to buy something like this. “Uh, yeah.”

We sauntered over to the table and I said, “The shiny, bullet bra in the top left corner.”

She looked at it, then looked at me with a grin. “I’m not going to wear that!” And she turned away.

I stood there, feeling betrayed. And I wanted that bra. I wanted it so bad I was perspiring. I wanted it worse than anything in the world.

I looked at the old lady sitting behind the table. She was old, and she had mammoth, old lady tits. The kind that you need a wheel barrow to tote them around. I reached forward, picked up the bra and asked, “How much for this?”

She looked at me, had a slight smile, or maybe she was just myopic and a bit dopey, and she yells across the garage to an old gent with a thick chest. “Hey, Billy! How much for the bullet bra.”

Oh, fuck. My face turned red. And it was getting worse.

Billy was half deaf. He turns and yells, “What?”

“This guy wants your bullet bra! How much you want to charge him?”

Billy looked around like he had only caught half the words. “The bullet bra?”

Everybody is staring now, and I’m caught. Buying women’s undergarments at a garage sale. I was redder than a sunburned tomato.

“Yes! The bullet bra! This guy wants to buy it.”

I tell ya, I wanted to shrink up into a piece of lint and blow away with the wind. I wanted to fall into a crack and disappear. I wanted to—

“Two bucks!”

My arm somehow extended with two one dollar bills in it. Thank God there was no change involved. I wanted to end this terrible experience as quickly as I could.

The old lady took it, and then, bless Maggie, she had seen my embarrassment and she came up and said in a voice just loud enough, “Oh, thank you, Bruce. You knew I wanted one of these.”

People who were grinning at my discomfiture suddenly frowned and turned away. The show was over.

I picked up my end of the conversation, “I wanted it to be a surprise.”

“Well, it is. And thank you, honey.” And she took the bra out of my sweaty hands and kissed my cheek.

Whew. One more disaster averted.

“I can’t believe how red you were!” Maggie giggled once we were back in the car and driving home.

“Oh, God. I thought I was going to die.”

“So did I! Your face was blood red, and the way they kept yelling about it over the crowd.”

I shook my head, and lifted a hand from the steering wheel. It was actually trembling.

She held up the bra and looked at it. “But what I don’t understand is why you got it? It’s not worth anything, and I don’t want to wear it. And—“

“I do.”

She turned to me. “What?”

I didn’t know where that had come from, I don’t know why I had said that, but…I said it again. “I want to wear it.”

Maggie actually moved forward in a little jerk, started to say something, then sat back, then: “Well, I’ve never seen this side of you.”

“Neither have I,” was dazed by what I was saying. I had never worn a bra in my life. Why would I suddenly want to wear one? But my mouth said I did, and…so I did.

“Is this something new? Or have you got a little secret that you want to share?”

I glanced at her. She was smiling. Good. She wasn’t freaked out.

“I…I don’t know. It just…called to me. I saw it and knew I wanted it, and now…I don’t even know what I’m saying, but I want that bra for myself.”

Maggie was silent for a moment, then she grinned and lifted it up and said, “Well, knock yourself out. I’m always up for something new.”

So I was now the proud possessor, and about to be the wearer, of a stylish, 1950s bullet bra. And my nipples started to tingle.

We arrived home and I took the few things we had bought into the house. Maggie had found a blouse she liked, and a couple of books. And I had…the bra.

I carried Maggie’s bag in, and the bra was burning in my pocket. It felt like my pocket was actually heating up, and I couldn’t wait to put the thing on.

But I was embarrassed.

Sure, Maggie had laughed, but…but this was weird. Men don’t wear bras. And I was having these weird thoughts of my own. Why did I feel so compelled to buy the thing? Why did I want to wear it? Why was I having these bizarre thoughts?

So I put the bag with Maggie’s items on the floor at the bottom of the bed, and I took the bra out of my pocket and looked at it. Even having been crumpled up in my pocket it was…sleek. The material not bent or losing its shape. Whatever company had built this bra…it was good stuff.

“Well, let’s see it.”

I turned and Maggie was leaning against the doorframe.

“Well, I…I’m a little…”

“Embarrassed? Humiliated? Mortified?” She was grinning as she crossed the room. She took the bra and held it up to me.

I stared down at the tips of the tits. It was big, bigger than I thought it was.

“Looks like a good fit. Come on, take your clothes off.”

“I…uh…”

“Come on. I want to see my studly hubby transition.”

“Hey…”

“Trade his dick for a pair of tits. It’s going to be so cute. I can dress you up like a big old Ken doll…with Barby clothing.

I started to turn away, but she caught my shoulder, pulled me back. “Hey, I’m just joking. And, tell the truth, I want to see what you look like, It’s a little weird, but…you as a woman? That’s sort of…exciting. Sort of turns me on. You want to turn me on?”

“Well, yeah.” Sproing!

Let me tell you, my wife is one sexy woman. She has the classic hourglass shape, full breasts, and her face is like a model’s. Good cheekbones, long hair down to the shoulders, clear, blue eyes, and, my favorite part, plump, red lips. Man I could spend a year just kissing those lips and never get tired.

Certainly never get ‘un-horny.’

“Come on. I’ll tell you what. You take an article of clothing off, and I’ll take an article clothing off. And the first one done puts on the bra.”

“But…”

“Come on, chicken.”

Well, that did it for me. Nobody calls me chicken!

I took my shirt off. And my nipples were tingling, my expanse of chest flesh was warm.

She took off her blouse. I was face to face with the most beautiful set of tits in the western hemisphere. And there might as well be no eastern hemisphere. Yes, they were encased in a flimsy half bra, but that would be coming off pretty quick.

“Nice,” she said, and her eyes glinting mischievously as she put her hand on my chest, move her palm across my nipple and caused me to shiver.

Gulping, I took my pants off.

She looked down at my tighty whiteys. My cock was poking out hard. She touched it, causing another and bigger shiver. “I’m always amazed at how you are always ready to go. My little…pardon me, my ‘big’ horn dog.”

She slid out of her shorts. And here was where it got interesting. I realized that she had kicked off her shoes, and she wasn’t wearing socks or nylons.

Oh, fuck. I estimated the amount of clothing left, and she was going to be wearing the bra. A spear of disappointment lanced through me.

Still, the game was the game, and I kicked one shoe off.

Grinning like a person who knew she was going to win, she slipped out of her panties. What a Goddess, standing there with her delicious, shaved pussy, knowing what she was doing to me.

But, no matter how I felt, she was going to win, and I whispered, “Fuck.” I took my other shoe off.

“Not to worry, dear. I can feel your pain. Or is that lust?” She took her bra off. Oh, God. I wanted her. Right then and there. Fuck the contest. Fuck the…the bra…I had to…

“Take your underwear off.”

I did so, and my cock stood right up. No hesitation there.

She smiled and admired it, touched it, cupped my balls, and I almost felt like fainting.

Still, I thought the game was over, that she had won, that she was going to get to put the bra on.

“Not to worry, honey.” She reached up for an earring.

OMG! I had forgotten about her jewelry!

She must have seen the instant look of excitement in my eyes. “What? You thought I was going to deprive you of your little kink? No way. I want to see this. This idea of you wearing a bra…it’s strangely exciting. Almost intoxicating. Take off a sock.”

Breathing hard, distracted, I took a sock off.

She took her other earring out.

I took off my other sock

And she still had her thin, gold necklace to go.

God, I was excited. I don’t think I had ever been this excited. And it wasn’t just the sight of her, the feel of her hand on my cock. It was…the bra. I was going to wear it.

I stood there, my hard on trembling in the air, sticking out as if to fit into her belly button, and my eyes revealed my exultation.

She grinned and handed me the bra. “You put this on while I take my necklace off.”

So I did. She unclasped the necklace and I pulled the bra around my waist.

I had never worn one, but everything happened sort of natural like. Maybe I was just working off memories of Maggie putting bras on, but I fastened it around my waist, spun it around, and lifted it up. Like a champ.

I stared down.

The material was stiff.

“Wow,” Maggie gasped, placing her necklace on the dresser. “That’s a turn on.”

“Really?” Somebody said, and I realized it was me. I stared down at my chest.

Perfect cones. And big. A lot bigger than I had thought.

“Oh, baby,” she grabbed my cock and moved in for a kiss. Our lips touched, fused, and we spent a long minute getting to know each other’s mouths.

 “We’re going to have to get you a pair of matching panties,” she gasped when we broke.

“Panties?” I was dazed and confused.

“Oh, yes. But, first, come here,” she pulled me around, pushed me back on the bed.

I laid backed, scooted back a half foot, and she climbed onto me. And I do mean climbed.

She knelt and had her hands on my knees as she took my cock in her mouth. Those perfect red lips gobbled me, deep throated me, and her hands palpated my balls, making me jump with the sudden pressure, then relax, then jump again, and each lurch drove my cock deeper into her mouth.

Then she stood up, leaned forward and her tits dragged up my body. She wanted to suck my nipples, I’ve got extra sensitive nipples, but they were encased by the bullet bra. She sighed and slithered up further. Her tits pressed against my upper chest and she kissed me again. And this time she really kissed me. The plump curve of her smile meshed onto my mouth. Her tongue snaked and licked and we Frenched madly. I was shortly gasping for breath, and so was she.

She cupped her hand over one of my tits. “God, that’s stiff material,” she sighed. “It almost feels like you’ve got real breasts under there.”

“Real breasts,” I laughed. “If only.”

She looked at me curiously for a moment, then we were at it again. As we kissed she stroked me, and then she was on her knees, perched over my cock. Staring intently at me, she lowered herself onto my cock. It was electrifying, feeling her moist pussy envelope me and slide down.

I grabbed for her waist and she sat on me motionless for a second. then she began to to the bump and grind. Oh, God, it was heaven. Feeling her hot canal with my penis and she twisted and corkscrewed.

We were like that for a long while, thrusting, lurching, partaking of one another. Then I flipped her over and drove into her.

But after a few thrusts she flipped me over, which surprised me, and she was on top again.

“Girls on the bottom,” she growled playfully.

Fine with me. Top or bottom, this was the fuck of my life. I was extra sensitive, and the feeling was extra heightened, and she ground down upon me, used me, abused me, and I kept waiting for the little kick inside, the ignition that starts the glow that pushes the spurt that squirts the semen.

But it wasn’t coming.

But she was cumming. She grabbed my shoulders and arched her back and I felt her vaginal muscles start to spasm.

Now getting desperate, she didn’t like to wait around for second or third orgasms, I thrust harder.

She groaned, and then, unbelievably, she began to cum again!

I was starting to hurt. It felt like somebody was pulling my essence right through my cock, but nothing was happening.

“You bitch,” she muttered playfully into my neck at one point. “You’ve never been so good.”

“Heysoos,” I whined, “I just want to cum!”

“Hey, who cares about you?” she laughed as she straightened up and began to ride me again. “You’re just a bitch with boobs. You don’t have to cum. You just have to make me cum.”

She was laughing, but it was weird, but…I could feel something happening. I didn’t know what, but something was happening.

And she came again.

And again.

I don’t know how many times she came, but every time she did I felt like I was losing something, but I couldn’t lose any of that roiling, broiling, hot cock sperm swirling so hard in my balls.

Finally, however, she was done. She collapsed on me, held me, felt my tits poking into hers, and sighed, “I think that’s it.”

A pause.

I think we’re done.”

But I wasn’t. My cock was so fucking hard it hurt. I had never been so desperate, and yet so unable. I was filled with fluid, but…in some way….empty.

But empty of what I didn’t know.

She rolled off me, didn’t even get up, just snored.

And I didn’t even get up. I had to pee, or maybe I had to cum—yeah, I had to cum—but I just ignored my groin, closed my eyes, and…slept.

It was an uneasy sleep. I kept finding myself back at the garage sale, and everybody was pointing their fingers at me and laughing. Giggling, guffawing, slapping their knees and laughing.

And I stood there, with the bra on, and my dick was limp. It didn’t work. And I kept grabbing it with one hand and holding it up.

“No!” I told whoever would listen, going from person to person. “It’s okay…it’s really okay.”

And the old lady who had sold the bra to me, she was standing on her folding chair and yelling through a megaphone, “The man on aisle six wants a bra! Can we have a bra specialist see the man on aisle six? And everybody pointed and laughed.

I turned around and ran for it, my limp dick waggling, my big tits flopping, and I was in Walmart and everybody was chasing after me, pointing and laughing. And I held my tits so they wouldn’t bounce, and the people chased after me, and…

“Uhh,” I groaned. I was in bed and I was awake and the sun was streaming in the window. Maggie had just pulled the blinds and was heading for the bathroom. She was striding like she had just won a race, and her smile was ear to ear.

“Come on, my big dicked girlfriend. I’ll race you to breakfast.”

I heard the shower door open, the water came on, and a few seconds later, the hot running, she got in.

God, I was horny. Maggie must have cum twenty times last night, and I hadn’t cum even once. I was backed up with semen and my dick was standing up like a…no it wasn’t. It was limp. It just felt like it was full. I was so horny, but…oh, well. I groaned again, stretched, then rolled out of bed.

I sat on the edge of the bed, yawning, and felt not quite right. Like I was not exactly sick, but I was out of balance. Like I was leaning forward a little too much. I was still wearing the bra, and that was probably messing with my mind.

I listened to the shower. She was taking a long one. Well, I had really fucked the hell out of her. She probably needed a good sluicing.

I stood up, was puzzled by my hanging dick, but staggered out of the bedroom and headed for the kitchen.

I was watching the sausage sizzle and the toaster brown waffles when Maggie entered the room.

She got out the butter and the syrup, took note of my naked, limp and bra-ed condition. “No shower? Stinky, stinky?”

“I’ll shower later. You were wasting the water.”

“Oh, ho! Wasting water.”

She hugged me then, and I kissed her, and something went off in my head. I didn’t have to bend down to kiss her. And, instead of thinking, I just justified the thought with the idea, she must be wearing high heels. Even though I knew she wasn't.

The toaster popped, I scooped the sausages out and put them in a big bowl, and we sat down to eat.

She nibbled on a sausage, using her sexy bare hands to poke the thing into her mouth, and she sighed.

“God, you were great last night. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that much.”

“Good for you.”

She looked at me, then her eyes widened. “Oh, my God! You didn’t squirt!”

“Not that you care,” I groused, but I was kidding.

“So I guess you’re going to want to abuse this killer bod of mine some more?”

“The thought had crossed my mind.”

She laughed. “The thought had crossed your mind. Right. You’re probably ready to poke holes in steel.”

“Actually,” I looked down at my lap. “I’m a little limp.”

“What? No! After a night like last night? After what you did…and didn’t cum?”

“What can I say?” I shrugged.

She contemplated me for a long minute. We chewed and swallowed. She said, “I think it’s the bra.”

“You think so?” I was non committal. I was starting to wonder.

“Maybe you shouldn’t be pretending you’re a girl.”

“Why not?” I didn’t like that thought.

“Maybe that’s causing psychological damage, messing with your mind.”

“Don’t you think that’s a little far fetched?”

She frowned. “Maybe, but…but I want some more dick, and if you can’t deliver I’m going to have to make a sign and march down the street. ‘Free pussy…if you can get it up.’”

I laughed at that. What an image. Then: “Honey, I just need a little breakfast, get my strength up.” I chomped down on a sausage and cut it in half. “See, just a little nourishment. And, really, it’s got to be all your fault.”

“My fault?”

“Sure. It was you that kept insisting on fucking last night. I didn’t want to have anything to do with it.”

“What?” But she was grinning. We liked to tease each other.

“That’s right. I was just bored, waiting for you to finish so I could get a little sleep.”

“Bored? With my magic pussy? I’ll tell you, Mr. Big Asshole, you’re never going to get that under-sized shrimp you call a penis between my golden labia again.”

“Not ever?”

“No!”

“Never?”

“Well, at least not until…” she smiled, “after breakfast.”

I smiled back at her.

Fifteen minutes later, the dishes tossed into the sink to await our pleasure, Maggie took my hand and lead me down the hall.

Into the bedroom.

Onto the bed.

Once again we rolled and laughed and giggled. We loved sex, we were super compatible, and now I had something to prove. I had to squirt. I wasn’t going to be no ‘sickologically distributed prevert.

But, as we rolled, we both realized, we had an ulterior motive to get me hard, and…it wasn’t happening.

I mouthed her breasts and pushed fingers into her.

She sucked my cock and felt my breasts.

“It feels like there’s actual…boobs…in there.”

I laughed, and kissed her, and my dick…it wouldn’t get hard.

Finally, we stopped and looked at each other.

Concern was in her eyes. Despair was in mine.

We looked down at Mr. Happy, and he wasn’t happy. He just laid there like a slug on downers. Not moving. Not throbbing. Certainly not growing larger.

“Heysoos at dinner without a fork.”

“Or knife or spoon,” murmured Maggie.

“Do you really think there’s something psychological  going on?”

She pondered, frowned, and said, “I don’t know what to think. I mean, men can have…problems, it happens, but not twice in a row. And you aren’t even getting hard!”

“Well, I suppose we should find out.”

“What?”

“I’ll take off the bra and then we can try it.”

She stared at me.

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to take off the bra. It felt so good, so perfect. I wanted to keep it on…forever.

Maggie saw it in my eyes. “You don’t want to take it off.”

“I know,” I agreed. “But…we have to find out.”

“Yes.”

I tried to reach around and unclasp the bra, but I lacked flexibility.

“Here, let me help.” She hugged me, we were face to face, watching each other, in love, but wary, worried. I felt her fingers work the clasp, then it was undone.

It was simple. Take the bra off, get a hard on, and fuck to an orgasm.

But that wasn’t what happened.

What happened was that she drew back, pulled the bra off me. We looked down at my chest, and screamed.


PART TWO

Our screams weren’t big. They were just sort moderately loud, and we stared at my chest.

I had tits. Breasts. Bosoms. Boobs. Dirty pillows.

They were big, hefty, as they had to be to fill the bullet bra. The nipples were big, thick, erect, and I could feel the blood pulsing through them.

“You…” Maggie swallowed loudly.

“I have…” I grunted, as if I had been punched, which, in a way, I had. A psyche punch of Mike Tyson quality.

“Boobs.”

“Oh, God!”

We stared at my chest. Then Maggie reached out, slowly, as if scared, and touched her finger to a nipple.

“Oh!” I jerked back. I felt the shock of sexuality explode from my nipple, run through my body, and now I felt it. My dick was getting hard.

I got off the bed and looked down, over my enormous tits, and saw my penis erecting.

“What is happening?” Maggie breathed.

“I don’t know.”

“Put the bra back on!”

I held it up to my chest, and my dick started going down.

I held it away, and my penis bonered up.

I pressed it back in place and my boner relaxed, became a slug.

“What the fuck?” I whimpered.

Maggie placed a hand on mine, pulled my hands, and the bra, away from my mountainous chest. “It’s done.”

“What?”

“The bra, it did something, but now it’s done. It’s telling you that you don’t have to wear it anymore.”

“But…but how?”

“I don’t know, but…” she tossed the bra on the bed and looked at my tits. In her eyes was an excited look, an expression of hunger.

“Honey…”

She couldn’t stop herself, she reached out and placed her hands under my boobs. She lifted. “Wow.”

“What am I going to do?”

She licked her lips. “You’re going to need some more bras. Regular ones.”

“But that was…now that it’s off…I don’t want to wear a bra. That was just a one time thing. I don’t…want to…”

I trailed off, and for good reason. Maggie was running her hands over my tits, squeezing, flicking the nipples, and it was making me weak.

And it was making my cock hard. Real hard. If I thought the night previous was something, it was nothing. Now my cock was throbbing, and I knew I was going to be able to cum.

“Hey,” I protested weakly.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo,” she bent down and took my cock in her mouth. Oh, God! It felt like my penis was about to explode!

She massaged my balls, looked up at my eyes, which were starting to roll back in the sockets.

“Hold it,” she growled. “Don’t you dare cum yet. Not until I get you in me.”

She pushed me and I fell back. She climbed on top and sank on to me. It was quick, it was fast, and then she was grinding down and pulling her tits.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Don’t! Don’t! I need some mo—“

I grunted, I couldn’t help it, and my penis pulsed and I could feel it hosing away, deep inside her.

“Oh, you fuck!” She cried in frustration.

And that was the moment that I knew that the bra didn’t just affect me, it affected people around me.

For a half a minute I writhed, and the orgasm just sort of swirled through me. I was helpless in its grip, and then it ended.

And my dick, at last, was soft.

Maggie got off and looked at it sadly. “And it was doing so well.”

“Sorry. there was no way I could…” I shrugged.

“I know.”

“Honey, you’r e hornier than you used to be.”

She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “I am.”

“It’s the bra.” I said.

“It’s the tits,” she said.

“What”

“You’ve got tits, like a woman. It’s like…it’s like fucking somebody else.”

“Are you saying you want to fuck a woman?”

“Nope. I don’t think so, but…every time I looked at your chest…” her turn to shrug.

We showered together then. Save water and all that, and we soaped each other up and scrub a dub dubbed, and were pretty happy by the time we were done. When we got out of the shower, however, she said something that didn’t make me happy.

“You’re shorter, you know.”

“I…what?”

“Shorter. You used to be six inches taller than me. Now you’re only maybe three inches taller.”

“Oh, fuck. that’s impossible.”

“Not now,” she said wryly. “You also feel a bit lighter. I mean, I turned you over yesterday, to get on top. I was never able to lift you up like that before.”

In answer, I stepped onto the scale. I had been 170 pounds, a lot of muscles with only a little flab. Now I was 140. I pinched my waist. No love handle. I was changing in other ways than just growing tits.

“Oh, man,” I said. “What am I going to do?”

Maggie rubbed a towel over her glorious body and said, “Like I said…get some bras.”

“But I don’t really—“

She put a finger on my lips and shushed me. “Doesn’t matter what you feel like now. If you don’t get some support you are going to be sagging, and your back is going to be hurting. I mean, you’ve got some rather sizable boobs now, and you’ve got to take care of them.

Now in a dour mood, and confused, and yet some how excited, I got dressed, and realized nothing fit. Everything was too baggy, or too long.

Maggie handed me a pair of her shorts. They were sexy, little things, with cuffs, and too short, and decorations on the ass pockets.

“I can’t wear these!”

“So wear your own baggy pants.”

Well, my own baggy pants didn’t fit, so I slipped into the shorts, and they were almost perfect. Except that my cock was actually looking bigger. In fact, in her tight shorts my cock looked gigantic.

Of course, my penis hadn’t grown, but my body had shrunk, so my dick looked bigger, and relative to my body height, it was bigger.

“This is obscene.” I looked down at my bulge. My cock was easy to see through the material.

Maggie just giggled. “I like it.” She came close, her tits to my tits, and rubbed my package.

“Oh, geez,” I whimpered.

She kissed me quick, then backed off. “Just the way I like my…men, horny. Want to fuck again?”

“Did you hesitate before you said, ‘Men?’”

“Well, yeah.”

“But I am a man!”

“And you have woman parts, too. So what are you? A man-wo? A Mirl? A Gan?”

Her words were like little darts, but what could I say?

“Okay, tuck that big boy in and wear this.” She tossed me my sweatshirt. The one that says ‘Marines’ on it in big, arching letters.

I blinked, and realized that she was right. The sweatshirt was long enough to hang over my package now, and the obscene bulge of my dick would be covered up.

I pulled it on. “How’s that?”

“Wow. One problem leads to another.”

“What?”

“Your legs are too hairy to be wearing a sweat shirt like a girl would.”

“But I’m not going to wear one of your girly sweat shirts, even if it was long enough.”

“Then let me shave your legs.”

“What?” I gave a squeak of outrage.

“Come on, men shave their legs.”

“But you’re having me…it’ll make me look like a woman…with these shorts, and…and are you forgetting that I have tits?”

“The tits will be covered up by the sweatshirt, and, besides, with those tits you have a girl’s body, and you need to dress it like a girl’s body.”

“I can’t do that.”

She turned and walked out of the room. Dressed obscenely, my big tits flopping, I followed her.

She walked into the kitchen and got out the liquor. She filled two glasses with ice, then mixed bourbon and Coke in them. A lot of bourbon for me, a little bourbon for her. She turned and handed me the heavily laced one. “Sit down and drink.”

Blinking, not understanding, I sat down at the kitchen table, and she sat across from me.

We sipped, and, man, did it taste good, and she said, “Honey, I’m going to do things to you this morning. And you are going to go along with it.”

“What things?” I asked suspiciously, feeling the warmth of bourbon in the belly.

“You are not passable as a man anymore. You are passable as a girl.”

“I’m not going to be a girl!”

“Except for that big, lovable hunk of sex dangling between your legs, you are a girl.”

“I don’t have long hair.”

“Many women don’t, but I have a wig you can borrow.”

“That hair is too long!”

“I’ll cut it, if I have to, but you know you are just giving me bullshit arguments.”

“I am not.”

She leaned across the table and placed one hand on mine, “Honey, you are the one that bought that bra. You are the one that it…called. Therefore you are the one that’s got a bit of kink trying to get out. Heck, your body changed, and that is the living proof of what I am saying.”

“But…I…”

For an hour we blathered back and forth. Or, rather, I blathered. She kept throwing succinct arguments in my face. In the end, she stood up, took my hand, and lead me back to the bedroom.

“Take off your clothes.”

“I just put them on…and I thought you wanted me to wear shorts?”

She stepped forward and grabbed me. Hard. She squeezed, and I almost went to my knees. I started to sweat, and, interestingly, it made my cock harder.

“Listen, you son of a bitch. I want to do this, and deep down, so do you. Now I don’t want you to give me one iota of crap. At all. This is going to happen…or you are on your own.”

“What do you mean,” I gasped, “on my own?”

“You can dress yourself, wear what you want. I am offering you a chance to get professional instruction on your new condition. And you would be dumber than stupid to not take advantage of me.”

She let go. She pointed towards the bathroom. “Take off your clothes, use the Nair in the cabinet, and I wanted everything below your neck bald in 20 minutes. You got that?”

My mouth opening and closing, I staggered towards the bathroom.

I put the Nair on my body, slathered it on, and my mind was totally gone. I was moving in protest, but moving.

The problem was…my wife was right. I needed to do this. And I needed her to help me do this.

Twenty minutes later I was drying myself off. Maggie inspected me with a grin. “You have no idea how sexy that makes you.”

“Oh,” I said. I had surrendered, but I was glum. My cock looked ten times bigger without the hair around it.

“Now, I have selected clothes, and you are going to want to protest, but if you do I will go to the card.”

“The card?”

“Yes. The card. The birthday card you gave me last year.”

I knew the card well.

This card entitles the bearer to give one spanking.

Choice of belt, paddle, whip or noodles is up to the bearer.

“And, just to let you know, if you disappoint me in this I will select the whip. I will tie you down and stripe your butt until you look more zebra than human.”

“You wouldn’t!”

But I knew she would. Maggie is definitely a ‘take charge’ kind of woman.

“Then find out the hard way. But here is your first item.”

It was panty hose.

I stared at the nylon material and blinked.

She pushed me on the bed and began unrolling the legs on me. It was tight, and sexy, and I felt my dick starting to rise.

“None of that,” she giggled and playfully slapped my dick.

“Oh, don’t…please.” I begged.

“Why? Does it really hurt?”

“No, it feels too good.”

She laughed, finished tugging the panty hose up, and now my cock was imprisoned, but not enough to conceal it.

She handed me some tummy control panties. I pulled them up, and then struggled to get them over my hips. When I was done, however, my cock was concealed. The two tiered approach had managed to conceal my manliness.

“Excellent. Here.” She handed me shorts, the sexy, little shorts, and I pulled them up. Now they fit with a minimum of bulge.

She smiled. “Nice. Sweat shirt.”

I put on the sweatshirt, and the ‘Marines’ logo towered across my chest.

“The marines need a few good women,” Maggie observed wryly. “You know, you could wear the bullet bra.”

I’m trying to hide a bit of my…bounty. Those points would scream to the world.”

“Yes. And it’s hard to be man enough to be a woman, isn’t it.”

“You got that.”

Then you’re fine, clothes wise,  except for…shoes.”

“I’ll just wear my tennies.”

“No.”

“No?”

