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A Note from the Author!

Zowie! Another five stories of feminization, female domination, and all the other fun stuff that goes along with these cool trips.

I originally start printing these collections just to have a solid record of what I was writing, but then I discovered that many people like books over digital. There’s just something sexy about rubbing your fingers all over pulp. He he.

In fact, I had a reader write me and say he had drilled a hole in one of my collections and used it every day.

Good boy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized in a Pillory!

BDSM and feminization in a public setting!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I will not do that.” Harold glared at his wife. Harold was five foot six, the same height as his wife, and a slender fellow. He had dark, brown hair, a little long, and blue eyes. He was a soft man, though one would never know it. When he took a stand, however, that was it.

“But Harold! I already told everybody you would!” Jen was also slender, with the one exception being her rather sizable boobs. Her hair was darker, and longer, and she was a very focused woman.

Harold was sitting at the kitchen table. He was sipping a Coke and bourbon which Jen had made for him.

“So that’s why you’re making me drinks and sweet talking me.”

“But it’s only one day. It’s a charity event. Besides,” she grinned, “You’ve always been a little kinky.”

“Kinky is one thing. Sitting in a pillory is another.”

“You’ll be in a booth. Perfectly safe. One of the girls will be right there all night!”

“Look, I appreciate what you girls are doing. But I am not a giving up control. I’m not about to sit in a jail while the world goes by and laughs at me.

“It’s a pillory! Stocks! Not a jail!”

“Potato patato. It’s still the same thing. I’m a prisoner, and I don’t want to be.”

Jen frowned, then a calm look crossed her face. “Do you remember when I let you use my rear end?”

“That’s different.”

“‘I’ll do anything you want, only please…please…let me do this to you.’” Her voice mocked his.

“Sex in the bedroom is different than being put on public display.”

“Harold, if you don’t agree to do this it’s going to be a cold day in hell before you get to cum again.” She folded her arms under her abundant boobs and gave him ‘the eye.’

But Harold wasn’t about to budge. In a way, he knew she was right. He had begged, she had given in, and he owed her. But to allow himself to be confined, even as part of a big display for an event…it was too much.

“I’ll masturbate,” he grunted.

“I’ll fix it so you can’t.”

He tilted his head slightly and grinned. “And how do you plan to do that?”

“I don’t know…I just will.”

And there, for the moment, the argument was over.

Later that night, Jen was on the phone with Sheila. “He positively refuses, Shiela. And when he gets like this he can’t be budged.”

Shiela, on the other end of the line, was a vivacious blonde with brown eyes. Which meant that she was not really a blonde, but since blondes had more fun, she had decided to be a blonde.

“Okay, so we’re going to have to trick him.”

“Trick him? I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“You will, and he’ll think it’s a good idea, too. Now, this is what I want you do to…” and the whispering over the phone commenced.

That night Harold was feeling good. He was feeling good because Jen, instead of being mad, had continued to ply him with drinks.

He climbed under the covers and gave a sigh and relaxed. And Jen pulled the covers off him.

“Hey!”

“Hey, what?” she giggled, climbing on to him.

He grinned. She fit onto him perfectly, slid down his shaft and wiggled her butt and…it felt awfully good.

Then she leaned forward, her breasts fell onto his chest, and she looked him in the eye.

“Oh, no,” he said. “Fuck or get off, but don’t try to convince me to be your party favor.”

She sucked on a nipple, then looked up at him, “There was a time when you liked being a party favor.”

He was throbbing, but she was just laying there, not moving, leaning on an elbow and looking into his eyes.

“And I still do, but not that kind of party.”

She twerked slightly, causing him to gasp.

“Honey, I’m in charge, and you’re going to do what I say.”

He held himself back from humping his hips up into her.

“So that’s what this is. You think you can tease me into agreeing.”

“Maybe, maybe not. Maybe I just love you.”

She corkscrewed her butt and it felt like she was strangling his cock in the most delightful way.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“But I thought you didn’t want to fuck?” she pressed her lips to his, tasted his mouth, squirmed on him.

“No…no…I want to fuck.” His voice sounded delightfully desperate.

“Then you’ll volunteer to help us out?”

“No!”

She lifted herself and his cock flopped out.

“Oh…” he whined.

She rolled over and her back was to him. “Good night.”

Harold was mind fucked now. He wanted to in the worst way. Nothing made him as horny as being teased and denied.

They lay in the darkness for a minute.

Harold’s dong was pushing up against the blankets. He willed himself to go down, to relax, to sleep.

Just when he was about to slip into dreams the bed bounced and Jen climbed back on top of him. “Honey?”