“No. One, they are too groady for a woman. Too, they don’t fit any longer, your feet are an inch shorter. Three…have you ever considered high heels?”

“High heels?” My voice sounded like an ostrich being throttled.

“Let’s try them. That will give your legs feminine length, you only need a little with those pants, and then…let’s try them.”

She went into her closet and brought back a pair of sandals. The heels were only two inches high, and they actually looked a bit comfortable. I like sandals, and these would only be a couple of inches…

She had me sit and she put the sandals on me. I stood up, and they felt good.

“Oh, damn!” Maggie blurted. “We should have done your nails.”

I stared at her.

“To match your fingernails.”

“My…”

“Don’t shut down on me now. I’m having fun.”

“But…”

She placed a hand over my mouth. “Shut and comply. I’m the boss…” then she added, “little girl.”

I wanted to protest then, but she really had put the whammy on me. She helped me walk over to the vanity, and it was harder than I thought, and she sat me down.

“Okay. I’m going to give you red ones. You’re a guy and probably clumsy, so I’m going to use real glue to keep them on.”

“I don’t…”

“You want to wear a blindfold?”

I actually did. There was something wailing inside me.

She got out a pair of my underpants, put it over my head, and laughed. “I like you like that. Now, don’t move.”

From inside the pants I could feel her working on me. I could feel her filing and sanding and preparing the cuticles. Then she pressed on the nails, one nail at a time, and held them each for a good minute, and then she said, “Take off…no. Let me take off your blindfold. You might stick yourself in the eye.”

She took my pants off my head and I stared at my hands. The fingers now looked an inch longer. They were bright red, and extended in an oval about a half inch beyond my digits.

“Oh, my God!”

“Pretty sexy, yes?”

I felt like the world was leaning sideways. “Uh, yeah…”

“Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them, and you’ll wonder why you never did this before.”

“Because I was a man.”

“But you aren’t now. So let’s figure this make up thing out.”

I couldn't be blindfolded for this, and I was forced to watch myself be transformed in the mirror.

She washed my face, with little sponges, and I was amazed at how dirty I was. I mean, I had just taken a shower!

“We’re getting the deep down pores,” she explained.

Then she put primer on my face and I lost color. I looked like a vampire.

And foundation and blush, and I started to get some color back, more color than when she had started. It was actually sort of amazing.

Then she spent some time on my eyes, shadowing them, curling lashes, putting on mascara. The weirdest thing, however, was the lipstick.

“Oooh. Gorgeous. You are so kissable.”

I looked at the mirror. Man, I was changed. Or perhaps I should say: Woman, was I changed.

“Okay, the wig…” she settled the brunette wig on my head, fastened it in place, and I was stunned. I now looked like a woman.

“I’m going to put clip ons on you. But tomorrow we’re going to pierce your ears.”

I was in a state of shock now, and I didn’t say anything. She clipped on a pair of long danglies. Silver strings with the sparkle of tiny diamonds. I felt like my face was framed, and it was really sexy.

And, to tell you the truth, my poor, imprisoned cock was pounding madly. It wanted to get loose in the worst possible way. And I was really feeling it…I wanted to squirt again.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Maggie said delightedly, helping me up.

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t look like a man at all.

I sashayed through the house, putting some wiggle in my butt, aware of how my tits jiggled. Maggie followed along and complimented me constantly. And, finally, “Shall we go?”

“Where?”

“You still need a bra.”

“But can’t you just…do that?”

“You have to come and let the salesgirl size you.”

Now, she had made sure my glass was full for the last hour, and I was feeling pretty good, and it was getting easier and easier to talk me into things. And so I wound up in the passenger seat as we drove across town.

To the mall.

With a million people in it.

And security cameras.

And Maggie had to near put me in an armlock and dance me across the parking lot.

But I did it, and we walked through the mall like…like two women shopping.

Which, in a way, we were.

Victoria’s Secret.

“Do you know what Victoria’s Secret is?”

“What?” I asked

“She’s a man.”

“No!”

“No, you’re right, that’s not the secret. But VS was founded by a man, and he eventually jumped off the Golden Gate bridge.”

“What?” My voice actually squealed, I was getting into this thing.

“True. Look it up.”

I thought about that as we walked up the aisles and fingered materials. Interestingly, no one had tumbled to the fact that I wasn’t a woman. Sales girls smiled at me with that woman to woman smile, and it gave me confidence. Soon I was actively making decisions. I want this…I want that…and Maggie grinned and filled up bags.

But the main reason we were there was for bras, so a young girl measured me, which made the hair on my head stand up, feeling her arms around me, feeling her tits press against me.

Maggie pursed her lips and gave me a mock glare.

I shrugged it off and grinned.

Then we were leaving the store. We made it out to the car, and she got out a bra and helped me into it.

It was weird. First, it was tight, like I was a horse in harness. Second, she had chosen a half bra, and my nipples rubbed against the sweat shirt. Third…all that nipple rubbing was really making me horny.

“Maybe we should go home,” I said.

“But why? We can do lots…” she looked at me. Saw the hunger on my face, and grinned. “You horny, little vixen. Am I going to have to scratch your itch?”

“Please,” I begged.

We laughed, and drove out of the parking lot. We were halfway home when I blurted. “Turn there!”

She managed to make the turn, and started to ask why, then she realized why.

The house where we had gone to the garage sale was up ahead.

Maggie pulled up in front of the house. It still looked like it was about to fall down. The garage door was still open, but the tables were all put away and the old woman was moving around inside.

Now that I was here I didn’t know what to do.

The old woman noticed us, peered, then…amazingly, because I was now a woman, she recognized me. She grinned a thin grin and waved her hand to me.

I don’t think I would have gotten out of the car, otherwise, but now…now I had to find out. After all, if she knew who I was, even though I was now dressed a s a woman, then….she might know more.

I walked up the driveway. Maggie got out of the car and rounded it and followed me.

“How do you like being a woman?” the old lady asked.

“It’s…it’s interesting.”

“Ha,” she grunted. “That bra only talks to men who want to be women. So you’re loving it.”

Maggie arrived.

“So how does it work?” I asked.

“Don’t know. I talked to some people I got it from, way back when, and there’s all sorts of rumors. One guy, or gal if you prefer, told me it was the original bra that was worn by Mary Magdalene. But we know that’s dumb. Bras weren’t invented until the 1880s. Oh, yeah, they been around a lot longer, but this one, that one you bought I mean, has modern materials, relatively speaking.”

I thought about it, and she was right.

“Then there’s a gal out in Pasadena, she says the bra was made by Elon Musk, based on the work of Tesla. But…it’s all so much bushwah.”

“So you don’t know.”

“Not at all. It’ll be fun for you to research, how some ever, and we should stay in touch. I can hook you up with other wearers.”

“Are there other bras then?” Maggie asked.

“Oh, sure. Lots. But they aren’t sold anywhere. You just have to search the garage sales, and when you find one it’ll call to you. Like that one did to you.”

I asked, “Was it Billy’s?”

“It was both of ours. We were two gay men, and he discovered the bra one day, and he wore it, and then I wore it, and…”

“So why did you sell it?”

“Well, first reason is that it doesn’t do anything after the first time. Second reason is we can sort of feel when it wants to move on. Third, we needed the money.”

We chatted a while longer, and I got his phone number and promised to come see him. And I would. There was a lot happening here, and I wanted to find out things.

Finally, all talked out for the moment, Maggie and I went back to the car and drove away. We were silent all the way home, and I thought about the things he had told us, and I pondered over life as a woman.

Apparently, these boobs were here to stay.

And, in fact, I was lucky my cock hadn’t dwindled up and fallen off. That was one of the things that Harriet, that was the name the old woman went by, had told us could happen.

“Yep, happened to Billy. He didn’t like it at first, but then he did, and…” he shrugged.

And I considered those words. And I considered what I was.

“I’m not a man,” I said, when we walked into the house. “And I’m not a woman.”

Maggie poured the drinks, and we went out to the patio.

“So what are you?”

“Well, I’m not a transvestite, ‘cause that’s just clothes. I could be a transexual, I suppose, but…I’m not sure. Maybe a shemale?”

We sipped and talked it over. There was a lot we realized we didn’t know about sex, and about people in my condition.

“What about that last thing Harriet told us?”

“About the sure way to become a complete woman?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know. It seems pretty drastic.”

“But you would know that you were definitely a woman. There wouldn’t be any more half and half thoughts about it.”

“That’s true.”

“He said you had to do it several times for it to happen.”

“Unless you were really sure in your heart of hearts.”

She nodded.

“But what if I do it and I don’t like it? What if I want to stay a man?”

“Yes. There is that. It is a one way street.”

We sipped some more.

“I’d like to try it.”

I turned to her. “Really? You want me to make a complete change?”

“Yes,” and she sounded positive. “At least, try it once. If you like it, then we do it more, until…until the change completes. If you don’t like it, then nothing lost.”

“Nothing gained nothing lost.”

She nodded.

“But it’s my penis we’re talking about.”

“Yes, it is. That’s why I say try it out.”

“And you want me that way?”

She said nothing.

“No more of this big cock.”

“Nope.”

“But you love my cock!”

“I do. But it’s you I really love, and we can always get a strap on. We’re going to need one, anyway, if we want to find out.”

I didn’t say anything for a long time, and she finally blurted, “You’re different now. You’re the best of you, but softer, more kind and caring. When I touch you it brings a shock to me that the old you, the male you, couldn’t make happen.”

I heard what she said, and that is what brought me to my decision. “Then let’s try it.”

The following night Maggie came home with a shopping bag and a grin. “Okay, baby. Get back in that bedroom and let me despoil you.

I was nervous, and I did need a drink, but an hour later we were back in the bedroom. Maggie got out the strap on she had bought, and asked which dick I wanted. She had bought a half dozen, various size and shapes. One was even supposed to be the shape of a horse’s dick. She held that one up and grinned gleefully. It was as long as her arm and I shook my head.

“That’s for you,” I said. “Try that one?”

I picked out the smallest one.

“Okay, party pooper,” she grumped.

She screwed the six inch, life like penis into the socket of the strap on and looked at me.

“Up on the bed, Fred, and spread.”

“My name’s not Fred.”

“Any port in a storm,” she quipped. “You want it on all fours? Or on your back.”

“I think all fours. And put my head up against the wall so I can’t run away.”

I was wearing a dress and panties, and my cock was big and red and dripping. I was getting hornier as time went by.

I crawled up on the bed, took my panties down and lifted my dress.

She got up behind me and started lathering my butt with lube. A lot of lube.

“Guy at the store said I should use a lot,” she explained. Then she put the jar of lube aside and pushed up to me.

I felt the wall with my head, and then I felt her slide inside me. God! It felt good! I groaned as the six inches of plastic opened me up, slithered against my anal walls.

“Oh, yeah,” Maggie breathed. “That’s what I’m talking about!”

“But you can’t feel anything!” I gasped, as she reamed me and poked me, all while reaching under and stroking my hard penis.

“Sex is in the mind, girlfriend. And this is the hottest thing I have ever done!”

She went back and forth, wiggled it so that I could feel the tip moving around inside.

I began to groan and move back against it. She laughed and pushed harder, and my head began to hit the wall.

“Ow!”

She tossed me a pillow and I bent my arms so I was supported on elbows, and placed the pillow between my head and the wall. This was a perfect position, and Maggie began to pummel me with that cock. In and out, back and forth, the big slide of raised, plastic veins against my delicate anal membranes. All my nerves were firing, and I began to feel a warmth coming up into my groin. I didn’t know where it was coming from, tell the truth I didn’t know which end was up, but it grew hotter and hotter. I began to sweat, and I wiggled my ass back and forth.

“Oh…oh…I’m going…something is happening…”

“Give it up, baby,” Maggie crooned tome. “I know what you want, now give me what I want.”

She kept fucking me and fucking me, and asking me to give it up, and suddenly it all made sense. I went limp, except for raising my ass higher, and…I submitted. Just a click in the mind, and I was done as a man. I understood the woman now. I could have either. I could…it was a choice, and I…

I began to cum. Shuddering wracking ripples of sensation that blasted me out of my mind. I felt my eyeballs roll back in their sockets. I was yelling something, but didn’t know what, and Maggie kept pushing and pushing, and I crumpled against the wall and took all she had to offer.

We lay on the bed, exhausted, but exhilarated.

She held me in her arms and I could feel my tits being supported by her forearm.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Oh, God. I know what heaven is now.”

I turned my head back to her and we kissed gently. Then I went back to just laying in her arms.

“So, I know we only did it once, but that was…that was the point of it all. Have you made up your mind?”

“Do I want to be a man or a woman,” I mused.

“Well…?”

“You’re so anxious.”

“Please,” she begged. “You’re killing me. Just tell. Man or woman?”

I heaved a great sigh, and I told her.

She breathed out, and she tickled my ear with a whisper, “I think thats a wonderful idea. I’m sure you’re…we’re…going to be very happy.”

Then I squirmed around in her arms and we began kissing for serious.

END
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Becoming a Woman!

She feminized and chastised him!


PART ONE

“No! No!” Alyce wailed. “Not again!”

Myles groaned and grunted and his cock spewed forth semen. “I’m sorry…I just couldn’t…”

Alyce slumped on the bed. Her body just went limp in disgust and frustration and she waited for Myles to finish.

“Fuck…fuck…”

His cock squirted big squirts inside her. She could feel him blasting away. Eight shots, nine…ten fucking shots! Then he collapsed and lay on her.

“Get off,” she whispered.

He rolled off her and lay on his back.

She sat up, her pussy was screaming for relief, her tits were red with excitation. She was so fucking horny she couldn’t believe it. And now his white jism flowed out of her cooch. Big globs of sperm. She was sopping wet and high and dry at the same time.

“I’m sorry,” Myles muttered.

Of course he really wasn’t. Sure, he would have liked to get her off, but…he got off, and that was what was important to him, right?

“Sorry doesn’t cut,” she mumbled. She stood up and walked to the bathroom. A few seconds later she was washing his sweat off, and had her fingers jammed up her hole.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. It was easy to get off when she was that horny, but it was hard to get off when she was that mad.

It seemed like every time they fucked he shot his load too soon.

The shower door opened and she jerked her hand out of her pussy and turned away from him.

“Sorry. Want me to come back later?”

But she was done. The plug had been pulled on her. “No. It doesn’t matter.”

He soaped up and rinsed off. Because she had turned away she was out of the stream, and Myles didn’t really seem to notice. Heck, he had gotten off, and he was happy. He was in the shower, and he was happy. He didn't have to sleep in a wet spot, so he was happy.

And she wasn’t happy.

Her pussy craved an orgasm. It had been used but not pushed over the edge.

Myles finished his shower and got out. He was humming outside the shower as he dried off, and when Alyce got out she found that he had used the towel that she had brought in for herself.

“Fuck!” She yelled.

Myles trotted in. “Are you all right?”

“You came in me and didn’t get me off. You hogged the shower. You used my towel. You are a fucking….fucking…” words failed her. “Argh!”

“Well, hey. I’m sorry if you weren’t able to get off. But no need to take it out on me.

“ARGH!” she screamed.

Myles shrugged and went to bed.

Alyce cursed him under her breath while she used little wash clothes to dry herself off. She called him more names than Lucifer had, and he slept the sleep of the innocent.

Hey! It wasn’t his fault she couldn't get off!

Finally, Alyce pulled on a robe and walked out to the kitchen. She poured herself a wine and downed it, then she poured another one and sipped it. She sat and tried to calm herself down, but it wasn’t working. She was going to have one more sleepless night. Sleepless while he snored away. Listening to him gurgle and snort. He got his rocks off, and so what to her!

Ding. Her iPad signaled that she had a text.

She opened it up and sighed. She typed:

Hey, Barby Doll. You awake?

Alyce grabbed her phone and pressed the buttons. Barbara Johnson answered immediately.

“How you doing Alley Cat?”

“I’m horny and frustrated. He came and I didn’t and I am so tired of it.”

“Ha! You just don’t know the secret.”

“What secret?” she asked.

Barbara smiled on her end of the phone. “Look, girlfriend, when a man leaves you frustrated, it means he wants to be frustrated.”

“What?”

“It’s psychology.”

“Well I don’t get it, so you’re going to have to explain it to me.”

Barbara sighed on her end. “Look, Men don’t really want to cum.”

“Could have fooled me.”

“It’s not cumming they want, it’s the chase. It’s the thrill of pursuit. It’s the hunt for the cunt.” She giggled.

“So, what? I shouldn’t let him cum? How the heck am I going to stop a man on the edge?”

“Oh, there’s lots of ways.”

“Name one.”

Barbara laughed, “You really don’t understand, do you?”

“If I did I wouldn’t be whining and crying on your shoulder.”

“Okay, Alley Cat, here’s how it works. Do you remember how happy you were when you were younger? Late high school? College?”

Alyce grinned. “I do remember being a wee bit cheerful.”

“And, let’s face it, you weren’t getting a lot.”

“I was sort of a prude.”

“And then the boys started hanging around. They pestered you, they took you out, it was party time all the time, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And when did they stop pestering you?”

“When I met Myles. But that just meant that I was taken!”

“That’s right. But what if you weren’t taken?”

“But I was!”

“That’s not the point!”

“So what’s the point?”

“The point is that you were the belle of the ball, and then you told everybody the ball was over so they went home.”

“You’re just repeating yourself.”

So Barbara laid it on the line. “When you spread your legs and started fucking only one guy nobody wanted to chase you anymore.”

Alyce blinked. She actually gulped. This was so baldly stated that she couldn’t refute it, couldn’t argue it, could only accept it.

“But…uh…you…”

“Did you have something to say?” Barbara asked.

“I fuck whenever Myles wants to.”

“And does Myles take you out every weekend? Does he take you to parties and movies and treat you like the belle of the ball? Does he bring you chocolates and flowers and remember your one month anniversary? Or ANY anniversary?

Alyce was stone quiet. Her mind was churning over the facts of her life.

“I fuck him too much,” she whispered.

“You said it. You fuck him whenever he wants.”

“But what am I supposed to do? Say ‘no?’”

“Yes.”

“We’re married!”

“And how does he treat you?”

He squirts in me, pushes me out of the way in the shower, takes my towel…and thinks it’s my fault. That I’m the bitch.

“Okay. I get what you’re saying.” Alyce’s attitude was so sober that Barbara felt it on the other end. “But what do I do about it? I can’t just suddenly cut him off.”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s my husband!” Alyce felt exasperation well up in her.

“Alley Cat, I want you to try something.”

“What?”

“Are you willing to give it a try?”

“How do I know until you tell me?”

“No matter how silly it sounds?”

“Yes! But tell me!”

“Pretend you’ve got a yeast infection.”

Once again Alyce went silent. Inside her head was the refrain: I can’t lie to my husband! But it’s my wifely duty! He needs sex!

But playing harmony was the chorus: Why not? She wasn’t getting any happier being his floor mat. It wouldn’t hurt him to go without sex for a month.

“Alley Cat? I can feel you thinking. What are you thinking, girlfriend?”

Alyce giggled. “Well, Barbie Doll, I’m thinking that my poor, little pussy is itching and swollen.”

“What are you going to do when he asks for a blow job? Or even a handjob?”

Alyce’s mind was chugging along now. “I’ll tell him that I’m in pain and he should do it himself.”

“WAAAAA!” Barbara made a sound like a buzzer. “Wrong answer!”

“But why?”

“Because the point isn’t to let him have relief. The point is to make him not have relief, and therefore build up his juices. You’ve got to sexually starve him. You’ve got to build up his horniness. Play with him and feel sorry for him, but don’t let him cum. Tell him it’s your semen, community property, and that he can’t spend any of it because that would be cheating.

“I can’t lay a guilt trip on him!”

“ARGH!” Barbara growled into the phone. Then: “Why the fuck not!”

“But…but…”

“Look, I’ve had boyfriends. I’ve been walked on, and your choices are simple. You either get walked on, or you do the walking. So which do you wish?”

Alyce sat and stared at her phone. Walk or get walked on. She was already getting walked on. She needed to reverse that. She needed to turn him back into the Prince Charming that he was when they met in college. She made up her mind.

“I’ll do it.”

On the other end of the line she could feel Barbie Doll smiling.

They spent the rest of the night talking about methods of sexual denial, and the next day Alyce spent a few hours researching such things as chastity. By the time Myles got home from work she was smiling.

“Hey, babe, feel like a little?” He smooched her a good one. They were in the kitchen and he had his arms around her from the rear.

Alyce didn’t answer right away. She spent a period of time just enjoying his attentions. And the more attention he gave her the more he wanted. He pressed his lips to her, groped her breasts, and worked his hand down to her pussy.

She pushed him back and put on a sorrowful look. Holding him at arm’s length she said, “Oh, honey, I hate to tell you this, you make me so horny and I want your dick so bad, but…I’ve got a yeast infection.”

It had definitely been a while since she had said no to Myles, because he actually looked a little confused. “So…what? I wear a rubber?”

“Myles!”

“What?”

“I can’t have sex until the itching and scratching goes away. It can get painful, and you don’t want to hurt me, do you?”

Barbara had told her she had to get that idea of ‘hurting her’ into the conversation quickly. It made it serious and it made him restrain himself better. Or more willingly, at least.

“Well, no.”

She withheld a giggle. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t sample me a little.”

He looked confused until she launched herself at him. She ground her hips into him, kissed him and sucked on his tongue. She reached down and grabbed his groin.

Myles cock was a rock. He groaned with pleasure.

But, after a few minutes he realized he wasn't’ going to get off and his ardor cooled. He backed up a little and said, :Maybe you could use your hands? Or your mouth?” He was quite hopeful.

“Myles? Do you think it’s really fair that you get to cum and I don’t?”

“Well, it’s never bothered you before.”

Alyce sighed. “Sit down, honey, we need to talk.”

Myles groaned. Whenever they sat down to ‘have a talk’ it was not pleasant. She would try to talk him into something he didn’t want.

Still, she had that yeast thing,  so he sat down and waited.

Alyce got down two glasses and filled them ice. Then she poured a splash of bourbon in her glass, and a splash of Coke in his. And a gallon of bourbon in his and a gallon of Coke in hers.

Myles was smiling when she placed his drink in front of him.

They sat and drank companionably. Alyce didn’t talk at first, she wanted a likkered up edge before she lowered the boom.

Myles had two drinks, and she was still working on her first, and she decided it was time to broach the subject.

“Myles, we’re married. We’re equal co-partners. We do things together and we share.”

“You betcha, honey.” He looked at the bottle of bourbon and she got up and fixed him one more.

When she sat down she said, “That means we need to cum at the same rate. If you have three cums a week, then I should get three cums.

Myles frowned, “But sometimes you can’t get off!”

“And on those days I expect you to consider our partnership and hold yourself in.

He blinked, and thank God he was getting drunk.

“I don’t think I like that idea.”

“Oh, so are you in charge of me?”

“Well, it’s not that…” but she could see that there was a part of him that thought exactly that.

“Then what is it?”

“We have different sex drives. I’ve got a bigger sex drive so I should get more sex.”

Alyce was prepared for that. She smiled, “But why is it that way? I mean, if you look at it from my viewpoint then I have a smaller sex drive  so you should get less sex.”

He blinked. There was something there that didn’t make sense, but he was not in a thinking frame of mind that could figure that out. He didn’t understand that his own argument had the exact same fallacy.

“Well, I don’t think I like this.”

Alyce came around and sat next to him. She began rubbing his dick through his pants. “I’ll tell you what…when you feel like it I’ll play with you as much as you want.”

“I just can’t cum.”

“Not until I do.”

His face revealed what he thought of this idea, but he was getting drunker, and hornier, and it’s hard to argue with a beautiful woman who is giving you a hand job.

Alyce leaned into him, placed her lips on his and breathed him in. She unzipped him and pulled his penis out. It was stiff and red and there was a spot of pre-cum on the tip.

Now all thought of argument was definitely gone. All that existed for Myles were the soft lips scorching his own. He lifted a hand and felt Alyce’s large breasts. He ran his palm over the erect nipples.

Argument done, but not over, Myles stood up after a half hour and staggered down the hallway.

In the kitchen Alyce watched him, and she had a quirky smile on her face. Barbara was right. It was so much fun to prick tease. To get the man horny and watch him come undone. Heck, Myles could hardly think.

She washed the glasses and put them away, and suddenly her eyes went wide. She ran down the hallway and into the bathroom. The water was steaming up the glass and she pulled the shower door open.

Myles looked at her owlishly. His hand was stroking his cock and he was an inch from cumming.

“STOP THAT!” She slapped his hand, but he wouldn’t let go. He was at the point of no return, he was going to cum, so Alyce did the only thing she could. She reached down and grabbed his balls and twisted.

“OWWWW!”

Myles pranced, slipped, and fell in the shower. He looked up at her in dazed wonderment. He looked down at his cock. A bare drop of semen drooled out.

“You ruined my orgasm!” he said, rubbing his head.

At this point something wondrous happened. Alyce was not exactly angry, but she was intent, and…she took charge.

Not that Myles was an overbearing brute that needed somebody to control him, but they’re relationship was such that she had sort of just turned over control to him. Now she was taking it back. She was in charge. She lifted his arm and helped him up. His cock was red and throbbing. She pulled him out of the shower. She snapped, “If you can’t control yourself I’m going to get you a chastity device.”

“A who?” The fall had really dazed him.

“I said that if you can’t control your rutting urges than I will lock up your cock and make sure you can’t play with yourself! Honestly! You’re just like a little boy who won’t put his toys away and clean up your room. We just talked about this and I find you sneaking in here and—“

“I wasn’t sneaking!”

“—jacking off like some kind of virgin high school boy that just discovered puberty. I can’t believe you would do this to me when I’ve got a yeast infection! I can’t…” She let him have it. Both barrels, and he melted.

But that’s the truth of men. They act all big and swaggery, but when push comes to shove they buckle under and whine and cry.

Alyce grabbed a towel and began drying him off. “Now listen here, you big lug. I don’t want to ever catch you masturbating again as long as I live! If you feel a little horny you just man up and live with it. Is that clear?”

“Uh, okay.”

Myles was buckling fast, now that his submission had started. Another truth about men: they growl a lot, but they don’t really want to fight, especially when matched up against the more vicious of the species.

She finished drying him off, grabbed his cock and pulled him into the bedroom. “Put some underwear on!” she commanded.

“But…I don’t usually wear underwear to bed!”

“You’re going to now. As long as I can’t trust you I’m going to watch over you and make sure you behave yourself!”

“But…but…”

She helped him into a pair of BVDs. She pulled the underpants up snug, hard, and he crossed his eyes a little at the sudden compression of his nuts.

“Honey,” he managed to say. “I think we need to talk this over.”

“I’ve already talked. Talk is done. You’re going to be a well behaved husband or…or…”

“Or what?” Oddly, there was a tiny, little bit of…hop?…in his eyes.

She blurted. “Or I’ll spank you and teach you a lesson.

“Oh.”

Was that a gleam in his eye?

“Now go brush your teeth, and if I see you touching yourself it’s hairbrush time, mister!”

Myles was thoroughly cowed now. His shoulders were a bit slumped as he went into the bathroom and brushed his teeth. A minute later he was crawling into bed. He didn’t look at Alyce, and he acted totally abashed.

Alyce went to her vanity and took off her make up. Then she thought about it, and put on her sexiest chemise. It was short, showing her legs. Her boobs thrust out the top. Her nekkid body was quite visible underneath.

She turned off the lights and got into bed.

Myles didn’t move. He just lay there. He was drunk, cowed, and not sure what had just happened.

Alyce lay next to him without moving for a minute. Then she turned on her side and placed a hand on his groin.

“Unh!” he grunted. That’s man for you. Get them drunk, knock them down in the shower, twist their balls half off, and they’re still horny.

Alyce smiled. That wasn’t a bad thing. In fact, that was a good thing.

She leaned into him, kissed his nipple and stroked him.

Myles started breathing deeper.

Alyce crawled over his body. She pressed her pussy against his trapped cock. She ground down and played with his nipples, then she kissed him. A good kiss. A deep kiss. The kind of kiss that makes a man get married.

Or, in this case, makes his cock into Washington’s Monument.

He started to move her, to take charge, and she moved back, pressed him down. “No. I’ve got a yeast infection.”

Myles made a whining sort of sound.

“But I love you, and I love making out. Do you want to make out?”

“Well, yeah.” Of course he did.

Alyce went to work. She went down on him until he was ready to squirt, then she came up and kissed him and let him cool off.  Then she stroked him, rubbed his cock had until he was ready to explode, and backed off.

Again and again she brought him to the edge, and let him col off.

An hour later, flushed and feeling sexy and powerful, Alyce rolled off him and turned her back to him. “Night, honey.”

Myles was sober now, and tired, and horny, and didn’t understand what was happening. He lay and stared at the ceiling and wondered what the hell was happening.

Telling herself to wake up in case he tried to sneak out of bed and rub one off, Alyce drifted to sleep.

Myles didn’t try to sneak out of bed. It took him a long while to sleep, but the wait wasn’t uncomfortable. His cock hadn’t felt this powerful and engorged in years. Not since he and Alyce had been in college, when they couldn’t get enough of each other.

Finally, he drifted off, and he didn’t sleep deeply. He kept drifting in and out. He felt like he was having dreams, though he wasn’t.

And his cock felt so-o-o good. He…

…opened his eyes.

“Wake up, sexy cock.”

Alyce had just pulled the drapes back and sunlight flooded into the room.

His cock was standing up. Stiff as a board. A board made of iron.

He was tired, and wired. All at the same time.

He sat up and wanted to grab his cock, but Alyce was watching him with a silly grin on her face.

“I can’t believe how big and hard you are. We should have done this a long time ago?”

“Done what?” Myles rubbed his eyes.

“Horned you up. Man, if I didn’t have this yeast infection I’d be all over your Hulk.”

Then she sat on his lap, wiggled against his cock, and hugged him. “Fuck. I can’t wait to get over this yeast infection.”

“Yeah,” he agreed.

She jumped off him. “Well, get dressed. It’s the weekend and we have to go to garage sales.”

“Oh,” he was a bit befuddled, and Alyce tossed him some shorts.  He started to wiggle out of his underpants and she said, “What are you doing?”

“Oh, uh…”

He actually didn’t know what he was doing. He was still feeling a bit logy from the bourbon, and he hadn’t slept much.

“Wait a minute. Go ahead and take them off.”

He blinked and wondered what was going on. But when he had his underpants off she tossed him a pair of her panties. He held them up. they were lavender, thongs, and much too small for him.

“I can’t wear these!”

“Why not? I think you’d look sexy in them.”

“They’re too small.”

“Nope, they’re fine. You’re just too big.” She grabbed his cock and stroked it. “Now then, I want you to put on my thong and think about me all day.”

He mumbled a bit, but with her encouragement he pulled the thong up his legs.

“We need to shave your stems,” she murmured as she pulled the thong tight.

“Oh!” he blurted. “That’s my asshole back there!”

“You can really feel it, can’t you.”

“Uh, yeah. And when I walk,” he took a few steps, “I can feel that string moving around.”

“Good. Want to wear a bra, too?”

“NO!”

“Maybe later. But I’m telling you right now, you want to feel sexy and horny, women’s underwear is the way to go.”

“Well, I don’t think I want to be sexy and horny.”

Alyce laughed. “Says the man with the big boner.”

He looked down at his cock. It was pushing out the little triangular patch ferociously. “This is ridiculous.”

“Put on your shorts, and hurry. Time’s a wasting.”

He pulled on his shorts…and she handed him a pair of her ankle socks.

“What’s this?” He held up the little socks. They would be an inch above the lip of his athletic shoes, and they had a little pink lip of lace at the top.

“Socks. They stretch. Put them on.”

“I’m not putting these socks on!”

“Why not?”

“Because they’re girly!”

“Nonsense. Besides, I forgot to do the laundry. You’re out of socks.”

He frowned, stood up and opened his dresser drawer. “But I had socks yesterday!”

“That was yesterday. You know socks, they run away from home whenever they can.”

“Alyce!”

She knelt in front of him, unzipped him, and put her mouth to work.

He moaned and sat back on the bed. She played with his testicles and sucked, and his cock, which was already stiff and hard, grew even stiffer and harder.

And while she was sucking on his meat she pulled one of the ankle socks onto his foot, then the other one.

She stood up and wiped her mouth. “God, you’ve got a great cock.”

He looked at his cock, and agreed, but then looked at his feet. “I can’t wear these.

“Just turn the top under. Nobody will know.”

He looked down. He bent and turned the lip under. They looked like thin socks now. The pink was hidden, the fringe was hidden, and…he could do this.

And, the weird thing, as he walked through the house he was aware of the way the socks were on his feet, and his cock got even harder. That was the point at which something clicked in Myles.

The garage sales were happening that day, and that was good for Alyce. She had a small but growing internet business. She bought shoes and purses and things at garage sales and offered them for sale on Amazon. And she was doing pretty damned good.

Myles loved the fact that she was making money and he actually liked going shopping, looking for deals, and enhancing her business.

This day he was especially happy to go with her because, dammit, he was horny. He kept sidling up to her, sliding a hand across her tight buns, and she would look up at him and grin.

Sometimes she would turn and ‘accidentally’ bump her hand into his hard crotch.

Then, in the car, she kept her hand doing nasty things in his lap. Time after time she had to remind him that the light had changed, he was that far gone with the sexual sensations she was handing out.

They found some knock off purses that would sell, and he spent some time going through a tool bin. Then he looked up and met her eyes. She was grinning and holding a chemise. Like hers, but a little larger.

He blinked, her meaning was clear. She wanted the chemise for him.

He shook his head.

She nodded, and draped the chemise over her arm and went up to the pay table.

Myles got engrossed in a shelf of books, and ten minutes later he looked up and realized that Alyce was’t there anymore.

He frowned. She had been talking to the pay lady, and then she was gone.

He moved across the driveway and looked up towards the garage.

Alyce was talking to the pay lady. They were standing deep in the garage and the lady was holding what looked like a kind of a jewelry box. She handed it to Alyce, and Alyce paid her money.

Myles blinked. It looked like several twenties. Man, his wife must have found a treasure! It happened every so often. A box of comics for twenty bucks is worth $500. A knock off turns out to be the real thing.

He was immediately curious.

A minute later they were walking back to the car.

“What’d you get?”

“Oh, baby. It’s a surprise.”

“For me?”

Now he was mystified. What could fit in a jewelry box that he would want?

“Oh, baby. Oh, baby. It’s all you.”

“Well, open it up!”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“I want it to be a surprise.”

Now he was definitely intrigued. All the way home he was asking for hints, and finally Alyce laid down the bomb.

“Want a cum?”

He didn’t have to think or figure or anything. “You know I do.”

“Okay. If you do what I say, if you accept my present, then I will squirt a couple of drops.”

Poor Myles. He didn’t take this literally.

“When?”

“This afternoon. When we get home.”

Myles mouth opened up in a grin. His eyes sparkled. It had only been a few days, but it felt like a lifetime, and he was going to get to squirt!

He sped up and Alyce laughed. “Go slower. You don’t want a ticket, and I want to enjoy this.”

“But you won’t tell me what you’ve got?”

“I guarantee it won’t hurt, but it’ll drive you crazy.” She had her hand on his crotch as she spoke. She squeezed to emphasize her words and he gave a little groan.

“Does it have anything to do with sex?”

“Is that all you can think about?”

“Well, you’re going to let me squirt, and…what the hell did you get?”

“Your dreams.”

He turned down their street and thought and thought and thought.

“It’s not more underwear, is it?”

Alyce giggled. “Are you aware that your socks are showing?”

He looked down at his feet and cursed. The pink fringe had flopped out and he had been walking around in girl socks all morning.

“Everybody was laughing behind your back,” she said, rubbing his prick. “They were pointing at you. And I even heard a man tell his wife that you weren’t much of a man.”

Myles’ face was bright red now.

Alyce laughed. “Nobody saw you, and even if they did they wouldn't care. But I like your little socks, so you’re going to wear more like that.”

“And you actually bought that night gown thing?”

“For you, baby. It’s called a chemise.”

“And what’s in the box?”

She ignored his lame attempt. “I cant’ wait to see you in the chemise. It’s pink and it’ll really show your sexy body off.”

They turned into their driveway and got out of the car. They took their swag into the garage and got it ready for posting and mailing. And Alyce held onto the little jewelry box.

Myles tried to grab it once, but she spun away and held it, then ran into the house.

He ran after her, down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“Okay, lover, get out the handcuffs.”

He blinked. “It’s going to be one of those days, eh?”

“Yep.”

Grinning, he went into the closet and got their toys out.

“Clothes off and spread eagle yourself.

He looked at the box under her arm and sighed, then complied. A minute later his ankles were cuffed to the bottom posts, and one arm was handcuffed to a top post. His cock was sticking up like a rocket ship.

Alyce put the box down and attached the last cuff.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to see the big surprise?”

“Fucking A!”

She opened the box and showed him, and his eyes went wide and he gulped.


PART TWO

“What the fuck is that?” Though he knew.

“It’s a little thing to help you control yourself.”

“I don’t want to control myself.”

“Which is why you’ve got me. To help you through the rough times.

“Don’t put that on me.”

“Oh, you don’t want a cum?”

Now he was caught. Yes, he wanted a cum. Desperately. She had been working him over and his cock was hard and dripping.

“Well, okay. If that’s the way it is…” she held up the key to the handcuffs. “I’ll let you out and—“

“For how long?”

“Not long. A year or two.”

“What?”

Alyce giggled. “I’ll tell you what, let’s roll five dice.”

“We don’t have five dice.”

“One dice five times.”

“It’s called a die.”

“What?”

“One dice is called a die.”

Alyce grabbed his cock. “You want to give me shit?” She pulled, and he groaned. “Do you want me to let you go?”

He definitely didn’t want to be let go. He shook his head slightly.

“Okay, if you want to play, if you want your cum, then we roll the ‘die’ six times.”

“What happened to five?”

“You want seven times?”

He clamped his mouth shut.

“Okay, where was I…oh, yes. Six times, and that’s how many days you get to be locked up. Are you in agreement?”

He thought about it. Well, his dick thought about it. His other head wasn’t doing much thinking. It just nodded when his dick told him to.

Alyce went to the kitchen and found a die. She brought it back. “Okay, here we go.”

She rolled the die on his belly. He grunted and lifted his head, which caused the die to roll again.

“Whoops. Interference.”

“But that was a one!”

“Shouldn’t have interfered. Here we go, and don’t move.”

Myles froze and the die rolled across his abs, and stopped with a four showing.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Be still, little boy.”

She rolled again. Two.

And again, three.

Halfway through and he was already at nine days.

“I think maybe I don’t want to do this.”

“Don’t even,” she warned.

She rolled the die. Six.

Fifteen days. And they had two more rolls to do.

One.

“Well that sure sucks,” said Alyce while Myles gloated.

Six. Myles howled.

Alyce grinned. “Twenty-two days.”

“I can’t do twenty-two days!” Myles begged.

“When did you start puberty?”

“What?”

“When…did…you…enter…puberty?”

“I don’t know. Probably twelve.”

“So you went twelve years without a cum.”

“But I was pre-puberty! I didn’t even know what a cum was!”

“Too bad, so sad. Are you ready for your little cum?”

“Little cum?” he frowned.

“Two drops.”

He stared at her. “Wait! What do you mean two drops?”

“Two drops. that’s what I said and that’s what you agreed to.”

“But I thought you were…I want a full cum!”

“Too bad, so sad,” she laughed.

“Wait a minute!” Myles was yelling, but he stopped when Alyce grabbed his cock and started stroking it, sucking it, palpating the balls.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

It didn’t take long. Myles was wound up and ready to go. Her teasing had him on edge before they even started.

Alyce kept getting him close, then backing off.

“Come on!”

“Hey, I’m just making sure.”

“Making sure of what?”

She stroked him up and he grunted and tried to thrust his hips. His insides were rigid, trying to force the semen out.

She backed off for a second, slathered hand cream on her hands. “You know.”

“No, I don’t…oh, fuck!”

She stroked him again, and slapped his balls. He was right on the edge. Just one more ounce of attention and…and…

She backed off.

Myles was actually crying now. Little tears were squeezing out of his eyes. “Please…please…”

“Please what?” she asked, stroking his shaft again. “Please stop? Or please let me cum?”

“I don’t know!” He howled. His hips went up, his back arched, and he grunted a terrible grunt and…

Drip. Drip. Drip.

“Oh, my God! You got three drops! You greedy, little cum hound.”

Myles was dazed, and she let go of his cock.

He lay there, not sure what had happened, and his dick slowly deflated.

If he had been aware he would have tried to keep it up, too big for Alyce’s present.

But he wasn’t aware. He was fuck stupid and he just lay there…and she put the tube over his cock.

“What?” he roused.

And the ring around his package.

“No. Please, Alyce.”

CLICK! the little padlock spoke.

Myles stared at his dong. It was in prison. It was not hard, not yet, but it would be, and that shortly.

Alyce got off the bed and undid his cuffs.

Myles sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his imprisoned cock. It was starting to wiggle a bit, then it started to stand up…but it could only get to its knees, then it pressed against the plastic and was…contained.

“Oh, please. Take it off.”

“Actually, honey. I’d like to make out.”

She climbed onto his lap and started kissing him.

Myles wanted to push her away…but he didn’t. He couldn’t.

He was horny. His balls were throbbing. His cock was struggling.

Alyce reached down and felt his balls. She could feel his cock writhing around, trying to get hard but unable to.

Myles suddenly found himself out of control. He was cock bound, but horny unleashed. He grabbed Alyce and bent her back, twisted her around, laid her on the bed.

He bruised her mouth with his. He sucked her nipples. He slid down and began to eat her out. He didn’t even think about a yeast infection, he just slaughtered her pussy with his mouth.

Alyce loved it. Yes, he was male rough and powerful, but he was also helpless, and she had the key to his helplessness.

After fifteen minutes of hip bucking, back arching make out Myles gave up. He pushed away from her.

“I came,” she gasped. “I came on your mouth.”

Bitterly, he said, “That’s what it’s for.”

Alyce just giggled and pulled him back to her.

Life in a chastity tube was a severe adjustment for Myles. He was used to rolling over and getting a poke whenever he felt like it. Now he was getting rolled over whenever she felt like it, and he was getting no poke.

But she was getting finger bangs and cunnilingus and whatever else she wanted.

For Alyce it was heaven. This was the life she dreamed of. All the sex she wanted, when she wanted, with no sticky mess.

For Myles it was a combination of heaven and hell. He was getting hornier and hornier, and there is a lot to be said just for the state of sexual excitement, but he wasn’t cumming.

He was drooling, and it was getting messy down there. Finally Alyce had him wear Depends.

“Incontinent, at my age,” he complained.

Alyce just smiled. She had had a period for years. She had had to wear pads to contain the sticky mess. It was about time that he experienced a little bit of what he was handing out. And then she had an idea.



Today,” she said with a smile as she walked into the bedroom, we’re going to have an education.” 

“What kind of an education?” asked Myles suspiciously.

“An education where you find out what it really is to be a girl.”

Myles didn’t say anything, but inside he was groaning.

“Listen, you keep doing this, make me wear panties and bra, make me wear nylons and high heels…”

“And you love it.”

“Not really.”

“Oh, then why does your dick keep trying to get hard?”

“Because it’s in chastity!”

“Oh, too bad, so sad. Anyway, have you ever wondered what a period is like?”

“No. And I don’t wonder about it now…and I won’t wonder about it next year.”

“You certainly won’t.”

“I won’t?” he asked confused by how quickly she gave in.

“Nope. Because you’re about to have a period.”

“No!”

Alyce knew how to handle him now. She closed with him, brushed her lips with hers, grabbed his chastity and started playing with it.

Myles groaned, and couldn’t stop himself. He bent his head and nuzzled her breasts and kissed her nipples.

“That’s my little boy,” whispered Alyce. “Now climb up on the bed, all fours. Butt towards me.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Teach you. Go on.” She slapped his ass as he climbed onto the bed.

“Now then, this is ketchup. It’s red and gooey, just like blood. This is a Tampon. Small but powerful. Are you ready?”

“No!”

She lifted the bottle of ketchup to his ass. It was plastic with a little tip, and she pushed the tip in and squeezed.

Myles felt the red substance squirt into him. he hated it…and he loved it. The sensation of fluid sloshing around inside his asshole…it felt good.

Alyce pressed the bottle hard and about a quarter of the fluid in the bottle shot up his ass. She quickly unwrapped the Tampon, “Hold it in, lover. Just a second…” and pushed the Tampon into his rectum.

Myles’ head bobbed up and his eyes went wide.

It didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good.

“Okay, honey, stand up.”

He did, and he felt the ketchup inside him. And he could feel the Tampon keeping everything in. He was corked, and loving it.

“Wow,” he said.

“Okay, this is your first time so we won’t go anywhere. Maybe next week…”

“I thought periods happened every month?”

“We’re going to accelerate the schedule. Instead of five or six days, one day of bleeding. Instead of a month…one week between periods. Okey dokey?”

“I guess.” Myles was moving gingerly, stepping into panties, then pulling up culottes. Alyce was making him wear culottes instead of shorts. He was surprised to find they were actually more comfortable than shorts.

“Now, you’ll have to be careful, don’t sit on the good furniture, keep an eye out for leaks, and you can change the Tampon in an hour.”

“Can I crap out the red stuff?”

“Only when you change your Tampon. Your bleed will drain out in a few hours, but you’re really going to need to give yourself an enema.”

“An enema?”

“Absolutely. A girl’s got to keep her little tush clean at all times.” She giggled and added, “You never know when somebody’s going to want to stick their dick up there.”

“Up my asshole?”

“Sure.”

“But you don’t take it up the asshole!”

“I’ve got a real pussy, silly.”

The day went slowly. Myles cut the lawn, being very careful and checking his culottes religiously. When the lawn was done Alyce called him in and talked him through his first change of Tampon. He was terribly embarrassed when she watched him vacate his ketchup balls.

“Do you have to watch?”

“Nope.”

“Then could I have some privacy?”

“Nope.”

He sighed, wiped his butt of ketchup, and put another Tampon in.

There was a lot of ‘blood’ in the toilet, and he felt fairly clean. But when he put the second Tampon in he made a little mess and had to do it again.

Finally, all clean, he walked out of the bathroom and…

DING DONG!

He turned white.

Alyce walked past him. “I invited Barbara and John over. You don’t mind, right?”

“You…but…I…”

“Hello Barbie Doll! Hi, John.”

Barbie was a tall blonde, quite stacked, and John was the grinning fool who got to stuff it to her every night. Or so Myles presumed. At least he was always hanging around her, laughing at her jokes, that sort of thing.

Barbara came to Myles and gave him a hug, and whispered in his ear, “How’s the period going?”

Myles almost fainted.

He looked at his wife, but she was hugging John.

He looked at Barbara and she chuckled. “I know all about it. Heck, I’m giving Alyce some great pointers, but you can thank me later.”

The two couples went out to the patio. Myles dragged a little bit because he was in a state of shock.

And then he was having trouble being in the conversation. Everything had two meanings, his butt felt full, Barbara knew that he was…having a period.

But it was going to get worse.

“Myles, you want to make the drinks?”

Myles was glad to get up and go into the house. His face was brighter than a sunburned fire engine, and he wanted to be alone. Like out in the Sahara desert alone all by himself with nobody around.

He got out four glasses and filled them with ice, and John walked in.

John was a slender fellow, wore his hair long, had a soft face. He stepped to the side of Myles and watched as his friend poured in the bourbon and the Coke.

“So how’s the first period going?”

Myles legs actually gave way. They just folded and he started falling, and John grabbed him by the arm and got him back in balance.

“That good, eh?” John quipped.

“You know?”

“Yup. Found out the hard way, probably just like you.”

“Are you…are you…wearing…”

“Girl’s underwear. Barbie doesn’t make me wear Tampons much anymore. But she does like it when I’ve got a big, old butt plug up my fanny.”

Myles handed John a drink. “I don’t know how I’m going to handle it. At first I thought it was all a joke, but now she’s got me in chastity, and I’m having a period, and she’s even talking about getting me breasts!”

“Oh, cool! Do you mean fakes or the real thing?”

“I don’t know. I’m just so fucking confused…she says something and by the time I figure it out she’s off on something else.”

John listened carefully, and since it was obvious that Myles was having a rough time, he finally said, “Why don’t you go ahead and enjoy?”

“What?”

“You know that Alyce isn’t going to back off, right?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“So instead of getting all upset and having a tizzy fit, just go with the flow. I guarantee, once you give in they tend to back off a bit. Oh, you’ll still be wearing dainty underthings, which feels cool, and sometimes your wife will go whole hog, dress you up and take you out…but those turn out to be special occasions. Right now, you see, she’s breaking you in. Getting you used to it. Once you give in she’ll back off.”

Myles and John took the drinks out to the ladies and they all sat down and laughed and joked and had a good time.

Myles felt a little ‘squishy,’ courtesy of the residual ketchup up his butt, but…it was okay. It actually helped to have John let him know about the ‘program,’ and that there was light at the end of the tunnel. By the time John and Barbara went home Myles was feeling pretty relaxed.

He understood that Alyce was feminizing him. That this included such bizarre things as ketchup up the heinie, and common place things as wearing female underwear.

Most important, he understood that all he had to do was submit. Give in. Go with the flow.

He was quiet as they washed dishes, and Alyce took note of that. When they were done she sat him down in a chair and began making out.

Myles loved it. He loved the taste of her lips. He loved the freedom of feeling her breasts, and most of all he loved getting her off. Not by dick, but by mouth, or hand, or a new vibrator she had bought.

 Vibrator, hell! It was a strap on, and she loved having him fuck her. Weird how she wouldn’t let him fuck her because of the yeast infection, yet she could fuck a dildo.

Alyce suddenly backed off. She placed her arms on his shoulders, looked into his eyes, and said, “Okay. Something’s going on. Fess up.”

Myles sighed. “I talked to John. He explained a few things…and I think I get it now.”

“What do you get?”

“I wasn’t being attentive, like I used to be. Like when we were in college. So you decided to teach me a lesson. Actually, more than a lesson. You want me to submit to you.”

Alyce watched him and bit her lip. She hadn’t planned on Myles figuring this thing out so fast. She was looking forward to months of teasing him, bringing him around, having her fun with him.

“So my question now is…where are we going with this? I mean, John said once I submit you’ll back off a bit. So what do I have to do to…to convince you that I’m on your side?”

Alyce leaned against him and held him.

He whispered into her neck, “I’ll do whatever you want. Even if it’s tough, I’ll make myself do what you want.”

Alyce leaned back and kissed him softly, tenderly. “I didn’t expect you to figure this out. Give me a day to think about it, and I’ll let you know.”

“Okay.”

They held each other then. They were having their own thoughts, but they were also on the same page.

The next day Alyce called Barbara and told her of the situation.

“He sounds sincere, and I believe him, but what do I make him do to prove himself?”

“Well, I’m glad it’s working out, though you could have used six months of working him, but…if he really wants to prove himself…here’s how you do it.”

Barbara talked, Alyce listened, and her mouth dropped and her eyes went wide.

“I’ve got to do that to him?”

“Absolutely.”

“I sort of knew where this was going, but…”

“But push has suddenly come to shove.”

“That’s it exactly.”

“You need any help doing this?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Okay. Set up a date and go for it.”

Later that day Alyce sat down to talk to Myles. “Okay, honey, we’re going to take you all the way. It’s the only way to be sure.”

He gulped as she explained, but he nodded and said he would try.

“You’re going to have to do more than try,” Alyce said.

“Then I’ll do more.”

On a Friday afternoon Myles came home early and began to get ready.

First, he Naired himself. All over. No hair left on his body except for his scalp.

Second, something he hadn’t told Alyce, he went to the doctor.

The doctor was a plastic surgeon. Specialized in face lifts and implants. The specific implant Myles was interested in was called ‘vacation boobs.’

The Doctor, a svelte blonde name Cyndi Sparger, had queried him closely when he had made his request.

“You’re a guy.”

“Yep.”

“So what’s wrong with this picture?”

“Nothing. I just want to have boobs for a month.”

“Why?”

“Two reasons. First, my wife is after me to have boobs. Second, I’d like to see what it’s like having boobs.”

The doctor nodded, and after a few more questions she agreed to the procedure.

At two in the afternoon Myles reported to the doctor’s office. He was given a gown, shown to a room, and sat down and waited.

The doctor came in, gave him a final exam, and said nothing about the chastity tube on his cock.

For an hour she injected a solution around his pectorals. She got him from all angles, smoothed everything out, and when he walked out he had a classy pair of large breasts. She had had to make them big because his chest was a little larger than a woman’s.

Myles drove home, and he was on a definite high. He could feel the weight on his chest, and he was definitely turned on.

He walked into the house, went right to Alyce and opened his shirt.

Alyce’s jaw dropped. “Holy…” she reached out tentatively and touched his tits.

“Just in case you think I’m less than serious. Do you have a bra that will fit me?”

She did, and she helped him into it and kept staring at his chest. She said, “I have never felt a heat like this.”

Myles smiled.

He put on the rest of his underwear: nylons and garter and panties. With his new boobs he felt incredibly sexy. He even jumped up and down a few times to watch them jiggle.

“Stop that!” laughed Alyce.

“They’re sort of cool,” he observed.

She grew serious. “Are you going to want to keep your boobs when this is all over?”

“There’s a good chance,” he answered.

She helped him into a dress, with his boobs it fit perfectly, and he turned and looked at himself in the mirror.

“Okay, before we do make up there’s something you need to do.”

“What?”

“Bend over, baby.”

He bent over and she lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. He felt pressure, a little pain, and then he had something inside him. He straightened up, reveling at the feeling of being stuffed, and straightened up his panties and dress. “What’s that?”

“It’s a butt plug.”

“God, that feels good!”

“It’s designed to stimulate the prostate.”

“Man, it’s working. I feel downright stimulated.”

She giggled and had him sit down at her vanity table.

For an hour she prepped his nails, then glued on long false ones, then made him up. When she was done he was stunned. Except for his make hairdo he looked very feminine.

“What about my hair,” he asked, wiggling a little bit. Every time he moved the butt plug pleasured him.

“Sit still and I’ll fix it.”

She layered, trimmed, shaped, and shortly his hair was a sort of bubble around his face. Now he was fully feminine.

“I’m going to pierce your ears.”

She did, and he found himself turned on by the way they dangled and felt against his skin.

“Okay, honey. Put on your dancing shoes.”

They drove to Charley Coyote’s. Well, she drove. He wasn’t too good in high heels, yet.

Myles was terrified at first. He couldn’t get over the fact that he was a man in woman’s clothing. After a while, though, he calmed down. They had several drinks, danced a little, and just walked around and enjoyed each other.

Charley Coyote’s is a combo restaurant and nightclub, and it was steaming. Friday night and the place was packed with good looking women in latex dresses and men with an evil glint in their eyes.

Thus, about nine o’clock, right before they were ready to leave, a pair of gents introduced themselves and asked to dance.

Alyce glanced at Myles and said, “Sure.” Her lips were curved in a humorous smile.

“I can’t,” said Myles. “I sprained my ankle. Haven’t recovered yet.”

Then Alyce changed her mind and the two gents left.

“That was slick,” she said. “It looks like you’re a natural.”

“A natural coward,” he said.

“What? Scared one of those big, bad men will kiss you?”

“Absolutely. Does this mean I don’t pass?”

“Nah. Any woman worth her salt knows how to avoid men she prefers not to be around. Ready to go home?”

“Yep.”

They walked out of the nightclub and the night was humid and smoggy and loud with traffic and voices.

They got into their car and headed home, and Myles was silent the whole way.

“Scared?” Alyce asked.

“Pensive,” he answered. “I can do this, but I’m wondering what it’s going to do to my mind.”

“Open it up. Expand it. Change it.”

He nodded equably.

At home they poured themselves a drink and adjourned to the boudoir. As soon as they were in the door Alyce turned and began molesting Myles. She kissed him, groped him, loved him.

He loved her back, and it was intense. More intense than he thought it could be.

“Okay, honey. Up on the bed. You want to take it doggystyle or on your back?”

“Can I do it on my back?”

“Sure.”

Alyce opened a drawer on her dresser and took out the strap on. She fixed it around her hips and the big cock stuck out and quivered.

Myles lay on his back with his legs spread. His legs were on the side of the bed and Alyce moved between them. She took his butt plug out and stared lubing him.

“How’d you like wearing the butt plug all night?”

“It really kept me turned on.”

“It also relaxed you, got you ready for this.” She placed the top of her cock into his rectum and waited.

Myles took deep breathes. Suddenly he was scared, but he was also determined. “Put it in,” he said.

Alyce moved into him. His mouth opened as his asshole grew wider. It felt good, but there was also a moment of brief pain.

“Ow!”

“Okay?”

“I am…keep going.” He was biting his lip.

She kept moving forward and the shaft slid through his anal canal.

He could feel the raised veins sliding along his soft inner flesh. His nerves were screaming for the pleasure and he gasped.

“Okay?”

He closed his eyes and said, “Shut up and fuck me.”

She did. Slowly, at first, in spite of his command. She picked up speed as he relaxed and accepted the invasion.

He began to make a soft sigh that became a moan. The big dick went in and out and he tilted his hips.

Alyce held on to his cock cage and held it out of the way of her penis.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

She began ramming him harder, and he tensed, then made himself relax. He opened his legs further and she plumbed his depths.

“Oh, God! God!”

She kept pushing into him and stroking his shaft.

Suddenly she stopped, pulled almost all the way out, and did something with the dildo.

“What?” he asked, dazed by the completeness of the experience.

“I turned the dildo so it would point a different way. I want to push on your prostate.”

“Oh. Oh….oh.”

For long minutes she pushed into him, drew out, pushed in.

“I think I’m going to pee,” he said.

“Go ahead.”

He did, and it was the weirdest pee he had ever done. It didn’t squirt out, it drizzled out, and it made him feel so warm and gushy.

Sperm began to cum out of his penis. Alyce placed her hands around his cock, cupped them, and caught as much of the sperm as she could.

“Oh…oh…” Myles moaned. He hadn’t had an orgasm, but he felt so light and empty.

“Here you go, honey.” Alyce held her hands to his mouth.

He knew what it was, but he was still confused. Where had it come from?

But he said nothing. He merely lapped up the white stuff in her hands. It was warm and slightly salty.

Finally, he was done.

And she was done. She hadn’t done this for sex, but to educate Myles to sex, real sex, as experienced by a real woman.

She stopped moving, then slowly pulled her cock out of him.

“Oh, god!”

“Okay, honey. You’ve passed your final test. You are now a woman. Is there anything you wanted to say?”             

He smiled at his wife. “Can we do it again?”

Alyce just smiled and kissed him.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world.


A Man Made Woman!

Forced Feminization on a cellular level!


PART ONE

It wasn’t much of a town.

Rod drove his Mustang down the main drag and inspected the shops dourly.

Dress shops. Designer coffee. Ladies’ Fitness Club. Lot of the buildings were painted pink. Not all, but enough so pink became the main motif.

And the cars were all little Miatas, or Rabbits, or Coopers. And over half of them were pink.

It made him feel a little overly masculine to be sitting in his rumbling, grumbling black Mustang.

Femville was not always Femville. According to Rod’s research it had once been a mining town. Named after its leading citizen and benefactor, it had been called ‘Manville.’ Of course that was before the mines flooded and the men had gone in search of other work.

Ostensibly.

Presumably.

The fact was that the men left in the night, and they left their wives behind, and they never came back. They never sent for their wives. They just…left.

Not that the women cared.

You gather a hundred men together and they’ll start political parties and hire police and they’ll get drunk and get in fights.

Gather a hundred women together and they’ll have a coffee klatch. They’ll sit and talk and make all sorts of decisions and the world will turn into a hunky dory place.

Presumably.

Rod looped through the town a couple of times. A deli with a half a dozen women sitting at a table and sucking tea, or Starpukes, or whatever their home brew of choice was.

He stopped at the gas station and a chunky matron with a short billed cap and enormous boobs waddled across the asphalt.

“Fill ‘er up?”

“You bet. You have maps?”

The woman unscrewed the gas cap and inspected him. There seemed to be something in her attitude when she said, “Nope.”

Rod frowned. “What about city hall? Is there a city hall here?”

“Jane Goodall’s got all the official stuff,” she grinned. “Not that we need it.”

“And where do I find Janice Goodall?”

“You planning on settling down?”

Rod found the conversation a bit irritating. The attendant was obtuse, misleading, evading, and…seemed to be holding a chuckle inside.

What the fuck had he said that was so funny?

“Inherited some property,” Rod said.

“I’ll buy it.”

“What?”

“I’ll buy it. I been living behind the station in a trailer. I need some property. You got a house on it?”

“Well…thanks, but I’d like to look around a bit before I decide what to do with it.”

“You should sell it.”

“Jane Goodall?”

“Above the bank.”

“Which bank?”

“There’s only one bank.” She hooked the nozzle back onto the pump. “$63.”

“Whew!”

“Yeah, pretty pricey. Most people don’t want to stay around here with prices like that.”

Rod took out his credit card.

“Cash only.”

Rod blinked. The whole damn country was going digital and this flyspeck wanted cash.

He took out four twenties and handed it over, and held on to it so both their hands were temporarily struggling over the greenbacks. “What would you do if I only had plastic?”

The woman glared at him and tugged. “I’d take your tires.”

Rod let go and the woman’s arm jerked back. Her face was twisted in anger.

Rod knew he had been a bully, and maybe the woman deserved a little reality adjustment, but he shouldn’t have. “Sorry,” he said.

She didn’t say anything, just handed him his change and waddled away.

Rod drove through town again.

It was a strange town, no business except what the town generated itself, no outside corporations, even the Starpuke’s looked like a knock off business.

A couple of art galleries. A lot of women chatting in cafe’s and on the sidewalk.

How did they support themselves?

Rod pulled into a parking space in the lot next to the bank. He sauntered into the bank. Women tellers. Women in line. Oh, wait, there was an old man sitting behind a potted plant. But he didn’t count. He was a security guard. Without a gun. 90 years old and…it looked like he might actually be asleep.

Nope. One hand swatted at a fly. He opened his eyes, took a big look at Rod, and put his head back.

“May I help you?”

She was a couple of inches shorter than him, the obligatory large boobs, and a face that committed nothing. No smile, no frown, just…there.

“I’m looking for Jane Goodall.”

“Elevator to the second floor,” there were only two floors in the building, “at the end of the hall.”

“Thank you.”

Rod walked past women and he felt eyes on his back. On the back of his head. On his butt. He reached the elevator, stepped on and turned around.

Nobody was staring at him. But they had been. Their eyes had been downright scorching.

The elevator doors closed and he felt particularly alone. A room full of people and everybody stared at him but wouldn’t meet his eye.

“Help you?”

Jane Goodall’s office was fronted by a little reception room. Nobody was in reception, all the doors were open, and three ladies were siding Jane’s desk. All were drinking coffee and staring at him.

“Miss Goodall?”

“Yep. And you are?”

“I’m Rod Johnson. I inherited a piece of property around here.”

“Ah, the Johnson place.” she looked at the three women staring at Rod like his face was falling off. “Let’s meet tomorrow and continue this discussion.

The three ladies nodded, murmured good byes, and filed out.

“Have a seat, Mr. Johnson.

“Rod, please.”

Rod sat down and studied Jane Goodall.

She was good looking. A smooth face with green, knowing eyes. Her hair was down to her shoulders and she had very large boobs.

Rod was typical in that he noticed women’s chests, but this town was more than typical. Every woman seemed to have large tits. And round butts. And thin waists.

Jane plunked herself down, looked at her coffee cup and smiled, “Would you like coffee? Tea?”

“Sorry, I only drink bourbon before the sun goes down.”

She chuckled. While the women in the town, from the gas station attendant to the bankers downstairs, seemed a bit withdrawn, to say the least, she smiled. But then he realized she was the face for the town.

“I won’t ask what you drink after sundown.”

“Blood. Preferably O negative.”

Smiling at his less than witty repartee, she said, “I wondered when Johnny Johnson’s nephew would show up. The bank wants to buy your property.”

Rod smiled. The gas station attendant, now the bank. Apparently his property must be worth something. “Actually, I’m looking to retire.”

“Retire, at your age. Life must be good.”

“Uncle Johnny left me a chunk. I’ve lived in a big city. How’s the hunting around here?”

“Not too good.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Deep woods like these?”

“Town frowns on hunting.”

He nodded. “Are there rules and regulations?”

“Some,” she leaned forward and studied him. “You’ve doubtless noticed, Rod, that this is a ladies’ town. We love furry, cuddly creatures. And, in the interests of being totally forthcoming, the town is predominately gay. Men stay out of sight, women rule the roost, and…the bank will make you a quite fair offer on your property.”

Rod nodded slowly. “Think I’d like to see the property before I make a decision.”

“And you should. Ready for a drive?”

“Sure.”

Jane drove a battered Ford truck. It was in good mechanical order, but it had too many dents and rust spots to be considered beautiful.

They didn’t talk much as they bounced over the ruts and skinned a tree or two.

There was wildlife, including beavers, lots of squirrels, and a big one-eyed bear.

Jane said nothing about all the wildlife. She had already made herself clear on that subject.

They rounded a lake, quite beautiful, reflecting tall mountains and white clouds and a sky of blue that reached up to the heavens.

“That’s not your place,” Jane murmured as his eyes fell on a mansion.

“Too bad,” he responded.

“And it was too bad, because she pulled up in front of a sagging cabin with a broken window boarded over, patches on the roof, and a wood shed that was three sheets to the wind.”

Jane got out and opened the door.

“No lock?”

“Nobody comes up here. Guaranteed, you move in here and you’ll die of boredom.

The inside was a mess. Floorboards were sprung, the stove pipe chimney was lying askew, a big patch of coal dust under it, there was an icebox that was brand new—back when they delivered ice.

“Water’s bad.” Jane observed.

He glanced at her, then examined the pump handle sink.

“Mine’s flooded, all the ground water is messed up out here.”

Rod nodded. “Okay.”

She blinked. She felt the decision in his voice.

“You’ll sell then?”

“Nope. Let’s head back.”

They drove back and Jane kept glancing at him. When they finally drove onto the smoother roads of the town she asked, “About that offer?”

“Not interested.”

She said nothing, but bit her lip.

Rod drove out of town later that day, and drove back in one week later. He drove through town and didn’t bother stopping. Nobody noticed the trailer hitch on the back of his Mustang.

At the cabin he unloaded supplies, then he took out a thick length of chain and attached it to the big chunk of flatiron lying behind the woodshed. He began to drive back and forth on the road.

Back and forth. Back and forth. The flatiron smoothing out ruts and potholes. After two days the road was passable, and he had even chopped down a couple of trees.

He went over the roof and repaired it with shingles he made by hand. He was a craftsman, and the repairs were so good that a month of weather and it wouldn’t even look patched.

There was a hardware store in town, and it had a few stacks of wood under canvas in the rear parking lot. He stuck the wood in the back of his Mustang and out the windows and headed for home. He repaired floors and walls, made everything so tight there were no drafts.

He walked into the hardware store. “You have refrigerators?”

“Nope.” The girl was a knock out. Blonde hair and sandy colored eyes and…big boobs.

He looked at the five big refrigerators lining the side wall. “What are those?”

“Dehumidifiers.”

“I’ll take one.”

“Sorry. All out.”

He cocked his head and studied her. She studied him right back. Not exactly a shit eating grin, but close enough.

He drove a hundred miles, bought a small trailer and a big fridge and toted them through town and out to his homestead.

A couple of women stared at him as he went down the street.

He needed supplies. He drove to the small grocery store and pushed an empty cart into the store.

Suddenly the lights went out. A dozen women were in the store. They sat down to wait.

“Sorry, sir. We’re closed.”

He walked out and turned around. The lights went on in the store and the women continued shopping.

He drove down to the bank, walked past the hostile stares of women, and got on the elevator. Upstairs he walked into Jane’s office.

She was talking to two other women.

“Hello, Rod. Have you changed your mind about selling?”

“Got something to show you.”

She blinked.

“Outside. In my car.”

Jane frowned, then stood up, “Ladies, if you’ll excuse me for a minute.”

They went out to the parking lot and Rod opened the trunk. Jane looked inside and blinked.

His trunk was full of rifles, pistols, shotguns, extended clips, and cases and cases of ammunition.

She looked at him.

“This town sucks, and I don’t care. But if I want a coffee, or a refrigerator, or even a side of beef at the local Piggly Wiggly, that’s what I want. And if I don’t get what I want I am quite comfortable with living off the land.”

“We have hunting regulations.”

“Have you ever heard of the right to forage?”

She blinked.

“I suggest you look it up. It basically says that nobody, and I mean nobody, can refuse a man the right to forage. Oh, you’ll arrest me and take me to court. Uncle Johnny left me enough money to bankrupt this pissant town. So if you want to play war, so be it. But I’m going to come back to town and go shopping tomorrow. And if you want to run out of cute and cuddly woodland creatures, then simply turn off the grocery store when I arrive.”

For a long moment Jane stared at him. “Rod, I don’t think you understand.”

“Enlighten me.”

“We’re not refusing you, we’re saving you.”

He grunted, didn’t buy it, and drove off.

Rod totted the deer carcass a half mile back to his cabin. He hung it, sliced the skin off, and knocked the antlers off. He let it bleed, cut it, packed little steaks into his big freezer, and when he went to nail the antlers on the beam over the woodshed he suddenly stopped. He froze. He didn’t move a muscle. Not a fucking muscle.

For ten minutes he stood, his mind totally blasted, trying to figure out what he had just seen.

Finally, he looked at the antlers, he turned to the remnants of the carcass, and he scratched his head.

“What the fuck,” he whispered. “What in God’s name…”

An hour later he had packed the deer’s groin in ice inside a cooler, put the cooler in the car, and headed for town.

Dr. Eugenia Carson opened the door and blinked. She had seen Rod around town, had heard talk of him, and knew who he was.

Rod walked in and placed the cooler on the dining room table.

Eugenia worked out of her house, and she had very little work. The women in Femville were a healthy lot. She spent most of her time at the Ladies’ Fitness club, hiking the woods, and chatting at coffee shops.

“I want you to look at this,” Rod said.

He opened the cooler and pointed into it.

Eugenia stared at the groin of the deer. She looked up at him. “Okay.”

“What’s wrong with this picture?”

“It’s dead.”

“It’s dead and it’s female.”

“Okay.”

“And it came off a four point buck.”

“Okay.”

Rod blinked.

“What do you mean okay?”

“You shot a deer. It’s against regulations around here. I’m going to have to let Jane know. The police will want to talk to you.”

“Are you a doctor?”

“Yes.”

“And you see a pussy on a buck and you think everything is fine and dandy?”

“Nature is filled with anomalies.”

Rod closed the lid of the cooler, picked it up and walked out.

Eugenia did the only thing she could. She went to the rifle rack in the hall and took down a Savage Arms Axis with scope. She fumbled with the key lock because she was in a hurry. She didn’t want to let Rod get away.

She walked to the front door and opened it.

Rod was putting the cooler in the passenger seat.

She aimed at his right front tire. BOOM!

Rod hit the ground, the front of his car sagged.

BOOM! There went the back tire.

Eugenia closed the front door and went to the telephone.

“Jane? I just shot Rod’s tires out.”

Outside, Rod now had his own rifle out. He didn’t have a little pissant $300 sportsman’s special. He had his body armor on, his Glock ready with extra mags, a Barret m99 with scope.

He studied the house carefully.Two shots to flatten his tires. Did he dare to drive away? Did he assault the house and kill the idiot doctor?

He heard the sirens coming. He opened his passenger door and slid the rifle behind the cooler. He kept his arms up so his hands weren’t near his Glock, and he knelt behind the car.

Jennie Hargrove turned off the siren and opened the door. She stepped out, stamped her boots, and looked at Rod Johnson.

Rod was watching her. He was a level headed man, intelligent. Too bad about him. She sighed and walked towards him.

“Somebody in the house with a rifle,” he mentioned.

Jenny heaved another sigh. She turned to the house. “Eugenia! You get your ass out here right now! And don’t bring that rifle with you!”

Rod looked at the house. The front door opened tentatively, then the doctor came out. Rod stood up, his hand on his Glock grip.

“Hey, Jennie.”

“Hey, Eugenia. You shoot this man’s tires out?”

“I did.”

“How come you did that?”

“To stop the spread of disease.”

Rod goggled. “What fucking disease?”

“Keep the language clean, Mr. Johnson.” To Eugenia. “What disease?”

“Look in the cooler.”

Jenny turned to Rod. “Can you put that cooler on the ground so we can open it up?”

“What?” he asked bitterly, as he complied. “You’re not scared of disease?”

He opened the cooler and the deputy and the doctor and he stared at the contents.

“Want to explain what I’m looking at?”

“Deer pussy,” stated Rod.

Jenny glare at him. “I told you about language.”

“That’s it. Deer pussy, off a four point buck.”

Jennys mouth twisted as she considered his information.

She turned to Eugenia. “You want to dispose of this…stuff?”

“What?” Rod blurted.

“Can’t have disease around here. Doc’ll take care of it.”

“No she won’t. I’m taking it to the state labs. They need to see this.”

Jenny eyed Rod for a long minute, then she took out her gun and shot his left front tire.

“Hey! Fuck! What the fuck!”

Jenny put her revolver back in the holster. “I’m going to need you to stick around town for a while.”

“The fuck you say.”

“One more ‘fuck’ out of you and I’ll lock you up. Now, you need a ride back to your place I’ll give you one. Your car will be towed to the city garage where you can pick up some new tires. Or you can walk.”

Rod was seething. This was crazy. “I think I’ll walk.”

“You can take the Glock with you, leave the rifle.”

“Why?”

“Intent to discharge firearms in city limits.”

“That’s bull—“

She eyed him.

“—stuff.”

She nodded, and Rod turned and started walking.

It was a three mile walk. Two miles to the fancy mansion, another mile around the lake, and then his own, little domicile.

He was glad it was three miles. It gave his anger time to abate.

By the time he reached the big mansion he was calm.

He had more rifles at home. He could hike over the mountains if he needed to. But he really wanted to find out what the fuck was going on.

He passed the gate to the mansion. He had never seen anybody there, and figured they were seasonal. Probably came up in August and used the lake.

He glanced at the sign on the gate. 999. He kept walking. And stopped.

999. He had driven past that sign a dozen times. Never noticed it. But walking, having the time to take note of small details, he turned and walked back to the sign.

999. With a fresh nail on the top. A small, shiny nail. And the shape of the numerals…there was something weird about them.

He stepped over a clump of weeds and looked at the sign closely.

It was upside down.

He remembered a gate at the beginning of the road. 222. And then there was a 555. Those roads led back up into the deep woods. He thought they went to the old mines, the ones that had flooded.

But then the big mansion was 999. And he was 666.

So the sequence was off. 222, 555, 999 and 666. And the 999 was upside down.

He turned and stared at the lake, the well paved road that circled the lake.

666. 999. And he saw it.

But he didn’t do anything about it. Not yet. He wanted to check one more thing.

He continued walking the mile back to his shack. He looked at his number. 666. The odd shape of the numbers, like they were upside down. And the shiny nail in his sign.

He had been sold an outbuilding, and Uncle Johnny was not the kind of fellow who lived in poverty. He had truck loads of cash. Flooded mine cash. And that mansion was Johnny’s, and that meant it was now his.

What the fuck?

Rod ate deer steak and drank bourbon. He had been seething, but now he was merely curious. Deadly curious. What kind of a number were the townies running on him?

When he had bought the refrigerator he had picked up maps from the local university, and now he took the time to look at them.

He laid them out on the floor. He circled his cabin with a red marker. He drew a line from behind his cabin to one of the mines, the Manville Mine. He walked out behind the shack and into the woods and found an old logging road. That would lead to the mine.

He returned to the house and circled the mansion. Another line behind mansion led to the flooded Manville Mine.

He examined property lines, and found that his property included both the shack and the mansion.

The town was just beyond the stream that came down from the lake.

The mansion was his.

The following morning Rod put on his vest, strapped on the Glock with the extra ammo clips. He decided on a Ruger AR-556 Autoloading Semi-Automatic rifle with specially modified scope. And nobody was going to be taking this puppy from him.

He walked out behind the shed, stepped through the woods and found the over grown logging trail.

Rod marched quickly, but with his awareness out. He was Ranger trained, sniper trained, and tired of fighting. Three tours in the sandbox, he knew what killing was.

Not that he intended to kill, but he also didn’t intend to be dissuaded. He was going to get to the bottom of this bullshit.

The road wound around the base of the mountain and crossed several streams. It would have been half the distance if he had just walked back along the road, but he wanted to do a little surveilling. He had studied the maps, but there was a big difference between maps and boots on the ground.

He came to a short road that led to the mines. He walked onto the mine property and inspected the diggings.

A couple of rusted mobile sheds. A big diesel, abandoned. Two flat beds, rusting. The mine itself.

He stood at the entrance and sniffed the air. It was damp. He could hear water dripping. What had they mined here? He thought Uncle Johnny had written him that it was some kind of rare metals, but he had no idea what that was. Now if it was a diamond mine, or a gold mine…but what the fuck was rare metals?

Well, whatever it was the mine was done for now. They would have opened it up if it was anything of value. But they had just left it. Walked off, left the town, except for those dumb bitches, and…and it was his.

That a buck would get him a cup of coffee.

He left the mine and walked down towards the back of the mansion. He found himself on a small trail, like a critter path, but it was probably the trail used by his uncle to walk to the mine. It wound down, angling next to streams that led into the lake.

He could see the lake through the woods. He approached the big mansion and moved slower.

The mansion three stories, and in good condition.

Of course it was. Uncle Johnny had lived there up to three months ago. He kept it in tip top shape.

The back lawn was overgrown, but that was purely cosmetic. The roof was solid, as were the walls. He went to the back of the garage and looked in through the back door.

A Mustang. Fucking Uncle Johnny. Rod grinned.

A tractor. Uncle Johnny didn’t bother dragging flat iron around country roads. The third space was filled with boxes.

Johnny tried the knob, it was locked. He used the butt of his rifle to knock the knob off and entered the garage.

Three months of dust.

He tried a switch and the lights went on. They hadn’t even disconnected the…then he blinked. He could hear the low whir of a generator. Nothing to disconnect. Jane probably didn’t even know the place had a generator.

Rod went back out the back and stepped up on the back porch.

The back door was locked.

He walked around to the front and looked under the mat. He smiled and used the key to open the front door.

The inside of the house was luxurious. Wall to wall carpets, sturdy oak furniture. Big commercial refrigerator in the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator and found a bunch of spoiled goods. Nothing in the freezer was spoiled, though. A ton of steaks, lamb chops, even ice cream.

Rod picked out an open pint of Häagen-Dazs. Chocolate and Vanilla. the best of both worlds. He spooned the sweet stuff into his mouth and toured the rest of the house.

Several bedrooms upstairs. A billiards room between the living room and a sun room. An office at the back of the bottom floor. And here Rod began to go to work.

He sat down behind the desk and opened drawers and cabinets. He examined deeds and maps. he scrutinized contracts a century old.

He owned the mine, the mansion, the little house, and…half the town. At least the land the town was on.

He sat back and considered what to do about the town. It would serve them right if he booted them all off the land. Send them packing.

The problem was that he was not one to hold a grudge.

And he understood why they might not want to be forthcoming. They just wanted to buy the land, give him a good price (in their eyes), and send him on his way.

He sat, feet up on the desk and finished the ice cream.

Outside the sun was at noon.

He stood up and looked at the wall safe. The only thing he hadn’t been into.

He walked back to the kitchen and tossed the empty ice cream container. He poured a big glass of water and headed back to the office.

He sipped water and began searching for a way into the safe.

First he looked under drawers, in address books, behind pictures. All the usual places.

Nothing.

He thought about going out to the garage and getting a drill. It was his safe, and he could, but it seemed sort of a waste.

He tried dates. Birthdates, wedding dates, death dates.

Nothing.

He stared at the big wall safe and frowned. He didn’t want to have to dynamite the bitch, but he would if he had to.

And it hit him.

He blinked, and grinned, and tried the one date he hadn’t tried.

His own birthday.

Bink! The safe opened.

He stared at the insides. Not much in there, a couple of small, black books. A folder with a bunch of papers in it.

But he was thirsty. Funny. He had drunk down in the kitchen, and he had brought a glass back to the office, and here he was thirsty again.

He went out to the kitchen and stuck his head under the faucet. Glug, glug, glug. He drank for what felt like forever.

He poured a pitcher and brought the pitcher and a full glass back to the safe. He sat down, sipped more water, and examined the safe material.

Mostly, it was a record of the flooding of the mines.

Hunh. Why did that deserve a safe? No big secret there?

He opened a little black book. It was just personal notes. Started two years before. Not a diary or anything, just…notes.

Rod read the notes, sipped some more water, and settled back in Uncle Johnny’s swivel.

Tests are inconclusive, but the animals are definitely effected.

Blah, blah, blah.

The sex organs are being transposed. Some males are showing female characteristics, some females are showing…

Blah, blah, blah.

So Uncle Johnny saw that male deer had female genitalia.

Man, something was weird here.

And, towards the end of the book…

It’s the water! The rare earths must be reacting with the high concentration of chemicals. I never should have started the hydraulics system.

And that was it.

Rod checked the date, and it was two weeks before Uncle Johnny died.

Two weeks. And it turned out that the mine had flooded because of Uncle Johnny. But what that rare earth gobble de gook was Rod had no idea.

Rod stood up and looked around. Tell the truth, he preferred his little cabin. It was homey, whereas this mansion was a big…thing.

Still, it was…money.

He owned a town, a mansion, a mine, and miles of rich forest.

He went into the kitchen and poured himself some more water. He drank, and felt a pain in his belly. He blinked and frowned. Then he fell down.


PART TWO

He felt like he was crawling through a barrel that was being turned over and over and over. Every time he thought he could crawl out he fell back in.

Over and over and over.

Sometimes he thought he could hear people.

“How’s she doing?”

“Just in time.”

“Another day and…”

“Let her sleep.”

The world became a slowly revolving kaleidoscope and he turned and watched and wondered if he was alive.

“Good morning.”

His eyes were open, but his mind was a rolling curtain. Fluttering.

“Can you hear me?”

Rod gulped. Oh, he had a mouth. He had been turning over and over for so long he had sort of lost track of such things.

“Give her some water.”

Ice chips in his mouth.

“GAH!” he coughed, and it felt like his head had just exploded into smithereens.

“There we go.”

It was Dr. Eugenia Carson. She was looking into his eyes, and the little light she was shining was obscuring his vision.

“Do you know your name?”

“Rod.” His voice hurt, his throat felt all crackly, and that made his voice sound high pitched.

“Excellent, Rod. Do you remember your last name?”

“Johnson.” He tried to speak in a lower tone of voice, but his voice was cracked.

“Wonderful. Where do you live.”

His eyes fluttered, and they were all weird. He had something on his eyelashes. “Lake…lake.”

“That’s right. Okay. I want you to swallow this…that’s a girl.”

His head was cradled and lifted and he frowned, then something sweet and sticky went down his throat.

“You’re going to sleep now, and every time you wake up you’ll feel better.”

“How is she?”

“She’s fine. She’s…sleep…talk…later….”

Rod drifted, and the barrel wasn’t rolling now. But he was. But that was okay. Al he had to do was crawl a little more and he’d be out and about. Walking in the sunshine. Making his way…somewhere.

“Good morning.”

Rod’s eyes fluttered open. Fluttered. Something was wrong with his eyes. He reached up and felt his eyes. His eyelashes were longer, and his face felt funny. It felt…fat.

“Do you remember your name?”

He looked up at Eugenia. She was standing next to him, and he was in bed, and…Rod…” his eyes opened wide. His voice was high pitched. “Rod Johnson. What the fuck am I doing here?”

“You collapsed, Rod. You fell all the way down, and if Jenny Hargrove hadn’t happened to choose this week for rattling doorknobs you’d be dead now.”

Memories slowly came to him then.

“You stole my house. The mine is flooded…she shot my tires! You shot my tires?”

“Sorry about that. We were hoping you’d…but I’ll give Jane a call. She’ll tell you what happened.”

Eugenia walked out of the room. He heard her voice, sounded like she was talking on a phone, then she came back into the room.

“She’ll be over in a jiffy.”

“I drank the water,” Rod said.

“Yes, you did. We tried to stop you. We sent you to live in that horrid, little shack, but…” she shrugged. She felt Rod’s pulse.

“I feel so weak.”

“Actually, you’re quite strong, for your new body.”

“My new…”

“There she is now. Just hold still and we’ll help you understand.”

A minute later Jane was sitting next to him, a wan smile on her face.

“How is she?”

“Best transition I have ever seen. She might be able to bear children.”

“What is going on?” Rod whispered.

Jane patted his hand. “There’s something in the water. When the mine flooded the men pretty much ignored it. It was just a little stream of water, trickled along the floor. But they’d work hard, it was hot down there, and they simply scooped up the water and drank it straight.

“Some of the men died. Just dropped dead. Some of the men went crazy, ran into the woods. We find a body every once in a while, and there are reports of men still alive back there in the deep woods.

“Didn’t seem to effect the women.”

Dr. Eugenia cut in. “We think the chemicals in the water, combined with the rare earth metals…we think that overdoes the estrogenic systems. Men turn into women. Sometimes they live, sometimes they don’t. Women just get healthier.

Back to Jane: “Your Uncle shut down the mine, and many people left, and came back. And there were suicides and that sort of thing…and eventually we all just got used to a new world order. The water seeps out of the mine and gets into the Lake, and the town’s reservoir, and…we’re all pretty much infected now. But, like I say, it doesn’t bother the women much. You could drink the water now, it’s quite delicious.”

“Wait, what? Why?”

“Because you’ve changed.”

But he knew that. He knew from his voice, from the feel of his face and his eyelashes and a lot of other little things.

“You’re a woman now, Rod. Welcome to Femville.”

Rod was on his feet the next day. And he wasn’t weak, for a woman. He was for a man, but there was no mistaking him for a man now. He had lost a couple of inches, he was down some sixty pounds. He was 38 by 24 by 36. Like the others, he had large breasts. Very large.

He walked out of Dr. Carson’s home wearing what he had been found in, which was cargo pants, shirt and vest. They had left his weapons at the mansion and he was free to pick them up at any time.

For that matter, he was free to live in the mansion. It was his, after all.

He didn’t know what he wanted.

But it only took him a day to figure out that he couldn’t wear the rough, male clothes anymore. His underwear felt like sandpaper, especially on his soft, tender, vagina.

His shirt rubbed his nipples until he felt like he was going insane.

His entire skin felt like clothes were making it catch on fire and burn.

He walked into the bank, up the elevator and into Jane’s office. This time, as he walked, ladies greeted him, smiled at him, even touched his arms and welcomed him to their world.

He smiled back, and was terrified.

He had warred in the sandbox, killed terrorists with his bare hands, and he was terrified of a world that rubbed him the wrong way.

“Hello, Rod.”

For a change Jane was alone.

“How’s everything? Any problems I can help you with?”

“I need clothes. I need to understand things about this body.” He was close to crying.

Jane put her arm around him comfortingly and guided him to a couch.

“Of course you do, and I could kick myself for not assigning one of the girls to help you through your first days as a woman. What say we have a sip of wine, and then I’ll take you shopping myself.”

Rod sniffled, dried his eyes, and looked around the office.

“Give me a moment to put things right here…” Jane went to the phone and told somebody she was taking off. She put on a jacket and picked up her purse.

“You ready?”

Rod nodded.

First stop was a dress shop. Rod learned about bras and panties.

“You won’t have to worry about corsets and things like that. And newbies never have to worry about leg hair.”

“They…they don’t?”

“Oh, no. It’s funny, regular woman have to worry, but those like yourself, it’s almost like you have better genes. You don’t have excess body hair, not even down there in the deep woods.” Jane giggled.

Rod had a thought. “So I’m not the only man who’s changed.”

“Oh, Lord, no. You know Jaime up at the gas station? She used to work at the mine. She didn’t change so well. Still has a penis under her coveralls. But she’s adapted quite well. And then there’s Millie, down at the grocery store, she’s a he who just won’t…”

Jane described various citizens and Rod began to understand that the town was really a rainbow. Men with breasts, women with small penises, everything in between. In point of fact he was very lucky that he had transitioned so completely.

“What about Uncle Johnny?”

Jane sobered up.

“What about him?”

“What was his condition?”

“He stayed a man.”

“But he was ground zero. He had to have drunk the water!”

“Maybe some sort of natural immunity. Oh, look at this adorable shift…” Jane steered Rod back to dresses and nylons and various other female accouterments.

Rod went home, his Mustang had been repaired, and had a closet full of clothes heaped into the back seat.

He had dresses and skirts and blouses and every kind of bra and panties in the world. He had heels and flats and hiking shoes. He had make up, and the promise of Jane to help him learn how to make himself pretty.

Rod moved into the mansion.

He liked the little shack, but as a woman he didn’t have the muscle to chop the wood and do all the heavy lifting living in the wild required. So he lived a new life, and missed his old life, but…life, such as it is, goes on.

He awoke early in the morning. The moon was full and flooded in through the big window in the master bedroom.

Rod rolled over, restless. Something was bothering him. Something that Jane said.

No. Not what she said, her attitude. When he had brought up Uncle Johnny she had acted weird and changed the conversation.

Rod sat up in bed, his breasts fell forward and he sighed.

When he was alone he liked having breasts. But to walk amongst people, to have people stare at his boobs, it was embarrassing.

He supposed he’d get used to it.

He got up and wrapped a robe about himself.  His hair was long and his nipples excited. They were frequently excited. He even found himself playing with them at times.

He went into the bathroom and ran some water…splashed his face, but drank nothing.

He was afraid of the water.

Many of the women in town were, he was not the only one to buy gallons of water from the local store for drinking purposes.

He walked back to bed and stopped in front of the big window. He stood to one side and looked out at the world.

A boat. In the lake. Three men doing something, it looked like they were getting samples. Filling bottles with water.

Rod frowned, he ran downstairs, his boobs jiggling, found his binoculars and ran back upstairs.

Three men, in uniforms. One rowed and two dipped what looked like jars over the sides.

Rod lowered his binoculars.

Of course. The government. Trying to find out what was in the water.

Probably the army looking for some kind of biological weapon.

He looked again. the boat was coming his way, no, towards his shack. There was a trail on that far shore that led almost directly to his little hideaway.

Frowning, suddenly curious, Rod got dressed. He picked out a tight bra, he didn’t want to be bothered by the sexy feeling of his nipples rubbing against clothe. He pulled on black leggings and tied dark leather hiking shoes. He slipped into a black sweat shirt, pulled his hair back and tucked it under a knit cap.

He thought about disguising his face, but he didn’t have any of that kind of make up.

He looked out the window. The men had landed. They deflated the boat and were walking towards the path.

He walked downstairs and chose weapons.

A big Bowie was too big, so he chose a stiletto. He had a .22, much better for his feminine hand, and a shotgun. He wasn’t strong enough to control a heavy gun, and if these bozos were actually army he wanted a big boom and room to run.

He walked out of the house and followed their path into the woods.

He came across the deflated boat two hundred yards in. They had dug a shallow hole and covered it with a tarp and bushes.

Rod breathed easily. He was getting used to walking in a woman’s body, and he had weapons which he was comfortable with. He was no longer the terrified, little girl.

He walked quickly, followed the path, until he heard voices.

Three men talking, walking.

“How long we have to keep getting samples?”

“Till we don’t,” one of the other men, sounded like a command voice, said.

“But they know what it does.”

“How about what it does with prolonger use?”

Voices faded, then came back.

They passed his shack. He was close enough to see them cross the clearing and go into the woods behind his shack.

He knew, intuitively, they were going to the mine.

He let them get ahead now. When they were five minutes ahead he walked through the clearing and headed up the logging trail.

He almost caught up with them when they turned down the short road to the mine, but he moved into the brush and was actually a little ahead of them as they crossed the clearing and went into the mine. He crept close and listened. Voices, then there were no voices.

He knew there had to be some sort of secret room in the mine.

He nodded, and left. Back through the woods to his mansion. He crawled into his bed and his mind was going a mile a minute. Something was rotten in Denmark, and it wasn’t the cheese.

“Secret soldiers. Hidden rooms in mines. A plot to change the men of Femville, or Manville, into women.”

Jane stared at him. Her mouth was twisted and she was having a hard time believing him.

Eugenia wasn’t.

“That would explain all sorts of things. Things about the change, why some people are effected more than others. Why, for instance, some animals are affected, and some others aren’t.”

Deputy Hargrove just sat on the couch and listened. Her arms were behind her head and her eyes were thoughtful.

“I know it’s hard to believe,” said Rod. “But I’m going to go up there tonight and get to the bottom of it all.”

“And what if it’s a bunch of good, old boys fishing and hunting?”

And drinking only bourbon and never water?” Rod pointed out.

Jenny grunted. She had originally been a man. Like many of the half and halfs in Femville she wanted to be a whole man again.

“So you’re going to what…reconnoiter?”

“Tonight.” While they go to get samples out of the lake I’m going to find their secret room.”

“Jenny?”

“Worth a look.”

“Eugenia?”

“Couldn’t keep me away.”

“Well, okay. We go on a snipe hunt tonight.”

The four women waited on the logging trail outside the mining camp. It was near midnight before the three men headed down the trail for the lake. The women waited fifteen minutes, then headed into the mining camp.

It was light enough in the main clearing, but the mine was darker than a black bear’s asshole at midnight. They were all carrying pistols and flashlights. Rod had his stiletto and a shotgun.

They entered the mine and shone their flashlights down the length of the maw of the mine.

“It shouldn’t be too far,” Rod said. First fifty feet is my guess.”

They tapped on the walls, felt around the beams, and searched intently.

“Here it is,” Jenny found the entrance about forty feet in. It was a side of the cave painted over cloth material. It was a perfect match and if they hadn’t been looking they wouldn’t have found it.

They entered a room some forty feet long. There were more doors at the end. Jane found a lightswitch and suddenly they were blinking.

The room was a lab. It had a dozen tables, apparatus on the tables, shelves with samples along the walls.

They walked quickly through the room and into an office. Beyond the office was sleeping quarters.

Rod went through the office quickly and efficiently. Jenny, at his side, found ‘the book.’

It was small and black and looked like the ones Rod had found in Johnny’s wall safe. But it had a lot more data in it than the one in Johnny’s safe.

The four women gathered around it and stared.

“They did it on purpose.”

“Why?”

“Who?”

“The army.”

“The army wouldn’t experiment on its own people!”

The other three stared at Jane.

“Would they?” she finished lamely.

A short time later, book in hand, the four women headed out of the mine. the lights were off, the false wall was in place, and all they had to do was get out of Dodge.

They exited the mine, were walking across the clearing, when a half a dozen flashlights shone on them.

“FREEZE!”

They froze, and men came forward from the shadows.

The men collected pistols, and Rod’s shotgun, and missed Rod’s stiletto. It was just a small little thing in a boot scabbard. Blended right in with his stylish hiking shoes.

“Back into the mine.”

The four women walked back down the mine shaft, but they passed the hidden room. There was a second room ten feet further in and the women were pushed in. The lights went on and the men started securing the women on tables.

Jenny struggled a little, but when a knife was shoved in her face she stopped.

Finally, the only one left not secured was Jane.

“You should have this better secured,” she said, and she handed the little, black book to one of the men.

The other women stared at Jane.

Jane grinned. “You dopes.” She turned and walked out.

The men stood around and grinned.

“You fucking cunt!” screamed Jenny.

The men just laughed.

“Okay, fellows, who’s first.”

There were a dozen men, and they began taking their clothes off.

Eugenia cried, and couldn’t stop. But she was a woman before the town became infected. One of the men simply hopped onto her and started rutting. A couple of the others cheered.

Jenny cursed, and cursed, and cursed. She had been a man. She hadn’t been one for rape before she had been trapped in Femville, and she wasn’t afterwards. As the men took turns she tried to bite them and they finally forced a ball gag over her head and into her mouth.

Rod didn’t cry. He was actually curious. He had finger banged himself several times after discovering that he had a pussy, he wanted to know what sex was like. Unfortunately, there weren’t any men in town to let him know.

But there were now.

He had a wan smile on his face when they cut his clothes off. His breasts were flushed and his nipples felt all tingly.

The leader of the men, a big fellow named Gus, was quite voluble. “You may wonder why we’re fucking you.”

Eugenia wondered, Jenny and Rod had been men and they didn’t wonder.

“We’re actually under orders. There has been much conjecture as to the usefulness of your sex organs, and, of course, we’re all curious as to whether you can have babies.”

“So who started this whole thing?” Rod asked.

“We’re under direct orders of a black ops branch. So secret even the secret people don’t know us.”

The men grinned at that. A second man was grunting and slobbering over Jenny.

A third man was fucking Eugenia.

Rod lay back and felt hands roaming over his body. He felt fingers exploring his cave. Mouths sucked on his nipples and he groaned.

The leader, Gus, was making notes in the little, black book.

“Hey, this one is hot,” muttered the man pounding his penis into Rod.

“Give it to me, big boy,” Rod murmured. He liked the feeling of his pussy being assaulted, and he arched his back.

The men started focusing on Rod. After all, who wanted Eugenia, who just cried, and the hate in Jenny’s eyes was certainly off putting.

Rod felt squirts of semen coating his thighs, filling his hole, and the more they fucked him the better he liked it.

And, truth, he felt sorry for Eugenia and Jenny.

“Why are you guys wasting your time on them. Let me do you!”

His efforts were successful.

“Undo my hands! Let me use both ends.”

The man with the black book should have known better. He was in charge. He wasn’t doing any of the fucking. He should have known better.

The cuffs were taken off Rod’s wrists and ankles. Now the men noticed the stiletto in the ankle scabbard, but they didn’t say anything. They were too horny, Rod wasn’t fighting back, they wanted sex again and again and again.

Rod was so hot, his breasts were so big, his pussy such a delightful mush of sperm and natural lubrication…

“Who’s next,” muttered Gus, trying to keep up with the fucking.

Rod was flipped over on his all fours. One of the men stuck his cock into Rod’s ass, which felt pretty damned good. Another one pointed his dick into Rod’s mouth.

Again and again, hours passed. Men came, and came, and came, and they finally began to tire. As hot as Rod was, the men were ultimately exhaustible, and they began to slump against walls, to lay on spare tables, and the fucking wound down.

Gus was sleeping.

The other eleven men were dozing.

Jenny’s eyes were blazing with fury.

Eugenia sobbed.

But it was Rod that had taken the brunt of the sexual assault, and that was what he had wanted.

It was dawn outside. Rod was alone on the table, covered in semen, and he reached for his stiletto. He withdrew the blade and slid off the table. His eyes were mere slits. Happy lines of revenge.

Rod went to Gus and dispatched him. A simple jab of the stiletto into the neck, a gasp, and the other men slumbered on.

Then Rod released Jenny.

They didn’t speak. They were animals of the same ilk. They had been men, and abused, and now they needed a woman’s revenge.

Jenny picked up a hammer and they went to one of the slumbering men.

BONK! Not a killing blow, just a light tap to insure slumber.

Another of the men. BONK!

BONK! BONK! BONK!

Jenny did the work and Rod was just in case with his stiletto.

They released Eugenia, who stopped sobbing when she saw that it was over, that she was in control.

The three women lifted the men onto the tables and secured them.

An hour later it was done. Eleven men laying face down on tables. Three women waiting revenge.

Correction. One woman and two almost women.

Rod found a bucket and he went outside for a minute. He returned with water directly from the floor of the mine.

“Help me,” he said, and they began making the men drink water.

The men were dizzy and dazed from being hit on the head, and they sipped the water appreciatively, until they finally realized what they were doing. Then it was too late.

The men raved, they were crazy with change.

“Eugenia, you’ll watch over them?”

Eugenia nodded. She was a woman. She was also a doctor with a scientific back ground. She was having revenge even as she was kind to her enemies.

“What are you going to do?” asked Jenny.

“I need to go to town.”

But Jenny knew. “You don’t need me.”

“No.”

Jenny smiled, “A man hates to be fucked. When I became a woman I never got over that, it has made my life a misery.

“So it is time to show them.”

“Yes.”

None of them had any clothes on. They had been raped, and they had trapped the men without putting clothes on.

Jenny reached down to her pussy and began playing with it. She smiled, and made sounds, and slowly, slowly, a penis began to come out of her pussy.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Eugenia. “I knew not everybody changed all the way, but…”

“I am man made woman, but…not all the way.”

“I’m leaving now,” said Rod.

Eugenia came to him, her, and kissed her gently. “I hope to see you when this is over.”

“It might never be over,” admitted Rod.

“So be it.”

Rod left the little room and walked through the mine. It was ten in the morning when he exited the mine, and he began walking home.

Jane was sitting in her office above the bank and smiling.

She was a woman, and she hated men, and now there were no men. At least, no men that didn’t destroy other men for her.

She thought about Johnny Johnson, how she had discovered the effects of the water coming out of his mine.

She had killed him for that, and she had contacted certain authorities and destroyed all the men in town.

Changed them into women. Watched them commit suicide, or otherwise arranged their deaths. And now she was in charge.

It was her town, protected by the US army. And she was free to deal with men as she wished.

“You’re wrong, you know.”

Jane spun and stared. “You!”

Rod smiled.

“How did you get free?”

“I’m a man. I know things about fucking that women don’t know.”

“That’s stupid.”

“I know.”

Rod walked across the room and sat down next to Jane.

“But, regardless, the men in the mine are conquered, and there is nobody left but women.”

Jane’s breath caught. “What?”

“That’s what you wanted, right? A town full of women. No men. And we both know why, don’t we?”

Jane was stunned, incapable of speech.

“Because you like women. You are Lesbian.”

Rod was getting closer, and Jane was having trouble breathing.

“And now I’m a woman. Like you.”

“I don’t love you.”

“You don’t love anybody. But you want other women. You want me.”

“That’s…that’s silly.”

Rod came closer. His hand was on Jane’s thigh. His lips were inches from hers. “Yes. silly.”

Rod kissed Jane then, and Jane’s heart stopped. Her eyes were open, stunned at Rod’s actions.

Yes, she wanted women. She didn’t want men. But Rod…Rod wasn’t a man any longer.

Rod placed his hands on Jane’s breasts and began to massage them.

Jane felt the nipples grow stiff, and heat emanated through her body. Her pussy began to pulse with desire. She found herself wanting Rod.

How could this be? She didn’t want man or woman…except that…maybe she did want a woman.

Rod took her in his arms and bent her back and devoured her lips with his.

Jane moaned, she gave herself up to the heat, to the fire, to the desire.

Rod ripped her clothes off, and he ripped his clothes off.

In seconds they were on the couch, naked, and Rod was on top.

Jane stared up at him, enraptured by his presence.

“You wanted a woman,” said Rod, “and I am that.”

Jane sucked on his nipples and could hardly breath for his heat.

“But I learned something today, too, about what kind of a woman I am. Jenny showed me.”

“What…what…”

Jane wanted love, she wanted consummation, but a woman has nothing to give her consummation. How could she be so hot for Rod? He had no…he had no…

Then she felt it. Coming out of his hole, a large snake, a slithering, hard, hot penis.

“No!” she gasped in horror.

But it was too late, Rod jammed his penis into her. He pinned her, he fucked her.

Jane groaned, and she found her hips rising up to engulf his organ.

“But you can’t…no…no!”

“I can. And the semen I put in you is not like the weak water on the floor of the mine. It is pure, and it will change you.”

“No!”

“When the change is done you will still have tits, but you will also have what I have, and what other men who have become women have.”

“No…no! Not that!”

“But until you have your own, you can borrow mine.”

And Rod suck his penis deep into Jane.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


Feminization was Not my Choice!

My wife forced me to turn into a woman!


PART ONE

“Sam, your sales are down.”

“Hey! It’s just temporary!”

“Let’s look at your history.”

I was sitting in Morgan Jame’s office. The big boss, and she wasn’t happy.

Tell the truth, I wasn’t happy, either. As she pointed to the sharply falling lines I cringed.

Morgan is a knock out. There are rumors she made boss just on her looks, but those rumors are false. Sure, she’s good looking, but it’s the smarts that count in her case.

Long, blonde hair, red lips, a face to die for. Long legs, tight waist a bosom that would put Dolly Parton to shame. But an IQ over 150, genius, and a bit of drive.

“Look, Sam, here’s a three year graph.”

She had charts over three years? Holy patootie! who keeps records that long?

She did, and that’s what made her an incredibly perceptive boss.

“Your statistics over January, every year, are up. Look at that line, stellar. January through February, when everybody else’s lines tanked. What are you doing in January? Your other months are up and down, what is it that’s special about January that makes you the best salesman in the company?

“Uh…”

“Think, Sam.” She leaned forward, which placed her boobs on the desk, presented her lips as curvy and kissable. And, man, wouldn’t I like to be the one to nibble on those delicate body parts.

“Well, it’s cold.”

“Yeah? So what did you do about it? This is after Christmas, nobody buys after Christmas. What did you do?”

“I’m, uh…”

“What? I know you’ve got an idea in there. Think.”

So I thought, but I was afraid to tell her. Tell the truth, the answer scared me, and I wasn’t about to share. Heck, I didn’t think I could stand the humiliation.

And, after an hour of this, I was dismissed, but with a warning. If I didn’t figure this thing out, January sales or not, I was going to be a gone goose.

I didn’t want to be a gone goose. I liked selling houses.

Sighing, I drove home that night, I was in funk city and I knew how to get out. But…did I dare?

“How was work, honey?”

“Not that good,” I answered my wife, heading right for the liquor cabinet.”

She followed me into the kitchen, observed me mixing a tall bourbon and Coke. “What happened?”

I sat down and sipped, and told her.

“So what are you doing that’s different in January?” she asked.

“Well, uh…”

“Come on. It’s obvious you know. She probably put it on the line because she knows you know.”

I studied Becky. She was one beautiful woman.  Heck, I had two beautiful women in my life. Morgan to keep my pants poking out during the day, and Becky to take care of my bulging pants at night.

“Well, uh…”

“Sam?”

“Uh, well, there’s two thing that come to mind.”

“What?”

I don’t know how I managed to tell her, maybe it was the bourbon, maybe it was the threat of long my job, but I blurted, “Three years ago it was real cold. Coldest January on record.”

She blinked. “Why on earth would that drive your sales up?”

“I was, uh…I…” my face was redder than lipstick on a tomato.

“Speak!” She said, her brow furrowed in curiosity.

“I wore your nylons.”

Another blink, a shake of the head, and she sat back and stared at me.

Oh, crap.

“And that’s it?”

I nodded, my face flaming.

She frowned, then she chuckled.

“Okay, so you’re a kinky crossdresser, but…”

“It was so cold, and men’s trousers aren’t built for warmth, but they’re baggy so I just put on your nylons and it didn’t really make my legs much warmer, maybe a little bit, but…”

“I remember that day. I laughed, but you were such a sight, stamping around and complaining about the temperature, but how could wearing my nylons for one day improve your sales?

“It wasn’t just for one day.”

“Yes, it was. I found out and made fun of you and you didn’t do it ag—you did? You did do it again?”

“I went out and bought more nylons. I wore them every day while it was cold. I would put them on under my trousers while you were in the shower, and you never noticed. But it was embarrassing, humiliating, and I was always worried that you might find out. When it warmed up, I managed to stop buying them, and…” I shrugged.

“And you wore nylons every January?”

“Yes. It was cold.”

But the look in her eyes was telling me she didn’t buy it. The fact of the matter was that the last two January’s were among the warmest winter months since weather started being recorded.

“So you’re telling me that wearing nylons was the secret of your success, and the reason you got Salesman of the Month and the extra bonus?”

I nodded. I felt so ashamed I couldn’t even look at her.

She sat and her crossed leg bobbed up and down and she contemplated me.

“So wearing my nylons makes us money.”

“I guess.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“Well, because…it’s embarrassing?”

“So you let a little embarrassment get in the way of a lot of money.”

“Well, you could put it that way.”

She frowned, and suddenly got up and left the room. She didn’t act pissed off, it just looked like she wanted to think about what I had told her.

Fine. I wanted to think about it. I had to bring up my sales. I had to hold on to my job.

That night I spent a long time going over all the books I had on how to sell. I spent some time practicing lines, re-memorized various methods and procedures. I was determined.

Becky was out in the TV room. The TV was on low, acted like white noise to me, but I heard her talking on the phone to somebody, but that was about it.

I came to bed and she was already asleep. She wasn’t snoring, and I had the feeling she was really awake, but I didn’t blame her for ignoring me.

Man. I had to pull out of this slump.

Sighing, I slipped under the covers, was super horny, but didn’t even try.

I drifted off to an uncomfortable sleep, and dreams of people laughing at me, pointing at me, and I was standing in the middle of the company sales offices and everybody was laughing and…

I awoke.

Crap. I didn’t feel too rested. How was I supposed to up my sales feeling all tired?

I rolled over and realized that Becky was already up. I sighed, slid out of bed and looked down. It wasn’t all morning wood. Some of that erection was lust and desire. I absolutely hated it when Becky wasn’t in the mood.

I headed for my shower and scrub a dubbed, and that helped.

I stepped out, toweled myself off, and stepped into the bedroom.

Becky was sitting at her vanity table making herself up. She didn’t look at me.

I almost said something, but what was there to say?

Sorry I’m a loser, honey.

I walked over to the chair where I hung my trousers and stopped. A pair of nylons, sleek and shiny, were draped over my pants.

I blinked.

I turned, and Becky was watching me.

“What’s this?”

“Put them on.”

“I’m not going to.”

“You did in January.”

“But it’s May now, and it’s getting hotter.”

“And you’re afraid I’ll think you’re a bit strange, wearing women’s underthings.”

“Well…”

“Honey, if being a kinky, little panty boy,” she drove the words into my skull, “makes you money, then you can kink with the best of them.”

“But…”

We didn’t really argue then, but she bullied me, and I found myself sitting on the bed while she rolled the stockings up my legs. I stared down at my sleek legs. God, it felt good. And my boner started up right away.

She unrolled and murmured, “We need to shave your legs.”

My dick was half mast and rising fast.

She unrolled over my knees and said, “We’re probably going to have to give you a pedicure, too. We don’t want runs in your…holy fuck!”

Becky stared as my penis got harder and harder.

“Wow.”

“We didn’t do it last night,” I stammered.

“Nylons do this to you?”

My dick was like an iron rod.

“I’m just really…we haven’t done it for a few days.

She looked up and grinned at me. “We need to get you panty hose, or maybe a tummy shaper. Something to hide that big dong. How did you manage to hide that thing last January.”

“I, uh…”

“What?”

“I used an ace bandage and strapped it to my leg.”

“You…” and she started to laugh. “You went to work with your cock tied down!” She slapped her leg and her eyes were bright. Then she stood up. “Wait right here.”

She went into the bathroom and came out with an ace bandage. She tossed it to me. “Show me.”

So I did. I pushed my cock down and wrapped a couple of loops around thigh and cock, and fastened the bandage. I stood up, and groaned.

“Hurts?”

“Hurts and feels good, all at the same time. But it’s a big distraction. It’s hard to talk to people with…you know.”

Becky just nodded. “Well, you’re going to work like this. For the rest of the week. if your sales go up then we’re going to be having a long talk.

I nodded, and was horny and miserable all at the same time.

“Now finish getting dressed. I’ll put on the eggs and bacon.”

Fifteen minutes later I was sitting at the table, my face bright red, eating cackleberries and oink strips. Becky was watching me, a small smile on her face.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re so red.”

“It’s not so bad at the office because nobody knows.”

“Do you think anybody will care if you wear kinky underthings if your statistics are up?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged.

“Do you think Morgan will care?”

“Morgan wouldn’t care if you pissed on her desk if your sales are up.”

“Isn’t that a bit unfair?”

“Probably.”

She was silent for a moment, then, “Honey, I’ve always known you’ve had a crush on Morgan.”

Oh, man, talk about double flaming, bright red fire engines. My face  looked like it had been painted red.

Becky laughed. “Oh, look at you. Your big secret revealed.”

“But I never…I don’t…”

“I know. And if you think I’m upset that you appreciate a beautiful woman, then you’re a fool. As long as you don’t initiate any action, lust all you want.”

“But—“

“And then bring all that lust home for me.” Her smiled was downright evil then.

So I went to work, and driving there was no stimulation and my Cock just sat against my thigh and even started to go down.

But when I got to the office things got hairy.

First, the nylons Becky had rolled up my leg were slightly longer than the ones I had worn last year. And the top of the nylons was just a touch loose, and it rubbed against the head of my dick.

Walking in to the building I realized this, and I began to panic. The constant rubbing was making my dick super, extra, phenomenally hard, and I actually stumbled when turning into my office.

Morgan was waiting. She was sitting in my chair, looking at my calendar.

“Uh, hi.”

“Hey, Sam. Have a seat. I’ll make it quick.”

Nervous now, wondering what she was doing, I sat in one of the chairs facing my swivel.

She flipped through the calendar, bit her sexy lip, and I was reminded of how Becky had teased me about lusting after Morgan. That added to the red factor in my face. I tried to breath, to control myself. I counted my heartbeats and tried to slow them down.

Morgan flipped the page and looked at January. I figured she was still trying to figure out why my statistics skyrocketed in January, and almost made up for the rest of the year.

She pushed the calendar aside and leaned back and considered me.

“Are you wearing them?”

My mouth opened and I gasped and couldn’t breath. Morgan jumped up and rounded the desk and pounded on my back. “Breath! Take a breath!”

The world faded back in and I sat there, totally and utterly mortified. I had never felt such deep embarrassment in my life.

“Okay, relax. Keep breathing. Deep breaths. Get it under control.”

Finally, after a minute, I was okay. Be it so fucking red-faced I would have bene mistaken for a Martian.

“Whew. You had me worried.” Morgan sat in the chair next to me. She was holding my hand and patting my forearm.

I looked down at her hand, and she grinned. “Got the hots for me, eh?”

“What…what…?”

“I talked to your wife last night. And again this morning. We had a wonderful chat.”

“And you know about me wearing…”

“Keeping your legs warm. I know. I think it’s cute.”

“You won’t tell anybody?”

She got a sly look on her face then, “Not as long as your sales go up.”

She laughed at the look on my face, then whispered to me, “But if your sales drop I will tell everybody, post it on Facebutt, and run it up the corporate ladder. Wouldn’t that make a great story in Realtor Magazine?”

Now I wasn’t turning red, I was turning ashen. The blood drained out of my face and I was gasping for breath.

“Easy…easy…” She rubbed my back and smiled.

I finally came back to myself a little.

Morgan was still holding my hand, and she whispered to me, “I know that little boys get crushes. I know, and I’ve used that fact, I’ve used my sex to bully men. And now I know about you. Funny. I always thought you were immune to me, but now I know.”

“What are you going to do?”

For answer she lifted my hand, rubbed the back of it against her left tit. “Oh, God. You make me hot.”

My mouth was open, I couldn’t think, and she laughed and said, “I’m going to tease you, make you horny, and those little sissy nylons you wear are going to drive your sales through the roof.

Then she placed my hand back on the armrest of my chair, stood up, patted my shoulder. “Get to work, Sam. Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you cop a feel.”

She left, and I sat, stunned, and my cock was jerking so hard I thought it would lift my leg right off the ground.

Eventually, I stood up and went around the desk and sat in my swivel. I took long, slow breaths. I thought about calling Becky, but I didn’t. I just sat for about 15 minutes, waiting for my cock to stop roaring, and then, it was still hard but no longer as insistent, I began working.

There is a saying: ‘The best things in life are free.’ That’s bullshit.

The best things in life are the things you work your fingers to the bone for. They are the things that you treasure.

I worked that day. I worked harder than I had ever worked. I went through lists and made cold calls. I took people out to houses and showed them. I prepared contracts and took care of the thousand and one legal details that plague a working man.

I worked so hard because I was trying to take my attention off my pulsing, throbbing, gigantic boner.

I worked because if I didn’t take my mind off my condition I would have gone crazy.

Headline: Man Gets Too Horny and Runs Screaming Down the Street.

That’s how I felt. I felt like sex was screaming in my head.

Sure, it was a distraction, but here’s the funny thing. Talking to some bozo from Kansas who is thinking of not being in Kansas anymore and handling the desire to whip out my cock and beat on it actually slowed me down a little, and made me listen extra careful.

And people thought I was just being thorough!

Ha! If they only knew.

But, by the end of the day, my stats were on the rise. Just like they had been in January.

The nylons hugged my legs, the top of the nylons rubbed the tip of my dick, and I never felt so distracted…and alive.

At seven o’clock, I had worked late because I was trying to do so much, I stood up and stretched, and groaned at the feeling of my cock head being rubbed. I even pooched my butt a little to try and take the pressure of being in sex off.

I walked out of my office and headed down the hall, and as I passed Morgan’s office she called to me.

“Sam! Come talk to me!”

I entered her office, was immediately red at the knowing look on her face, and sat down opposite her.

“Still love me, baby?” she pulled no punches, and grinned the whole time.

I mumbled something and looked down, and she laughed. “Oh, this is going to be fun. Close the door.”

I blinked. Guys always leave the door open when they are talking to women. Nobody wants to risk a sexual harassment suit. But she was a woman, and everybody would just laugh if I accused her of sexual harassment.

Not that I would accuse her, just sayin’.

I got up and closed the door.

“Come here.”

I walked around the desk and stood in front of her.

She put a hand on my thigh and rubbed. “Ooh, feel those sexy nylons. Are you hard?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just reach for my groin, and frowned.

“Where…there it is…what are you wearing?”

My face was, as usual, redder than a slapped tomato. “I’ve uh, got it tied down.”

“Tied? With string or something?”

“I use an Ace bandage.”

Oh, the smile on her face, growing broader and broader. She still had her hand in my crotch and she placed it against my dick and felt it. 
“Wow.”

“Uh huh.”

“You sold two houses today, Sam. That earns you a grope. Would you like to feel my breasts?”

My head went up and down and I felt like I was going to faint.

“Then lean forward, bend over me a little and let your hands touch me.

I couldn’t help myself. What man could? I leaned, and my hands cupped her breasts, and I almost passed out.

“Easy,” she said, pressing my chest, holding me up, even as her other hand rubbed my trapped penis.

I moved back and was breathing hard. I stared at her and my chest felt like it was going to bust.

“Oh,” I said. “Oh.”

She laughed. “Go home, Sam. And if you have enough sales this week…maybe I’ll let you kiss my tits. Would you like that?”

I nodded, helpless, stunned.

“Than sales, baby. Go get those sales. Now, go home.”

I was dismissed, and I walked out of the office half bent over, my cock feeling like it was breaking off. It felt so good it actually hurt, and I knew I was going to have to do something about it.

“How was work, honey?” Becky kissed me and couldn’t keep a grin off her face. She dragged me into the kitchen, poured me a big bourbon and Coke, then sat down to interrogate me. “So?”

I had a hard time talking. Funny. If I was talking to sell a house I could talk for hours, but talking about sex…I was officially tongue tied.

“You talked to her,” I accused, though not with much heat. I was still mind shattered over the whole thing.

“I told her about your nylons,” Becky admitted.

“Did you know…did you…she touched me,” my voice was low and hoarse.

“Well, she had to be sure you were in your proper uniform, right?”

“She touched my cock! Doesn’t that bother you?”

“Did she fuck you?”

“No.”

“Then what does it matter?”

“But then, after work, she called me into her office and she…she…”

“Had you touch her tits. I know.”

I gaped at her. “You know? You don’t care that your husband has…has touched another woman’s…sexual parts?”

I was almost choking, I was so embarrassed.

She studied me, her eyes half lidded, then she made up her mind about something.

“Come with me.”

I followed her down the hallway. My cock was rubbing, I was horny, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gently swaying ass.

In the bedroom she went to my closet and took down one of my belts. She turned and faced me. “Take your trousers down and lay on the bed, feet on the floor, butt to me.”

“What are you…what is—“

“You obviously feel guilty, and if you are guilty then there is a crime, and crime must be punished. Now, pants down and lay on the bed.”

Her voice was sharp, determined.

“I don’t think I need—“ Even as I started a protest I was walking towards the bed, and she pulled my arm, then shoved my back.

“Take off your pants or I’ll give you ten instead of five.”

“But—“

SMACK!

“OW!”

“Off with those pants, or you get nine more.”

She had the position, if I tried to get up she was just going to push me down, and I didn’t want ten smacks with that belt. That had really hurt!

“Okay! Okay!” I fumbled with my buckle then pushed my pants down.

“You’ve had one.

SMACK!

“That’s two!”

I lurched and tried to put my hands over my ass, but she brushed them away and…

SMACK!

“Three!”

I jerked. How the hell had she gotten so strong!

SMACK!

“Four!”

“Stop!” I whimpered.

SMACK!

“Five!”

She stepped away from me, went to the closet and hung up my belt.

When she turned around I was standing and tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted to rub my as, but it hurt too much.

She gave me a sad smile. “Lay down on the bed, I want you naked.

I took off my shirt and nylons. I still had the Ace bandage holding me down.

“Take it off.” Becky motioned at the bandage.

I did, and my cock sprung up harder than ever.

Becky blinked. She looked at me. Did the spanking…” she saw the look in my eyes and grinned. “It did! You get horny from being spanked!”

“I don’t! It…it’s just been bound all day and…”

“You do. You do. God, that’s wonderful.”

That confused me. Talk about mixed signals.

“Now lay down and I’ll be right back.”

I lay down, and my cock poked into the mattress. I stuffed a pillow under me to give me a bit of height, then my cock managed to lay there, sort of bent, but not too bad.

Becky came out of the bathroom with a bottle of ointment. She came to the bed, climbed on top of me and sat on my thighs and squirted a big glob of ointment into her hands.

She began to gently rub my ass.

“Wow,” she said. “I did good. Your ass is redder than your face.”

It felt good, her massaging my cheeks, rubbing the cool ointment into my buns. Slowly, the pain receded.

“You realize, of course, hubby of mine, that your life has irrevocably changed?”

“What?”

“Well, I was treating you like a manly man, letting myself get fucked at your whim, treating you like the lord of the manor. But that’s all changed.”

“It has?”

“Oh, yes. Now that I know you’re panty man…now I know what you really need, and I know how to treat you.”

“What are you saying?” I was relaxing under her strong fingers.

“I’ve had all day to research this on the internet, and all I can say is that I wish I had known what kind of a man you are. Our life would have been so different.”

I didn’t say anything and she continued. “You need guidance. You need a strong woman to keep you moving. We need to cater to your kinks, make you wear women’s underwear, and maybe more. Most of all, we have to limit your sex.”

“Limit my—“ I started to rise up and look back at her, but she just pushed my head back onto the mattress.

“Oh, yes. Some men are manly. they are alpha, and you have to make sure you bow down to them and get fucked a lot. But the idea of bowing down to you? A girly man? Ha! Those days are done.”

“Becky, I don’t understand what you are saying.”

She slid off me then, put the jar of lube away. I was on my side facing her.

She came back to the bed and lay on her side, facing me. She traced the path of my tears with one finger. “Honey, you will do what I say.” She kissed me, and my cock, which had never gone down, pulsed. “You will wear what I tell you,” she reached down and stroked me and I groaned. “Now, go ahead and have a cry. I know you want to. She reached around my neck and pulled my head down to her boobs.

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to cry. But the spanking, then her showing me tenderness and massaging ointment into my asscheeks, it was too much. My tears started up again. this time they weren’t the result of a spanking and pain, this time they were relief. She had spanked me, and hurt me, and now she was forgiving me.

And I cried.


PART TWO

She was right. My life was changed. And it was changed drastically.

That night I heard her talking on the phone again, and laughing, and I came down the hall and peeked into the room.

She saw me, smiled, and closed the door. Right in my face.

Talk about a blinker. She had never shut me out like that before. And there was nothing I could do about it!

The following morning she laid out a tummy shaper and nylons.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“A better way of keeping your cock down. I think I’d like your cock trained to point up, and not hang down. Maybe it’s just my vanity, but every woman likes to think that her man’s cock is up and erect for her.” She smiled and shrugged.

I held up the tummy shaper and looked at it. It was small. It had a snap at the bottom for when I needed to unleash the beast for a pee, but it was going to be snug. I knew that the only direction my cock could point would be up.

“This…this…”

“Sit down here,” she spoke right over my surprise. She pointed at her vanity chair.

“What is this?”

“A chair. Sit.”

Nothing for it, I sat, and she began preparing my toenails.

“What are you doing?”

“I want to make sure you don’t snag a toe nail and ruin your stockings. I woke you up early, so we’ve got time. After I finish your nails I want you to take a shower.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“With Nair.”

I frowned. “But I don’t want to lose my hair!”

“Girly men don’t need ugly hair. Besides, your stockings will feel so incredible once your legs are shaved.

I looked at her dubiously.

She continued, and I sighed.

She said, “Lay back. Close your eyes. Catch another wink or two.”

So I did. I leaned back in the chair, and I actually dozed. I sort of felt her working, and it felt good to be pampered, and I may even have given a light snore.

“Okay, baby. Time for a shower.”

“Oh, okay.” I straightened up and yawned, and looked down. “What the hell?”

“Pretty, aren’t they?”

“You painted them!” And she had. Bright red.

“This weekend I’m going to work on your hands.”

I was aghast.

“And if you’re a good boy and make me happy, then I’ll remove the polish Sunday night.”

“But I can’t go to work like this!”

“Why not? Women do.”

“But women are women!”

“And you’re a girly man. Now take your shower.”

“Take these off.”

“Nope. And I hid my nail polish remover.”

“But you can’t do this to me!” Tears welled in my eyes.

She took my hand and pulled me up. “I already did. Now, you can cry about it, throw a fit about toenails that will be under socks and under shoes, or you can take a shower and get used to them. They really are quite pretty.”

I ended up taking a shower, and I felt weird the whole time. I kept looking down, and, wouldn’t you know it, my boner was at full strength.

When I stepped out of the shower Becky was waiting, and she grinned at the sight of my erect weenie. “More proof,” she said. “You are the girliest of men.”

“Not funny,” I snarled as I passed her.

“Not meant to be.”

I put on my nylons, pulled up my tummy shaper, and headed for the kitchen. When I got there the stove was cold and there was nothing cooking.

“What’s this?”

“What?” asked Becky innocently.

“Where’s breakfast?”

“You haven’t made it, yet.”

“But you always make it!”

“That was before I knew about you. Now that I know, cooking meals is your job.”

“But I work all day!”

“Then you better start cooking, unless you want to go to work hungry.”

There was nothing I could say. I had to eat, so I started breakfast.

“You’re going to have to get up early after this,” Becky observed, as she watched me beat some eggs.

“This is ridiculous,” I returned.

Becky just smiled.

I slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her and snarled, “There!”

She looked up at me. She stood up. “Come to the bedroom.”

I wasn’t going to. I swear I wasn’t.

But she walked down the hallway and I was left alone. I could eat my eggs, but…but I knew she was waiting for me.

Slamming down my fork I muttered, “Dammit!” and followed her down the hall.

“Drop your pants, undo your shaper and lift it.”

“You’re not going to do this.”

She grabbed me by my tie and spoke calmly, but right into my face. “Honey, I took a picture of your pretty nails, it’s on the cloud now, but I’ll show it to you if you wish. It is easy to see your face, and your toenails are quite visible and very pretty. Now, if you don’t lay down in the position, and I mean right now, then I will post it on Facebutt.”

My face showed my shock. “You wouldn’t!” I whispered.

“Oh, yes I would. Sure, you’d be embarrassed, and everybody would laugh at you, but the storm would pass. But everybody, whenever they looked at you after that, would remember that you are the sissy who had his nails painted.”

I could breath. My mind was a mess.

She pulled on my tie and turned me towards the bed. She pushed me.

“Down with the pants and up with the tummy shaper. NOW!”

Once again tears began to form in my eyes. I unbuckled and my trousers dropped. I undid the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper and rolled it up so my ass was fully exposed. I laid down and clenched my fists.

SMACK!

One. Tears ran.

SMACK!

Two. My body jerked. The pain was already building.

SMACK!

Three. I groaned and whimpered.

SMACK!

Four. It hurt worse than the last spanking. Of course, I hadn’t fully recovered from that first spanking.

SMACK!

Five.

I lay there, crying, and she said, “Wait.”

A moment later she was rubbing ointment onto my fanny. “Better take a pillow with you today,” she murmured.

I nodded.

“And I don’t want you talking back to me or giving me an attitude ever again. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, ma’am!” she commanded.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She pulled the tummy shaper down and buttoned the bottom. “Pull your pants up.”

I did, and I turned around and faced her.

She put her arms around me and pulled my head down to her shoulder.

“It’s okay, honey. You’ll figure it out. You’ll get through this difficult time.”

I found myself nodding.

She moved me back with her hands and smiled and said, “Now, you don’t have time to finish your breakfast, so pick up a donut on the way. And make sure you take a pillow.”

I nodded, and she turned me and pushed me out of the bedroom.

I was glad I took a pillow to work. Very glad.

I shuffled into the offices, a bag with a donut in one hand and the pillow in the other. A couple of the guys looked at the pillow, but didn’t seem to think anything of it. I was prepared with a hemorrhoid story if anybody asked.

Isn’t that funny? I didn’t mind somebody thinking I had hemorrhoids, but the idea of anybody knowing I wore nylons would have killed me.

I sat down on the pillow and sighed, and started to open my files.

Morgan strutted in.

I sat strutted because that’s how she walked. She walked like she had a pair of tits and liked to show them off. Which, let’s be honest, made me pretty happy.

“I hear you got a spanking this morning?”

Bright red. Instantly. This woman could mortify me with a glance, and my wife was giving her plenty of ammunition.

She looked at my swivel and smiled when she saw the pillow.

“Maybe we should include that as part of your super sales program. Stats down you get a spanking. Stats up you get…excitement.” She leered at me and hefted one large boob in my direction.

“What, uh…what did you want?”

She laughed at my tentative manner of speaking. She leaned on her hands on the desk, giving me a perfect view of her globes. God. So round and inviting. I couldn’t help myself. I licked my lips. Grinning, she said, “I just stopped by for your morning pep talk. What do you say, have I pepped you up?”

I gulped, loudly, and that was a good enough answer for her.

She saw my bag with the donut in it.

She picked up the bag and look into it. I had a vanilla old fashioned in it.

She reached in and pulled it out. “I should have known.”

“Known what?”

“Sissy boys like holes.” She stuck her finger through the center of the donut. I could see her manicured finger, redder than my toes, sticking out the other side.

I blushed, furiously. It seemed that all my time was being spent with my face flushed and my heart pounding.

“Maybe you dream of other holes?”

I was really flushed, and blinking.

A huge, lop-side grin on her face, she took her finger out of the hole. She held the donut to her mouth, and kissed it.

Kissed the damn donut!

She had crumbs on her lips, and she had left a red imprint of her lips on the thing. She licked crumbs off her lips and put the donut back in the bag. “Make sure you eat that donut slowly. Maybe some day you’ll get the real thing.”

I was frozen. I had no idea how to respond.

She leaned closer and said, “I really want to suck your cock.”

Then, chuckling, she stood up and left.

And, the odd thing…I was now motivated.

I was a bit put off by my spanking, but now I was raring to go.

I opened my files, I dug into them, I began making calls, I was working like a fiend.

It was the promise of a blow job!

Yet I know she was never going to suck my cock.

A promise that could never be fulfilled, and yet…I believed it. I wanted it. I was desperate for it.

And I ate my donut, savored my donut, and dreamed of it.

Becky greeted me at the door. She greeted me with a massive, soul sucking kiss, a glass of bourbon and Coke, and her hand inserted into my pant. She flipped the snap, pulled my cock out, and began stroking.

Oh, God, the heaven of it all!

In short order my knees were shaking. She kept telling me to keep drinking, and she bent to her knees and began licking and slurping.

I was about to shoot, I could feel the switch inside staring to flip. My cock started to surge, and she stood up and grinned. “How was work.”

“Gah!” I said, unable to say anything work. My heart was pounding a big drool of pre-cum hung from my cock.

“Well, I’ve got dinner ready. Let’s go eat and you can tell me.”

My legs shaking and shivering, I stumbled after her.

We ate, and she fixed a stew that was to die for. I told her about the donut and what Morgan has said.

“Huh,” remarked Becky. I guess if you don’t cum, it’s all right if she sucks your cock.”

My jaw dropped. I stared at her.

“Well, your statistics are up, right?”

“Yeah, but—“

“People who are making it work should be rewarded. Of course, marriage and all, your sperm should be reserved for me. That’s my property.”

“Speaking of which…do you think maybe we could finish what you started when I came home.”

“Oh, honey! No!”

“But…but…”

“If you cum you lose all you motivation. No, if you want to cum you’re going to have to have your Best Ever month.”

“But…but the month is already half done.”

“That’s okay. There’s next month.”

“But…I don’t think that’s going to work!”

“It will have to. After all, you have nothing to say about it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that it’s my pussy and I’ll decide when to use it.”

“But we’re married!”

“Where does it say in the marriage vows that I have to have sex whenever you want?”

“Well, but…”

She grabbed her iPad, tapped the screen a few times, and read,

“I,” she said, and whispered, “which is me,” then continued, “take you to be my wife or husband. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health.”

“But…but…”

“Nothing in there about fucking. Just about staying true to each other. Which means not depositing your sperm in Morgan.”

She pursed her lips and thought about it, gazed into the far and away and said, “I wonder if I gave you to permission to fuck her…” she grinned at me. “But that’s not going to happen.”

“What happens if I have an accident?”

“What do you mean ‘an accident?’”

“What if she’s blowing me and I can’t help it and…have an accident.”

“Well, you would probably get the worst spanking in your life, but…I would probably forgive you. I mean, I know that men are weak willed creatures who can’t control themselves.”

I was silent after that. I had leaped onto that train of thought, but I forced myself back to the thing we had been talking about.

“So you’re saying you don’t have to fuck me anymore.”

“Well, I am, but…take heart.”

I shook my head, not understanding what she meant.

“That whole love and cherish, sickness and health bit…I think that means I’m supposed to be at your side, helping you. By denying you, by making you dress a little kinky, that’s helping you. But, who knows, there may come a time when fucking you, and letting you cum, will be the help you need.”

“Oh, it is!”

She patted my cheek.

“Not yet, it isn’t.”

Then she stood up, “Come on. I want to try something.”

She walked down the hallway, and once again I was following her, watching her tight ass and feeling my cock throb and drip.

She entered the bedroom and went to the bed. There were several shopping bags on the bed.

“Here you go,” she handed me a bag. Inside it were a dozen pairs of hose, a couple of pantyhose, and several pairs of panties.”

I looked at them, and, of course, I started turning super red. “I’m not wearing panties. Or, are you letting me out of the tummy shapers?”

“I’ve been reading some more, and they say the best way to control a man, to teach him a little discipline, especially if he’s a soft man like you, is to get him a chastity belt.

“A…who?”

“A belt, a device. So I ordered you a chastity tube. Should be here within a day or two.”

“I can’t wear one of those!”

“Why not? We need to keep your cock under control, and aren’t you tired of wearing tummy shapers?”

“Well, yeah, but…locking my cock up?”

“Oh, it’s just for a while. I might let you out every once in a while, as long as you promise not to masturbate.”

I frowned. I had a weakness for masturbation and she knew it. We had talked about my predilection for jacking off many times, but she had never been able to stop me. Now it looked like she would be able to.

“Now then,” she continued, opening up another bag. “I got you a few other things.” She handed me a negligee.

“What?” I squeaked.

“Hey, we’ve got to keep you in the mood all the time. “Take your clothes off and put this on.”

Well, we had an argument, and she won. But she won the sneaky way.

No sex, and…get this…no spankings.

That’s right! She said if I didn’t put it on I wouldn’t receive any more spankings!

Now, I will always be asking myself why that made me agree.

I didn’t like spankings! They hurt! But she didn’t threaten to spank me, she threatened not to spank me, and I gave in.

I tell ya, I used to think I would never understand women. Now I don’t think I’ll ever understand me.

So I wound up wearing a negligee. It was soft, and clung to my body a bit, and I was once again flaming red, and so humiliated I couldn’t believe it. My cock, of course, loved it. Then she opened the last bag.

“Here.” She handed me a bra.

I took it, realized what it was, then simply turned and walked out of the room. I mean…a bra? I’m a man! How could she even think…how…so I walked out.

Becky seemed to realize that she had gone too far. She followed me out, without the bra, and hugged me.

I felt lost. I felt like my world was coming undone, and I held on to her and tried to control my tears.

But I couldn’t. They just started leaking out, and then I was sniffling and holding on and pressing my face into her neck.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “We’ll do this another time.”

I nodded. She patted my back, like she was burping a baby.

“I know, it’s rough. But we’ll get through it.”

I had no idea what she was trying to get me through, but I tried to control my tears, and slowly I reduced myself to mere sniffs.

She reached down and started playing with me. Soft and gentle she stroked me. “It’s okay, honey. I love you, and I’ll help you get through this.”

Then she took me into the kitchen and mixed me another drink.

I got up early and made breakfast. I was wearing my negligee and my cock was turgid because of the slither of the fine material over it.

Becky came in, smiled, gave my cock a few tugs, then sat down.

I served, and we ate, and she said, “I’ve put your bra out, but you don’t have to wear it. Not yet. I just want you to think about it.”

I was about to say something, and I felt my heart thudding dangerously, but she just moved on to another subject. “You’re at three sales for the last two days, what are your chances of having your best month ever.”

“Not good,” I admitted.

“Well, it will give you more incentive to work harder next month.”

I saw what she meant. I wasn’t going to get to fuck her unless I had a Best Ever.

That was a dismal thought. I liked sex. I was used to getting it once a day.

Now I was starving, and I hadn’t had it for days, and it looked like I was going to be going a full six weeks without. And that was only if I made Best Ever next month. Not likely.

And if I didn’t make Best Ever next month, it wold go to ten weeks, and then fourteen. It might be months, maybe even years, before I got to cum again!

And, if Becky really put me in chastity, I wouldn’t even be able to jack off!

I was a pretty glum dog when I headed off for work.

I sat in my office and pondered my fate. No sex. Maybe ever. Yet I was being teased and tantalized like a mofo.

Morgan entered my office.

“Are your stats rising faster than a cock in a whorehouse?” She had a lopsided grin.

“I need to get to work,” I answered, quite spiritless.

She frowned. Said, “Follow me.”

I followed her round buns up the stairs and down the corridor to her office.

Once in the office she locked the door, told her secretary to hold all calls, and told me, “Drop the drawers.”

I blinked.

“Or panties, or whatever. You need a reminder.”

“You’re not going to spank me.”

“Nope.”

Double blink.

“Take ‘em off. And stand in front of my desk.”

For a moment I almost didn’t. Then I remembered she was in cahoots with Becky. She had said she wasn’t going to spank me, bit if I didn’t follow her instructions, Becky might spank me.

Oh, the mess I was caught in!

I unbuckled and dropped my trousers.

“Pull your panty hose down. Not all the way.” Just enough so I can see your cock.”

I did, and stood there, my penis fully erect and pointing at her.

She started working. Reading reports and signing her signature. At one point she picked up the phone and had a brief conversation.

My cock started throbbing harder. I was near naked. She was ignoring me.

I was staring at a beautiful woman. I was on display, and it was working on me.

I started breathing harder. I felt excitement rising.

Fifteen minutes passed, and I was breathing hard.

Suddenly she leaned back, she undid her blouse and I could see her tremendous cleavage.

She watched me, and suddenly put one hand to her breast and squeezed her own boob. She put the other hand between her legs and moaned.

Oh, man. I was so excited I thought my cock was going to pop.

“Okay, you can go back to work.”

“Uh, but…”

“You were down. I just brought you back up. Now go make me some money.”

“But, I need…I…”

She smiled. “Listen, Sam. You’re my meat. You’ll spend your years here. You might make it to management, there’s a good chance, because you’re smart. I would like to see that. But you’re not going to make it if you wallow in self pity and feel sorry for yourself. You want to make the big bucks? You want to get into your wife’s tight, little snatch? Heck, you want me playing with your balls and cheering you up…you’re going to have to make it happen. Now, you’re not an alpha. No way. But with an alpha wife and an alpha boss…you can do it. So get back to your office and play with yourself or do whatever it is while you’re being all kinky, and make me some money. Go.”

I went. I went and my legs were weak, and my breathing was labored. I was red, and not just in the face. It felt like my whole body was flushed.

I entered my office and started working.

I made two more sales. Five sales in three days. nobody ever did that.

But I knew that I wasn’t doing it on my own. Becky and Morgan were behind me, pushing me, making me horny enough to succeed. I realized that if I didn’t make Best Ever in sales this month it wouldn’t be their fault.

It would only be my fault.

And, having that realization, I finally tumbled to what I needed to do: I needed to follow the advice of the most powerful, successful people in my life.

I came home and Becky was waiting for me. I think she and Morgan must have had quite a talk, because she had a firm look in her eye.

“How was work?”

No blow job. No bourbon and Coke. No sweet smell of cooked food.

“We need to talk,” I said, and her eyes opened.

I didn’t know what she expected, but later she would tell me that she  thought I might be in full revolt. No more girl things. No chastity tube. No nothing but me laying down the law.

But she should have known better. For I was, as she had so astutely judged, a soft man.

I wasn’t the high school football captain. I wasn’t the leader of the basketball team. I wasn’t the guy everybody looked up to and said I would be most likely to succeed in the real world.

What I was was a soft man, a fellow who could produce like a mofo…but I needed help.

I needed strong hands to guide me, to lift me, to shape me.

I needed a team.

And I needed to give in to the softness inside.

I needed to be a little pinker.

We went into the kitchen and I poured her a drink.

Her, not me.

She was obviously surprised, even a bit confused, but she took the drink and sipped it.

I sat down opposite her and waited a moment. Then I unloaded what was on my mind.

“I need your help.”

She blinked.

“You’ve been right, Morgan’s been right, and I need somebody to push me, to motivate me, to kick my ass into gear. And, yes. Wearing girly things does it to me.”

She stared at me, and it felt like something was breaking apart inside her. Her eyes grew softer, love, I could swear it was love, filled her eyes.

“I’ll wear your bra. My bra. I’ll wear the chastity tube, and I’ll do whatever else you need me to do.

“I need you to spank me when I let you down. I need to be well and truly deserving before you open your legs for me again. I need this, and if you give it to me, then maybe I can fulfill my vows to you. Maybe I can be deserving of you.”

She was silent, and I was silent. I was done.

A glimmer appeared in her eye.

“Please don’t cry,” I whispered. “I’m not worth your tears.”

“I can’t help it,” she whispered back.

She put her hand on mine, I put my hand on top of hers, and tears started streaming from her eyes as we stood up and hugged.

I wore the bra to work the next day. It was flat, a training bra, actually. But Becky promised to get me breast forms, and to look into implants.

She didn’t want to give me hormones, at least not yet. Maybe later, but not yet.

A couple of months later my fellow workers noticed that my chest was suddenly bigger. I had something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They were temporaries to help me figure out whether I wanted to make it more permanent.

Of course, none of the other workers said anything to me. I was out producing them, and I was also Morgan’s pet.

But, back to the first few days after my submission: I began to wear a chastity tube.

Oh, it was infernal. If I thought I was horny before, I knew nothing! The more I wore it the hornier I got. It was a vicious circle, and my poor penis raged and struggled, and failed.

Becky, of course, thought it was hilarious. And Morgan couldn’t look at me without laughing.

So, getting hornier and hornier, getting more and more desperate, suffering harder and more frequent spankings, I worked harder and harder.

Seven months later I made best sales ever. Seven months, which translated down to 28 weeks of not being allowed to cum, and being teased mercilessly.

Oh, I was ready for my reward. My reward, however, was not as I imagined it would be.

We attended a party in my honor.

Everybody was there, including a couple of upper management people flown in especially for the affair.

I wore my best dress, and the hormones were starting to take effect. Of course, I still had the implants in, so my boobs were bigger than ever.

 I stood in front of everybody and received a big, gold trophy, and a $1,000 bonus.

Not bad.

And I made everybody laugh when I insisted on passing the money directly to my wife.

Becky, with good grace, accepted my ‘donation.’

Midway through the party Morgan took me up to her office. She locked the door, swept everything off her desk, and spread her legs.

Being in chastity I couldn’t fuck her, but I could eat her, and I did. And I finally got to kiss those incredible, world class tits.

When we came downstairs and rejoined the party Becky smiled and took over.

My cock, of course, was fit to bust, but it couldn't because it was firmly in the grip of my new chastity belt. A more secure one, heavier, and the only key was on a chain around Becky’s neck.

And, after a wild party, much congratulations, and a bit of bubbly—well, more than a bit—we headed home.

As we drove into the driveway Becky said, “I guess you want me to fuck you.”

I checked my lipstick in the mirror and said, “The thought had crossed my mind.”

“Does your dick still work?”

My dick. that had been the subject of much discussion. We had decided on a brave course of hormones, one that would eventually leave me with a barely shrunken boner, but at least it wouldn’t lose full function. Too often. But it would go through soft periods on the way.

I was very still, and I whispered. “I don’t think it’s working too well right now.”

Becky turned to me and patted my cheek. “Not to worry, honey, I’ll take care of you.”

We got out of the car and headed into the house.

In the house Becky took a moment to kiss me. She bent me over, twisted me around, like the sailor that kisses the girl in the old world war 2 picture. Our lipsticks mingled, and though my dick wasn’t feeling too hard, my horniness yet increased.

She straightened me up and I said, “Woo!”

She took my hand and led me down the hallway to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom she told me, “Off with the clothes, honey.”

I took off my dress, my underthings.

She took off the key to my chastity tube. “We just bought the new and improved model, and now you don’t really need it.”

I stared at the infernal device. “Don’t lose it,” I said. “When my boner comes back…”

She smiled. “You can bet I won’t lose it.”

Naked, I stood before me. I had a women’s body. Thin waist and big boobs. I had a woman’s face, soft curves, and make up. My plumped lips were especially sexy. At least I thought so.

Of course the amount of time Becky, and Morgan, spent nibbling on them, they thought so, too.

She went to the dresser drawer and took out a tangle of straps. She straightened out the mess and stepped into it. She screw a cock onto the front plate.

She looked up at me.

“Are you ready for this?”

“I think so.” Yet I was scared. Fascinated, but scared.

She arranged me on the bed the way she wanted, which was crossways, face up, legs spread.

She took my limp cock and lifted, and my rear end rose and was exposed.

She spread lube on my rectum and placed the top of her cock to my hole.

I was breathing lightly. We had discussed this, and I knew it might hurt a bit, but…I was ready.

She began to push into me, and my mouth opened in delighted surprise. I felt the shaft slide through my anal ring. It was excruciatingly…pleasurable.

That’s the thing about anal sex. Do it wrong and it hurts. Take your time, proper preparation, and it is a dream.

This was a dream, a huge dream.

I sucked in air as she bottomed out, then I began to breath in harmony with her thrusts.

In and out she went, and I breathed in and out.

Back and forth, and I gripped the bed and forced myself to breath.

I quickly lost control.

Heck, we knew who was in control. We knew who was calling this dance.

I became limp, and just felt her cock changing my mind, scouring me of the last dregs of masculinity.

It had been a rough journey, even after I had realized what I truly needed. But Becky, and Morgan, had helped me through it.

Joyfully, I gave in to the sawing of her fake penis. I submitted, and never was a joy so great.


EPILOGUE

A MONTH LATER

I was in the den, painting my fingernails a beautiful scarlet color, very shiny, when Becky entered the room.

“Hey, girlfriend,” I asked, “What’s happening?”

“Well, I have some news for you.”

“What’s that?” I looked up at her. The smell of nail polish was rich and thick.

“Morgan says you’re on track for another Best Ever.”             

“Really?”

“Really.”

“But you sound like that’s bad news.”

“Well, there is a hitch.”

“Tell me.”

She sat down opposite me, stared into my eyes. Then she stared at my lips, big and red, then her gaze shifted down to my burgeoning chest. I really was going to have to have the implants taken out. My own naturals were really coming alone.

Of course, I did like having monster boobs, so…

“Morgan says she has been giving you a lot of attention, working hard to help you make your next Best Ever, and she wants something for her help.”

I tilted my head and listened. My fingers were shiny and sexy and I held up one hand to dry.

“What does she want?”

Becky sighed. “She wants to have a turn at fucking you.”

I looked at her. She was serious, and she looked like she didn’t like it.

I smiled. “Well, you could let her, and you could go without.”

“That would deprive me.”

“True,” I agreed. “Or, you could tell her no.”

“But she has worked hard, and she does deserve.”

“Yes, she does. She has worked just as hard as you, in her own way.”

Her own way. Blow jobs without me cumming, hand jobs, me kissing her nipples and even getting her off. All of which excited me even as they gave me no relief, and only made me more excited, and harder working, and harder. Harder considering that I couldn’t become erect in the chastity tube.

“So what are you going to do?”

“Well, that’s the thing. She got me to agree to leave it up to you.”

Now I blinked hard. I hadn’t made a real decision, outside of work, in months. Certainly not where sex was concerned.

“So the question now is…what are you going to do?”

Wow. Talk about your dilemmas. Becky and Morgan were friends. And they were complicit in my make over, my transition. To be faced with a decision like this I risked losing one or the other.

I thought, my red lips pursed, my delicately shadowed eyes revealing deep thought.

“So what are you going to do? Who are you going to choose?”

“Well, I don’t want to choose Morgan, and lose you…but I don’t want to choose you and lose Morgan.”

Becky raised her eyebrows and stared hard.

“So, if…’when’…I get my next Best Ever, there’s only one solution.”

“Yes?”

“You’ll both have to fuck me.”

For a moment Becky said nothing, then she smiled.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


They’ll Never Guess I’m a Girl!

Feminization, crossdressing, chastity!


PART ONE

“This is going to be good,” Chuck snickered as he handed the bag to Lana.

Lana grinned. “I’ve been wanting to see what you were going to do to get back at her.”

“Well, now you know.”

Chuck and Lana were sitting in Chuck’s kitchen. Lana was a svelte babe with large bosoms and a ready smile. She had just made four drinks and was about to take them out to the pool area. She let the four drinks sit on the counter, however, as she held up the woman’s bathing suit and inspected it.

“I got it with the little fringe around the waist. Jo likes suits with that bit of skirt on them. I don’t know why.”

“Oh, I know. I’m not a fan, but I don’t have to wear them.” She turned the suit in the air. It was thin and black. It was going to be stretchy at the boobs, Jo had a sizable pair, but that would just make it dissolve that much faster when it was immersed in water.

“Dissolvable swim suits,” Lana shook her head. “Who would ever think of such a thing.”

“Walmart,” said Chuck wryly, and they both snickered.

“Okay, she’s in the back getting dressed. I’ll take the drinks out. Remember, she can’t suspect that I bought the suit for her. She does and she’ll never wear it.

“Not to worry. Here, take the drinks. Go.”

Chuck picked up the tray and headed for the pool. Lana put the suit back into the bag, then picked up the bag and headed for the the master bedroom.

“Hey, girlfriend, which one should I wear?” Jo came out of her walk in closet and held up two hangers. On one hanger was a yellow, polka dot bikini, just like the song. On the other hanger was a purple one piece, but without the little fringe of skirt that she liked.

“Well, that yellow one is so tiny…”

“Two bandaids and a cork,” quipped Jo.

“And the purple one is downright ugly.”

Jo nodded sadly. “Unfortunately, you’re right. I’ve got two ugly swim suits and nothing to hold up my magnificent mammaries. What is a well endowed girl to do. Eh?”

“Well, there is a solution.”

“Oh?” Jo looked at her friend and neighbor hopefully.

“I just happen to have purchased a delightful, little, black number.”

She tossed the bag to Jo who snatched it out of the air and looked inside.

“Oh! My! Gosh!” She pulled out the black one piece with the fringe. “You know how I love this style!”

“I know. I wouldn’t have got it for myself, but it was on sale and I figured you might like it.

Jo held the suit up to her body. “Gonna be tight at the titties…”

“With you everything is tight at the titties.”

“Jealous?”

“A little. Gonna put it on now?”

“I’ve got a couple of things to do first. Go on out to the pool. I’ll be out in a short while.”

Lana walked out of the bedroom and went to the pool. There she found Greg, her husband, and Chuck standing on the far side of the pool. They were holding their arms up as if measuring the size of their dicks.

“Is that how big the one that got away was?”

Both men laughed.

Back in the bedroom Jo examined the black suit happily. It was skimpy without being too skimpy. It was thin without being too thin. And the little skirt would conceal her real secret with no problem.

Humming, she stripped to almost nothing, then stepped into the black suit. Perfect fit. The men would be drooling over her boobs on this fine day. She pulled it tight in the crotch, stretched the material over her boobs, and looked at herself in the mirror.

She had an almost perfect body. She would have had the classic measurements of 36 by 24 by 36…except she was an extra couple of inches on top. And she was a real, live F cup.

Yep, too heavy on top. Boo hoo, and she grinned.

She bent over, her big boobs moving around behind the thin material, and slipped her sandals on. She straightened up and knew she would have to be careful when she moved. Her boobs were going to be flopping out on somebody’s lap if she wasn’t careful.

She put on a bit of make up, she didn’t intend to be doing any swimming, and headed down the hallway.

“Hey! There she is…Miss America!”

“Thank you, dahlings,” she posed at the end of the pool, then blew a kiss to Chuck and her neighbors.

Shortly they were gathered next to the barbecue and sipping their drinks.

It was a wonderful afternoon. Not hot, but perfect for swimming. Perfect for sucking bourbon and Coke, perfect for laughing and joking and having a good time.

At times Chuck, Lana and Greg jumped into the pool. They splashed, swam around, and climbed out.

When Chuck and Lana were at one end of the pool, far from the barbecue grill, Chuck groaned. “I don’t think she’s going to go in. This is a disaster! She’s got to go in…she’s got to get wet so that suit…”

“I know. Why isn’t she going in?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, We’re going to have to do something about it. Wait until I’m next to her. You push me and I’ll grab her and…” she smiled a wicked smile.

Chuck nodded. “Okay. Let’s set our watches.”

They laughed because they had no watches, and because the plot was so simple it didn’t need any timing.

The couple swam back and climbed out of the pool. They didn’t do anything for a couple of minutes, just stood around, carefully adjusting where they were standing so as to set up the big push.

Greg was heating up the pit and four steaks were sitting on a plate. They had been pounded and salted to perfection, and were just waiting for their turn over the coals.

“I was telling Sam, down in sales, that we need to cut out the middleman, but he wouldn’t listen…”

“Should have talked to Georgina. She always…”

The bodies shifted imperceptibly. Finally, everything was lined up. Chuck held out his hand and said, “I’ll get you a fresh drink.”

Lana handed him her empty glass, a subtle flash of a look, now!

“Ha! Gotcha!” Chuck pushed Lana and she fell back, and grabbed Jo’s arm.

Jo shrieked and went into the drink with her friend.

Chuck and Greg laughed, Lana and Jo laughed, and Chuck stepped to the side of the pool and offered a hand.

Jo didn’t like to get dunked, but she was a good sport, and it had almost seemed like an accident. She reached up, unaware that threads in her suit was already dissolving.

Chuck lifted and his wife came up and he placed her on the patio…and her top gave way.

Jo’s huge boobs flopped out.

“What the fuck?” Jo stared down at her bare breasts, then she realized Chuck had done it to her. He had finally gotten back at her for that time when she had…she had…and she realized what was about to happen, and that there was absolutely nothing in the wide world that she could do about it.

Greg and Lana were laughing hysterically, Chuck was grinning, there was no where to turn, no place to go, and her cock popped out.

Talk about a dead silence. From drunken hilarity to a silence more profound than a morgue. Tears started to drip from Jo’s eyes.

“Honey?” asked Chuck, not understanding what he was seeing, not understanding the cock sprouting from between her thighs.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Lana. Greg’s mouth just opened and he stared.

It wasn’t a big cock. Only four inches long. It was kept in place by flesh colored straps. But four inches on Jo’s short frame still looked pretty big.

Chuck, for a moment had a severe problem with reality. He had made love to hi wife. Many times. He had never noticed that she had a cock before.

Then he realized it was a fake cock. Plastic. A dildo.

But it sure looked realistic.

Large tears dropped from Jo’s eyes. Made a path down her cheeks and splatted on the brick patio.

Chuck grabbed a beach towel that was hanging from a chair and wrapped it around his wife. Whatever explanation she might wish to give  could wait.

Greg pushed a chair to her and Lana helped her sit.

“Greg, could you and Chuck go make some more drinks?”

“The steaks…”
“I’ll take care of them.”

Jo just sat on the patio chair, wrapped in a large towel, and cried.

It took about ten minutes for the emotion of the moment to settle down. By then Lana had the steaks on plates, the boys had stiff drinks next to the plates, and Jo began talking.

“I know it’s crazy but I’ve always had this thing, call if a condition, of ‘penis envy.’ Yeah, that’s a real term. I’ve always wondered how men could walk around with a banana and two oranges between their legs. I’ve wondered what it felt like to have an erection. How do men stand it.”

“So you put on a strap on and pretended you had a dick.”

“I did. I’ve actually done it quite a lot. I’ve gone shopping with a dildo strapped to my leg, barely held out of sight by a string.”

Lana sat, chewed, and her eyes were far away.

“Can we see it?”

“Greg!” admonished Lana.

“No. It’s okay. You guys have already seen it, so I guess it doesn’t matter.”

Jo stood up, letting the towel drop. There were still a few strands of threads left from the dissolving swim suit. These hung from her breasts and around her waist. There were no remnants left around her crotch and the dildo stuck straight out. Her vagina was covered by a small set of balls, and her groin looked surprisingly male.

Chuck sat back. “Wow.”

“You know,” murmured Lana, “I actually like that look.”

“Really?” asked Greg?

“Sure. A penis is an object of power. You are looking at one heck of a powerful woman there.”

“I can see it now,” chuckled Chuck. “A new line of women’s products. Dicks for the enterprising, young lady.”

Greg laughed, but Lana just gave a sort of snort. It looked like the idea wasn’t that outlandish to her.

“I’d like to try that on.”

“I’ve got a bigger one in the bedroom.”

“You do?” blurted Chuck.

“It’s too big for me to wear under clothes, but sometimes, when I’m just boppin’ around the house,” she shrugged.

“I’ll be right back,” Lana jumped up and headed for the house.

“Bottom drawer under my corset,” Jo called after her.

Lana waved and disappeared.

“So, uh,” Greg spoke diffidently, “Have you ever tried out that, uh, strap on on, uh…”

“On, Chuck?”

“Yeah.”

“No,” said Chuck.

Greg grinned.

“But I’ve often thought about it.”

“You have?” Chuck’s eyes were wide.

“Sure. It’s such a large charge, so powerful, when I just walk around with a swinging dick. I often wonder what it would be like to really use it. What does a man feel like when he’s on top of a woman, feeling her moan and groan under him. Wouldn’t you like to feel what a woman—“

“Whoa!” Greg blurted, and they all looked towards the house.

Lana sauntered out to the patio. She had a big ten incher dangling from her thighs. She had taken off her clothes and her breasts were waggling from side to side and her cock was bouncing.

“What do you think, guys?”

“I think that’s scary,” gulped Greg.

“It looks like Babe Ruth’s bat on you.”

Lana stopped in front of the others, put her hands on her hips and struck a pose. “Off with the clothes, honey, I think I love you.”

Which made them all laugh. When they stopped laughing Jo said, “She’s right. Off with the clothes.”

“Hey…”

“I don’t…”

“You guys played me, and now us girls have no clothes on. And I’m curious. Take your clothes off.”

Greg and Chuck looked at each other, shrugged, and stripped out of their swim trunks.

The girls watched and Jo grinned. “I thought so. Hard ons. You boys are getting all horny seeing us wear dicks.”

“I would say we’re more horny seeing you in the buff.”

“Ha! You’ve seen us before, we’ve all seen each other, but those dicks between your legs are throbbing and bobbing. This is new ground for hard ons.”

“She’s right,” grinned Lana.

Greg and Chuck glanced at each other. Greg finally admitted, “It is sort of hot. Chicks with dicks. I mean, you’re still babes underneath, but now you’re more…uh….imposing. I guess that’s the word.”

“What about you, Chuck? Are you going to admit that my big, hard dick turns you on?”

Chuck hemmed and hawed, but finally said, “It certainly is a new look for you.”

“Ha!”

The little party continued. They finished eating, did some more drinking, and admired the girl’s pricks. The sun set, they turned the music up and danced in the nude. The men danced with each other’s wives, and the wives even danced with each other, making up a mock argument about who got to lead.

Finally, it being late, the party came to a close. Greg and Lana headed through the hedge and fifty feet to their own back door, and they could be heard arguing over who got to give who the dick that night.

Chuck and Jo put the dishes into a sink to soak over night, and headed for their own bedroom.

“That was fun.”

“Yes, it was,” agreed Chuck. He kept glancing down at Jo’s pecker.

She turned to him, hugged him Her large breasts mushed against his chest in the most delightful way. “So what do you think, big boy. Are you ready to find out how the other half does it.”

Chuck grinned. “I don’t think so.”

“Scared?”

“I might be.”

“I promise to be gentle.”

“I’m going to have to think on that.”

They kissed, long and tenderly, and then held each other. The moon was coming in their bedroom window and it was a silent, sultry night.

“One thing, though?” whispered Jo.

“What’s that?”

“Before I take this off? Before we go to bed?”

“Yes?”

“I want you to go down on me.”

Chuck held her away from him for a second, studied her, then he gave a nod. There was nothing wrong with that.

He bent at the knees and lowered slowly until he was on his knees.

She held his head and gazed lovingly down at him.

He opened his mouth, their eyes glittered in the darkness, and he put his mouth around the head of her cock.

She sighed. “I can’t feel it, but in my mind…it’s real.”

He began to move his head back and forth, his lips sliding over the veined shaft. It felt so odd and yet so hot. He could never imagine sucking another man’s cock, but his wife…he could imagine that.

Jo moved here hips very slightly, and gasped when Chuck reached behind her and started diddling her bung hole. She said, “You’e gonna love it when I do that to you.”

Wisely, she didn’t try anything more. She just kept fucking his face and feeling his wiggly finger please her butt.

Next door Lana and Greg were likewise engaged. Lana had the big ten incher on and Greg was struggling to blow her. She was laughing. He was on his back and she was perched over her face. “Just wait until I shoot a gallon of juice into your pretty, little mouth.

“Gah!” he said, but he was smiling.

“You going to let me fuck your ass tonight?”

He shook his head in the negative, not letting her cock fall out of his mouth. “Don’t think so.” He mumbled.

She pulled out of his mouth and slid down and hugged him. He felt her breasts and they pressed their mouths together.

“Why not?” she whispered.

“It’s too big!”

“Oh, but you would if I was wearing that little one Jo had on?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Come on, lover, you can’t have it both ways. Let me grease you up and…”

“Nope.”

Lana pouted for a minute, then laughed. “Okay, then try this.” She took off the strap on and put it around Greg’s waist.

“What the heck? I look like I have two dicks.”

“Just use the one on top. Don’t use your real one.”

“Why?”

“I want to see what a fake dick feels like. And I want you to feel what it’s like to fuck somebody with a fake dick.”

Greg was incredibly horny, the night of nakedness and dancing and overt sexuality…he was in boner city. But he managed to withhold himself and slid the tip of the big ten incher into Lana’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, suddenly holding on.

“Big?”

“I’ll never go back,” she managed to say, then he began banging her.

She turned into a rag doll under him, unable to move for the size of the invader splitting her pussy apart.

Greg grinned. Yes, he wanted to be using his own dick on her, but this was really wild. His own cock was fair sized, but a ten incher? That was doing things his own cock couldn’t do. So he rammed and jammed and gave Lana the ride of her life. For long minutes he slammed into her pussy, and she began to cum. And cum. And cum.

Greg was astounded. His wife had had multiple orgasms before, but nothing like this. One barely ended before the next one started. Her hips were constantly seizing, spasming, arching up for more.

At last, she had had enough. “Please…please…no more!” She held on and he slowed down and gently pulled out.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, then she just held on to him and slept.

“Oh, fuck, keep it there!”

Jo used her hand to keep her smaller dick straight out. This pushed the nub on the back of her fake phallus directly into her pussy.

“Now, suck it now.”

Chuck kept sucking and blowing, and the nub rubbed, and Jo started to shiver. Here words devolved into gruntings, and she came. Hard. Harder than he had ever seen. It was a long blast of ridged muscle and spasming hips, then she sagged. “Oh, my God!” she whimpered, then she held to him, went to sleep with her dick on and pressed against his belly.

“Hey, girlfriend, how’d it go after we left?”

Jo was doing the dishes. Chuck was gone to work and Lana came in the back door and started helping clean up.

“That was some of the hottest sex I have had in many a long day.”

“I got Greg to use the big boy on me. I must have blown my stack for an hour.”

“An hour?” Jo raised her eyebrows.

“Well, okay, only 59 minutes. But it was stupendous. I told him I was going to cut his dick off and only use the strap on from here on out.”

Jo chuckled, “And how’d he take to that?”

“He didn’t have much choice.” Lana stood motionless for a second. “You know, it’s funny. Wearing that dick, it’s like it did give me more power. I felt like I was the one calling the shots. I love that feeling.”

“You and me both. And I managed to get Chuck to let me stick a finger up his ass.”

“Really!”

“All the way. Middle finger. I finger fucked my husband.”

“And he liked it?”

“He didn’t want to admit it at first, but towards the end he was, uh, quite amenable.”

Both girls laughed, finished the dishes, and took coffee out on the patio.

“You know, I didn’t realize it until I woke up,” said Lana, “But Greg didn’t get to squirt.”

“He didn’t? Oh, my God! Neither did Chuck!”

The girls laughed, then sobered.

“I like it.”

“Not letting your man cum?”

“Not having a sticky mess to clean out of me.”

“Boy, that’s the truth.”

They sat and sipped and enjoyed the morning, and their own thoughts.

Finally, Jo said, “We’re going to have to take this further.”

Lana didn’t have to ask what. “Yes. A lot further.”

“So, our men are going to be hot and horny tonight, and they’re going to want to get some.”

“I think I just developed a yeast infection.”

“Exactly.”

“We need another big dick.”

“A pair of ten inch horny bitches, that’s what we are.”

“I’ll order a strap on for myself.”

“Just the dicks. These harnesses are fine.”

“Okay. And we don’t let the lugs squirt. Not even into their own hands.”

“Especially into their own hands. From here on out we own their peckers and everything that comes out of them.”

“Deal.”

“And we have to come up with a plan, a course of action, some way to get them to agree to what we want.”

“You know, that’s not going to be much of a problem. Seeing us in dicks, the way they acted last night…”

“The way they are going to be so horny…”

The girls chuckled together.

“So what kind of clothes have you been wearing to hide your pecker?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.” they stood up and headed into the house. For the next hour they tried on clothes and explored various ways of hiding the big bulges in their pants, or skirts, or whatever.

Greg arrived home at 5:15. couple of more days and it was going to be a four day weekend, and he couldn’t wait. Four days of hanging out, sipping the suds, and getting a little nookie.

A lot of nookie. He had been so hornicized when he woke up, not having cum and yet watching his wife blow her top, that he had been erect all day. Sitting with a boner, adjusting himself constantly, standing and moving so people couldn’t see his state of excitement.

He sighed, put his briefcase in the closet, and headed into the kitchen. A drink was waiting for him, freshly poured with condensed drops on the outside of the glass. He sipped, sighed, and looked at the note next to it.

“Your clothes are on the bed. Get dressed and hurry over.”

He grinned, and headed back to the bedroom.

Panties and bra were on the bed, and that was all.

Wha…?

He lifted up the bra with one finger and looked at it. God, his wife had big tits. He chuckled and tossed the bra back on the bed. He put on his swim suit, which was ridiculous because he spent most of his time skinny dipping, and headed for the break in the hedge.

And stopped right in the hedge, before he was visible to the girls.

They were sitting on the far side of the pool. They were wearing slacks, shirts and jackets They were sitting with their legs crossed at the ankles, spread out, and as he watched Lana adjusted the big cock in her pants.

He backed up, and was breathing hard.

What were those women doing?

Yet he knew. At least, his cock knew. It was hard as a rock.

He peeked again. Their hair was slicked back so it look short. They weren’t wearing lipstick. They had big chests, but it as obvious they had bound their tits.

Fuck, he thought. He reached down and felt his hard on. Fuck!

He went back into the house, slipped out of his trunks and figured out how to get the bra on. It was a tight fit, and it was a very sturdy bra. When he finally had it on he started stuffing it with panties and nylons. Soon he was quite outstanding.

He picked up the panties and realized that they weren’t panties. They were tummy shapers. He struggled into them. Pointed his dick down and pulled until they were snug. He had to walk with his butt pooched out a bit, but that was okay. Made him look like he was wearing…high heels.

Oh, my God! Heels!

He went into his wife’s closet and selected a worn, old pair of heels. She had talked about them being too loose, and even throwing them out. He slipped his feet into them and suddenly was clumsy and uncoordinated.

Finally, he picked up a tube of red lipstick and filled in his lips. He smiled at himself in the mirror, blew himself a kiss, and headed down the hallway.

Click. Click. Click.

The girls on the other side of the hedge stopped talking and watched the hedge.

Greg stepped through the opening and onto the patio.

The girls stared, their mouths open, as Greg slapped his ass and sashayed around the pool towards them. Then they were all laughing and giggling.

“So, girlfriends, who’s got the cock?”

Lana and Jo broke into hysterics at that.

From the house Chuck called out, “Where is every—“ his voice stopped at the doorway and he stared. “Greg?”

For the second night in a row they sipped bourbon and Coke and chatted. The girls dressed like men, the men dressed like girls. Chuck was wearing a one piece stuffed with socks. It was a little clunky, but acceptable.

“So,” said Jo.

“So?” asked Chuck.

“So we girls have a plan, and you boys are included.”

“Nice to be included, isn’t it?” Greg waved a hand. Funny, being dressed like a woman made him want to use more feminine hand motions.

“And what’s this big plan?”

“As you know, Lana and I are now the proud possessors of king-sized dicks.”

“Hmm. Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?”

“Oh, we’re glad.”

“Go on with the big plan.”

“Four day weekend starts on Thursday. That’s four days of the most amazing sex in the world.”

“Right after I cum tonight.”

“Nope,” said Lana.

The men looked a little discomfited by that.

“Four days of belonging to the International Crossdresser Club.”

“Who?”

“What?”

“For four days we girls are going to make you into girls. We already have clothes on order. We have even ordered chastity tubes so your pesky, little peters will stay out of the way. You will be put in drag and you will allow Lana and I to squire you about town.”

“Wait a minute! You expect us to get dressed up like girls and you’re going to take us out?”

“Don’t worry. Nobody will recognize you when we’re done. We are going to go whole hog on you.”

“And what does that have to do with Chuck and I finally getting our rocks off?”

“Simple. If anybody, and I mean anybody, recognizes you as men, you get to fuck us. Both of us. Chuck can fuck me and Jo, up the butt, head, whatever.”

“And Greg can do the same. To both of us.”

The men looked at each other and grinned.

“Of course…”

The men sobered and studied Jo.

“If nobody recognizes you then Jo and I will be doing the fucking. And I think you know what our hole of choice is going to be.”

“Wait a minute.”

“I don’t think we—“

“Then there’s the third choice.”

“Which is?”

“You refuse to play the game.”

Lana paused and smiled.

“And what happens then?” asked Greg.

“If you don’t play the game then Lana and I will be forced to use our not inconsiderably sized weenies on each other.”

“You’re going to fuck each other?”

“Absolutely.”

“Yes.”

“And we will so fuck until you girls agree to play the game.”

“That’s crazy!”

“I don’t want to!”

The girls shrugged.

“You don’t have to.”

“You can get each other off.”

The men stared at the women.

“That’s not fair.”

Jo leaned forward. “What’s not fair is that men rule the world and they never let us have any of the fun. We just get to lay on our backs and take it.”

Lana added, “One little game. Four days, at the end of which is sex as you never imagined it.”

For the next hour Greg and Chuck argued, cajoled, promised vacations and diamond rings, but the girls were adamant. It was their way or the highway.

At the end of the hour the girls went in for more drinks, and Greg and Chuck put their heads together.

“We can’t let this happen.”

“It wouldn’t be manly.”

“You can say that again.”

“It wouldn’t be—“

“All right.”

Greg grinned. Then, “I’m gonna do it.”

“What?”

“What have we go to lose? At the end of the game we’re finally going to get fucked.”

“Yeah, but…I don’t want to be on the bottom.”

Greg shrugged. “Think about it. When we’re all dressed up like girls, how hard would it be for one of us to slip, speak in a bass, act like a man.”

Chuck blinked. “What the hell have we been fighting it for?”

“Okay. So. We together on this?”

Chuck nodded and they bumped fists.

The girls came back out with lubrication in glasses. Chuck and Greg turned to them.

“Okay, bitches, you’re on.”

Four happy smiles broke out, and they all tilted their glasses and drank to the International Crossdressers Club.


PART TWO

A couple of days to a four day weekend, and it was a wild couple of days. Jo and Lana spent the days thick as thieves, making plans, choosing clothes, getting make up ready, wigs, and, of course, chastity tubes.

And they teased Greg and Chuck mercilessly, and didn’t let them cum.

“Get me off, baby!” Jo would moan through the night, and he would, but she wouldn’t get him off.

“I’ll play with you, all right,” Lana giggled, “But you aren’t going to squirt until Sunday night!”

The boys weren’t overly fond of this plan. Chuck was particularly adamant. “Why aren’t we supposed to come until Sunday night?”

“Because we won’t you horny out of your mind. Then when we finally fuck you there’ll be a better chance that you can cum with our dicks in you.”

Chuck blinked.

The next day, on the phone, he commiserated with Greg. “The way they’re building this up is crazy,” said Chuck.

“Yeah, they make it sound like we could actually have an orgasm from being butt fucked.”

“The problem is that it is possible.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I’ve been researching it. Apparently men have something called a P spot. A place where the prostate gets rubbed, and then men actually have an orgasm.”

“No shit!”

“Nope. Just cum.”

That quip didn’t make total sense, but they laughed, and when they ended the phone call both men were thinking about whether it was possible to have a super, female type orgasm, an ‘anal orgasm,’ just through anal sex.

Thus, the two days passed, the men got hornier and hornier, and the big, four day weekend arrived.

“Wakey, wakey!”

Chuck rolled over and opened his eyes as Jo opened the drapes.

“It’s early!” he groused.

“Yeah, but we’ve got a lot to do.”

She pulled him out of bed and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“What the hell is this?”

“Hair depilatory. Men have hair. Women don’t. Put it on below your neck. You might want to use it on your whiskers, too, but don’t get it on your hair.”

Chuck and Jo applied the goop to his body and he stood around for fifteen minutes until it started to heat up. Then he jumped into the shower and watched, fascinated, as his hair washed off his body.

“Nice,” Jo felt his chin. The Nair had worked there and his face felt as smooth as a woman’s. “Now let me work on those eyebrows of yours.”

She sat him down and tweezed his brows. She was careful not to go overboard, but when she was done he was a real half and half man. By ruffling his brows he could look male, by smoothing them out he looked female.

“Beautiful,” she said.

That was when she realized she had made a mistake. She looked down at his cock and it was like a rock. There was no way she was going to get that monster into the chastity tube she had selected for him. She called up Lana.

“Hey, girl, did you put the chastity tube on Greg, yet?”

“I did.”

“Oh, crap.”

Lana laughed. “Get a bag of ice and calm him down. I tell ya, the more I work on Greg the hornier he gets. If he wasn’t in the tube already I’d never get him there.

Lana nodded, hung up and went for a big bag of ice.

“OWWW!”

“Don’t be a baby.”

Chuck stared at his cock.

“But it’s cold!”

“So get limp and put on the tube. The sooner it happens the sooner we stop with the ice.”

It took ten minutes of suffering, but his cock finally shrank enough and he slipped a tube over the cock, the ring over his package, and locked everything up.

Chuck stared down at his cock sadly. The thing was trying to get hard already, but it didn’t stand a chance.

“Okay, time for nails.”

Next door Lana was already done with Greg’s toes and working on his fingernails.

Greg stared as his fingers elongated, the tips turning into glistening, little claws.

Lana took her time, three coats and a coat of lacquer. When she was done Greg was astounded. His hands now looked feminine. He had started out with spatulate nails that he chewed on, now he had slender ovals. He waved his hands in the air, marveling at their shape and sexiness.

“Okay, honey, it’s time to put you in lingerie.”

He looked down at his caged cock. It kept trying to get hard, and failing, and trying.

“What are you going to have me wear?”

“The good news is that you won’t need a full body corset.”

“And that is good because?”

“Because you’ll find out when we tighten the thing.”

She helped him into a short corselet. She pulled on the ties in the back and he found out what the word ‘tight’ meant.

“You’re still going to have a little boner bump.”

“Are you kidding?” he gasped.

“I’m going to pull your tube down between your legs. I can either tie it to your thigh, or run it right up between your buns and fasten it to you…yes…to this loop on your corselet.

She attached a string to the chastity tube and pulled it back between his legs. Then up between his crack.

“Fuck! It feels like I’m wearing some kind of super thong.”

“But look, no boner bump.”

“Yippee,” he spoke dourly.

“Hello!”

“Back here!”

Jo led Chuck back into the bedroom. “What did you do about his cock?” She eyed Greg’s smooth front.

“I tied it up, see?”

“Got it.”

While the two women were examining Greg’s tied back dick the two men looked at each other.

Their faces were red. Even though they knew what was going to happen they were embarrassed.

“Okay, let me handle his dick. You want to go get the breast forms.”

Jo grabbed Chuck’s cage and turned it this way and that.

“Hey!” he sounded like he was strangling.

Lana laughed and headed out to the garage for the breast forms they had bought the men.

“Quiet down, girly,” Jo murmured. She tied a string through his cock cage and ran it between his legs like she had Greg’s. In a few seconds he was blinking as she pulled the string tight up against his asshole.

Lana returned with the breast forms and two bras. “Okay, girls, time to put on your bumpers.”

The men tried to put on the bras, but couldn’t figure it out. The girls laughed as they helped them.

“Can’t even put on a bra,” Jo chuckled.

“Helpless little girls,” agreed Lana.

Finally, the men were properly accoutered, and the women handed them nylons.

Done with the lingerie Greg and Chuck looked at the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

They were slender in their corselets, and had big breasts. Their legs were sleek and sexy. Their finger nails were long. Their faces were still male, but the eyebrows gave hints of things to come.

“Looking good, girls,” smiled Jo. “Let’s put you in dresses and make up.”

The girls had picked out a pair of summer dresses for this first day. Chuck wore a pink number with butterflies and flowers. His arms were bare, and looked a little thick,

“It’s not bad,” Lana mused.

“As long as he doesn’t flex his biceps.”

They had selected a pink dress with different shaped white boxes on it for Greg. His chest was tight and Jo observed. Sunday night we’re going to have to give him a full corset.”

“Okay, girls, time to get used to wearing high heels.”

Greg and Chuck put on leather high heeled sandals.

“The cork bottom will help your balance. By Sunday night we’ll have you in full spikes.”

The men looked at each other and shrugged. They were a bit subdued and didn’t speak much.

“Okay, make up and…we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“What?”

“Speak in a higher tone of voice,” admonished Jo.

“What?” Chuck tried to accommodate, and he wasn't half bad.

Jo pierced ears and Lana cleansed their faces and applied primer.

Greg felt like his cock was going to explode from the way the earrings dangled alongside his neck. Chuck felt like his ears were getting longer.

The girls put on foundation then began coloring eyes, putting on mascara, and making the boys’ faces pop. Finally, they added bright, red lipstick. Then they sat back and smiled.

“This is not bad.”

“Nope. Not bad at all.”

Then, for a half hour, they just played with the boys’ faces. Experimented with colors and brushes, potions and powders. Finally they placed wigs on the boys’ heads and were done for the time being.

It was almost noon now, and they all went out to the pool and sat down and discussed their progress.

“The girls are looking good,” noted Jo.

“Absolutely. This is going to be a cinch.”

“Of course you girls are going to have to work on your mannerisms.”

“What do you mean?” asked Chuck.

“Come Sunday night we’re going to take you to dinner. Wendell’s Place. Dinner, drinks, and for once we’re not going to be bugging you to go dancing.”

When the boys looked blank Jo explained, “It would be too easy for you to move incorrectly, heck, just to talk like men. So we’ll just have a quiet dinner, then head for home.”

Chuck and Greg glanced at each other, and it was plain what each other was thinking. They wanted to get caught. They intended to get caught, but this was going to make it difficult. If the girls kept too tight a rein on them, if they watched them too closely, they could never make a mistake. Not and get away with it.

“So, let’s practice being girly,” Lana chirped.

Chuck and Greg took turns learning to walk. They walked across the room, placed one foot in front of the other, letting their hips sway, but just enough.

“No, no, place the heel down like this…make it click!”

After learning to walk the girls drilled the boys on getting in and out of cars, going up stairs in tight skirts, sitting down and keeping the knees together.

Then there were facial expression.

“Talk with the lips pursed like this…”

Repairing make up.

“Smack your lips like this…”

For hours the girls kept after the boys, and by late afternoon every one was tired.

“Okay, kids, time for a drive.”

“A drive?”

“We just want to drive around, get you used to being seen. Maybe on Saturday we can go to the mall. But for right now…let’s take a drive.

They took Greg’s Mustang, top down, and zipped through town. Greg and Chuck sat in the back, miserable and trying not to act like it. For an hour they crisscrossed the town. They didn’t see anybody they recognized, and nobody honked at them. Well, except for a couple of horny young teenagers. Heh.

Finally, they pulled up to a Seven-Eleven.

“What are we doing here?”

“First test. Go in and buy something.”

Chuck got out and Jo said, “You, too, Greg.”

Grumbling, Greg joined Chuck and they walked into the store. This wasn’t a test, so the boys didn’t try to screw things up, they just walked in and bought a couple of Cokes.

“They look good,” stated Jo, watching the boys through the front window.

“It’s not Sunday night yet.”

“You’re worried?”

“You know the boys. They will pull something.”

“Not if we watch them closely.”

“Hmm.”

Jo looked at Lana, “You think they’ll try something?”

“I know they will. But…I’ve got an idea.”

Chuck and Greg returned to the car.

“Well done, boys. It’s getting easier and easier, isn’t it.”

“I guess,” said Greg.

“Don’t worry. By the time Sunday rolls around, when we go out to Wendell’s Place, it’ll be second nature. You won’t even remember that you’re manly men.”

Chuck and Greg sighed and sat back and the girls laughed.

On Friday the boys got up early. They had spent the night in curlers and robes and lingerie. Within one day they were starting to understand what it was like to be women. Friday morning it didn’t take half as long to get ready. They even managed some of the work themselves.

They spent the remainder of the morning learning to walk and talk like women, and by the afternoon Jo decided they were ready for a quick walk through the mall.

The boys, of course, didn’t want to. They griped and complained and groused and grumbled, but the girls were adamant. They took the boys to the mall and forced them to walk through the length of the mall.

To Chuck and Greg’s dismay nobody gave them a second look. As men. As women there were quite a few looks.

“I swear, my butt has eyeball prints on it from men staring at it.”

Chuck said, “Don’t worry about it. I’ve got a plan.”

“A plan for my butt?”

“I’m going to call Bill Deakins. I’ll have him go to Wendell’s place and run into us. He’ll recognize us and that will be the end of that.”

“And I’ll never dress up as a woman again as long as I live.”

“You and me both.”

Friday night they practiced walking and talking some more, and then there was Saturday. More practice. They tried on different clothes. It was a full dress rehearsal for Sunday evening.

Finally, late in the day on Saturday, the girls proclaimed that they were done. They pronounced the boys ready and the group sat on the patio and had drinks.

Chuck and Greg were perfectly female. They moved their lips the right way when they spoke, they walked correctly and sat down like perfect ladies.

Lana and Jo went into the kitchen to prepare dinner, and the boys were left to their own devices.

Except the girls didn’t go into the kitchen. They started for the kitchen, then Lana snagged Jo’s sleeve with one hand and tugged her into the den.

A finger to her lips asking for silence, Lana crept up to the window. Jo followed her and they listened.

“Heysoos, what a mess,” sighed Chuck. They were sitting right outside the open window.

“Did you call Bill Deakins?”

Lana glanced at Jo and they stared at each other.

“I did. He said he’ll be there. He’ll recognize us, and that will be that.”

“We won’t get our butts fucked, and we’ll do some fucking of our own.”

“Man, it’s about time. Wearing this stuff has made me super horny.”

“Tell me about it. My cock is screaming for mercy. I can’t wait to get out of this chastity tube.”

“God, I’ll say…”

Lana led the way back to the kitchen. Inside the kitchen they put together some spaghetti and some garlic bread.

“I knew it,” said Lana.

“What’ll we do?”

“I’ll figure something out. One thing is for sure, I’m not going to let those two bozos ruin all our hard work.”

Making fresh drinks, the girls served dinner and acted like everything was normal.

Chuck and Greg, for their part, acted quite chipper. No more the dour victims, they seemed to have accepted their situation.

Sunday morning, and the preparations began in earnest.

The girls checked the boy’s hair, made sure their eyebrows were plucked, and this time severely, and that there was no trace of chin hair.

They made sure the boys’ manhood was pulled back between their legs and dressed the boys in tight corsets.

They worked over the boy’s bras and made sure there were no giveaways. The boys’ boobs were big and thrusting and their nipples were hard and visible under the dresses.

The dresses were matching and skin tight. One was lavender and one was pink. The boys wore necklaces and rings and dangly earrings.

Their make up was immaculate and their wigs perfectly coiffed.

Their nails were done, they wore five inch heels and their legs were clad in the sheen of expensive stockings.

By two in the afternoon Chuck and Greg were ready.

“You boys ready for the final exam?” asked Jo.

“Sure,” Chuck answered. He was feeling good because Bill Deakins was going to rescue them.

“Why don’t you to go watch the game or something and Lana and I will get ready.”

Chuck and Greg headed through the hedge and the girls looked at each other and grinned.

“All right. You ready?”

“Ready, Freddy. Let’s do this.”

Ten minutes later there was a knock on the front door of Lana and Chuck’s house.

“Oh, crap,” said Chuck. “I’m not going to answer the door dressed like this!”

So the two men sat and waited.

The front door opened. “Hey! Where’s our sexy dates?”

“Lana?” Chuck jumped up.

Lana and Jo walked into the living room and Chuck and Greg stared with open mouths.

The girls were wearing cargo pants. Long pants that covered up high heels. They wore loose jackets and their chests were bound underneath. Their chests were thick but more like they had muscle than tits.

The big deal, however, was that they had cut their hair. Their hair was long for a man, but short for a woman, and it was combed in a masculine fashion.

They wore no make up, no jewelry, nothing to give away the fact that they were women.

And each of them were wearing a strap on, the pricks pressing lightly out at the crotch.

Even a hard glance wouldn’t reveal that they weren’t men.

“I’m Alan,” said Lana, taking Chuck’s arm. “I’m your date tonight. You sure are beautiful.”

Chuck stumbled along helplessly.

“I’m Joe. I’ll be your date tonight.”

“But…but…” Greg was hauled along.

Out to the Mustang the girls took the boys…looking like boys escorting girls. They held the doors open and waited politely, big grins on their faces.

A minute and they were zooming through town.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Chuck. He was stunned by the girl’s masculinity.

“Don’t worry. Bill Deakins, remember?”

Greg nodded. but he was worried.

He was especially worried when they passed Wendell’s Place.

“Hey! you passed Wendell’s Place!”

“Change of plans, girls. You girls are so fine looking we thought we’d really treat you.”

A mile down the road they turned into the parking lot of Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s was a nightclub during the night and a restaurant during the day. Even though it was day, however, the place was hopping. A five man combo was covering classic rock and roll, and couple were dressed to the nines. As they entered they saw people dancing on the small parquet dance floor, and the bar was busy.

“Alan, I’ll escort our babes to a table. You want to get the drinks started?”

Joe dragged Chuck and Greg out to the patio and they sat at a table in a corner. A minute later Alan sat down, and a minute after that the waiter, Jose, grinned and delivered drinks.

Greg and Chuck kept looking at each other, and around the patio, and finally Alan said, “You can give up looking, Bill Deakins isn’t showing up.”

“You know…” said Chuck.

“We know. And you should be glad we’re forgiving. That would have been pretty mean of you to trick us after all the work we put in.”

Chuck and Greg had the grace to look guilty.

“Now then, you boys sit here and Alan and I are going to discuss your punishment.”

Alan and Joe stood up and headed inside to the nightclub area. Once inside Alan turned to Joe. “What gives?”

“This…” Joe snagged a passing young man, “Hey!”

The man was tall, six foot easy, and he had a rugged face and an easy grin. “Can I help you?”

“Get a friend and go dance with those two girls at the corner table in the patio.”

He looked at them and tilted his head slightly.

“They’re our husbands, and we’re playing a joke on them. No matter how much they try to convince you they’re guys, pretend their girls.

A minute later Chad and Henry sauntered across the patio and stopped in front of Greg and Chuck. “Care to dance?”

“No.”

“Come on, a couple of babes like you?”

“We’re guys. Bug off.”

But Chad and Henry sat down. “Now that’s something I would never believe.”

Greg was about to get rude when Alan and Joe came back.

“Oh, hi, ladies. We were just asking your friends to dance.”

“Wonderful,” said Alan, pulling Chuck’s arm and making him get up. Joe made Greg stand up. “Go dance, girls. Have some real girly fun.”

The look in Alan’s and Joe’s eyes warned the boys, and they found themselves standing helplessly. Chad and Henry took them in their arms and danced them across the floor. Greg and Chuck would have resisted, but they couldn’t get firm footing in their high heels.

The boys were forced to dance through a couple of numbers. Chad and Henry led, and easily, and Greg and Chuck put up with having their asses grabbed, their bodies pulled snug, and at the end of two dances Chad and Henry thanked them, returned them to their table, and sauntered off. Laughing.

“They knew,” whispered Greg.

“They knew as much as Bill Deakins,” Lana stated victoriously. “Are you girls ready to go home?”

Resigned to their fate, Chuck and Greg nodded, and the foursome headed out the door.

“Okay, girls, who wants to lose their virtue first?”

Chuck and Greg look at each other and neither said a word.

Lana chuckled. “You’d think it wasn’t sex.”

Jo said, “We’re going to go get the bedroom ready. Why don’t you girls flip a coin or something?”

So Jo and Lana headed into the back room.

“How do you want to work this?” Lana asked when they were in the bedroom.

“I think we should spit ‘em.”

“One in the front and one in the rear?”

“Absolutely.”

“So who spits who how?”

“Let’s blind fold them, have them guess who’s doing the fucking. If they guess wrong we get to do it to them again…until they finally figure out who’s fucking who.”

“I like it.”

“You want to use the short dick for the mouth?”

“I’d like to use the big one, but,” sigh, “we have to be realistic. How much can a virgin take, eh?”

The girls took their time, arranged pillows to help with support, turned off the lights, then they walked out to the kitchen.

“Okay, girls, here’s how it’s going to go down. You will put on this  Lone Ranger binkdfold over your head. Lana and I will fuck you, in a variety of ways, and you’re going to have to guess who is fucking you. Guess wrong and the game will continue next week. Guess right and it’s all over.”

“You’re not going to tell us?” Greg blurted.

“Nope.”

Greg and Chuck looked at each other.

“So who goes first?”

Chuck heaved a sigh. “Me.”

“Okay, me. Here’s the mask. Put it on, and come on back. When you get into the room go to the bed and we’ll arrange you.”

Lana and Jo headed back to the bedroom.

A minute later Chuck knocked on the door.

Without a word, Lana opened the door and stepped back.

Chuck walked carefully across the room. He still had his high heels on, and when he got to the bed Lana and Jo helped him onto the bed. Without a word, they arranged him on all fours.

Lana lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She picked out a glob of lube and began swirling it into his asshole. Chuck gasped, and Jo put her hands on his face and held it up. She touched her penis to his lips and he gulped and forced himself to open wide. She gently inserted her prick and Chuck found himself deep throating her dick.

Lana moved back and forth, then Jo climbed up behind Chuck and touched the tip of her dick to his asshole.

He went rigid for a moment, then forced himself to relax.

Jo began to move forward.

“AHHH!” Chuck’s mouth was open in surprise. Jo’s big ten incher didn’t slow down. She knew that if she stopped he might start resisting. right now he was too surprised to resist.

In by inch she plummeted into him. He felt the big veins rippling along his anal passage, and he was mind blanked by the sudden pleasure.

He had thought it was going to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt like nothing he had ever felt before in his life.

He was being opened up, expanded, and it felt like heaven come to earth.

His hands gave way and he plunged forward, his mouth gulping down Lana’s dick, giving it a full deep throat.

Behind him Jo stayed with him, riding his buns down and jamming her big penis all the way to the plastic balls.

“Oh, God!” He mumbled, his words slurred, his voice stumbling over the length of cock in his throat.

Jo kept driving into him, pulling out and thrusting forward, and he found his hips rising and falling, going back to swallow the big shaft, coming forward to feel the exquisite sensation of being totally and thoroughly fucked.

Under his groin his cock cage was pressing down, his balls were squashed, but not in a hurtful way.

He felt hands on his ass, spreading his cheeks. He felt the dick again and again,

Then he felt a warm sensation wash over him. He felt like he was peeing, but knew it wasn’t pee. He was cumming! She was pushing on his prostate and that was forcing the semen out of him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “I’m cumming!

Ten minutes later Chuck stumbled down the hallway. He was walking bow legged, and that was fine. His asshole felt like it had been blessed by god.

“How was it?” Greg asked, taking the mask off his friend’s face.

“Oh, Heysoos,” he whispered. “You got to do that…”

That surprised Greg, and he had a most puzzled expression on his face as he put the mask on.

Knock…knock…

The door opened and Greg stumbled forward. He crossed the room and got onto the bed. Hands helped him into the all fours position, and then he felt the lubricant being smushed into him.

“Oh, geez,” he whispered.

Hands grabbed his face and he tasted the plastic peter on his lips. He opened wide, and found himself giving head.

Then he felt the big penis in his rear.

The girls had learned. They had switched positions and they had switched penises, and they quickly assumed a rhythm. Lana rode Greg from the rear, driving in in time to Jo’s thrusts from the front.

Greg felt himself spitted. Fucked from the front and fucked from the rear, and he had never felt anything like this in his whole life. The battering ram in the rear shoved his mouth over the penis in the front. He gulped and almost gagged, then the penis in front pulled back and the one in the rear wiggled a bit and pulled back.

Thrust after thrust he was opened up. It felt like he was being fucked from the bottom to the throat, and back again.

It wasn’t long before, like Chuck, he felt that warm feeling and began to drizzle semen out of his caged cock. At that point he lost control. He just laid down and found his butt rising up and dropping down. He felt like he was the golden goose, and being finally opened up to his true potentials.

Chuck and Greg sat on the patio and sipped bourbon and Coke. Their rectums felt like gold and they would wiggle every once in a while just to feel that wonderful sensation of being fucked.

“Did you figure out who was fucking who?”

Greg nodded. “It was easy.”

“If you could ignore the penis up your heinie.”

“If you could,” Greg nodded.

“I figured it out, too. It only took the feel of her thighs behind me, the way her fingers gripped me.”

“The question now is—“

“Hey, girls,” Lana and Jo stepped out of the house. They still had dildos in their pants, but they were both wearing ten inchers now. “Did you figure out who was who?”

Chuck and Greg looked at each other, then back at the girls. “No.”

“Ha!” Jo and Lana high fived. Lana leaned forward and took Chuck’s drink and sipped it. She handed it back and said, “You know what this means, don’t you?”

Chuck and Greg shook their heads.

“It means that you’ll dress up as girls every single weekend.”

Jo grinned, “And we’re going to fuck your asses until you finally figure it out…no matter how long it takes!”

Chuck and Greg looked at each other in dismay. “Oh, no!”

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the ballusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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