“Oh, no!” he groaned. “You’re not going to do this to me!”

“Do what? I just wanted to ask you a question.”
Her hand was working and he was once more hard as a rock.

“Oh, God! What question?”

“What would it take for me to convince you?”

“Argh! Nothing! You can’t convince me!”

“Is it that you’re afraid you won’t be a man if people see you helpless?”

“I’m not afraid because I’m not going to do it!”

“Oh, that’s too bad,” she climbed on him, sunk down on his shaft, began kissing him again.

He couldn’t resist. He was totally caught.

Then she rolled off him. “Well, good night.”

“Hunh? Wait! You can’t…”

“If you won’t then I can’t,” she responded.

She turned her back to him and closed her eyes. And smiled.

Harold pulled covers over and moaned in frustration.

They lay like that for a moment, back to back, and just when Harold had gotten relaxed and was about to enter dreamland…

“Harold?” She flipped over and reached around him and grabbed his weenie.

“No!”

And so it went. For an hour, two hours, Jen kept teasing him. Finally, Harold threatened to sleep in the other room.

That was something Jen didn’t want. She didn’t want an argument, she just wanted him to come around to her way of thinking.

The next morning Jen was up early. Funny how all the sex without sex made people horny. And while there was a nervous kind of energy that went along with it, there was also a delicious frustration.

She climbed out of bed, pulled on a sexy panty and bra outfit, one with straps over the tops of her boobs, holes for her nipples, and no crotch for the panties.

She headed for the kitchen and prepared Harold a big breakfast. She cooked eggs, bacon, toast with butter and jelly, and a glass of orange juice.

Harold was awake because, dammit, he had been awake almost all night. And even when Jen stopped playing with him he was erect and had trouble sleeping.

He rolled out of bed and looked down at his dong. It was hard and dripping, and he was going to have to go to work with a big, old bulge in his pants.

He was irritated, but…it felt so damned good.

That was the thing about long tease and deny sessions, you got hornier and hornier, and finally you didn’t even want to fuck. You just wanted to be horny.

“Hey, honey, have a seat.”

Harold sat down at the breakfast table. He was tired, but very awake, and the food smelled delicious.

He forked egg into his mouth, and jerked.

Jen was sitting across from him, and she had a nylon clad foot rubbing up his leg.

“Hey!” he said weakly.

“What? You don’t like sex anymore?”

“No.” Gulp. “I like it fine. I just…”

“You just don’t like me.”

“Oh, come on!”

“Well, you won’t do this one little thing for me.”

He shook his head.

Suddenly she got up, then knelt and moved under the table.

He sighed as she undid his robe and took his cock in her hand.

“Honey,” she whispered from under the table, “You should learn that women are in control.”

Then she showed him. She placed her mouth on him and began moving her head back and forth.

He groaned. He couldn’t help it.

“Go ahead and eat your breakfast. I’ll be eating my own breakfast.”

Slowly, Harold at his eggs and bacon. It was difficult. It was hard to focus on something as easy as eating when he was being excited by her mouth.

He managed to eat his bacon and eggs, and then he suddenly felt like he was going to shoot his load.

“No, no,” Jen whispered. She grabbed his cock at the base and squeezed.

“Oh! God! Please!”

She held on until the danger passed. Then she giggled and sucked on him again.

Harold drank his OJ slowly. He tried not to choke when she gobbled  his head and spanked his balls.

By the time he was done with his breakfast he was almost sobbing.

It was only five days to the Women’s Club Charity event. It was to prove to be the most excruciating five days in Harold’s life.

First, he arrived at the office on Monday morning, and his secretary immediately came in and closed the door. “Harold, I wanted to say how nice it was of you to volunteer to be in the stocks at the event.”

“You must be mistaken. I have—“

“Your wife called me and shared the good news. And she gave me permission to show you something.”

Harold’s eyes narrowed.

His secretaries name was Marcy, and she was a good looking woman with  fantastic breasts. Harold, and every other male in the company, smiled when they saw her, and tried not to stare at her marvelous mammaries.

Now she stood inside his office, wearing a blue dress with a cross over top. She pulled her dress apart and revealed her enormous cleavage.

Harold’s jaw dropped. He gulped. He started to sweat. “You…can’t…” he squeaked.

“Oh, I can,” she assured him. She pulled the lip of her bra down and exposed one plump, big, beautiful breast. The nipple was rigid.

“But…but…”

“And when you are in the pillory I’m going to cop a feel off you. You know what I’m going to be feeling, don’t you?”

“Well, uh, I…uh…”

“This is your big chance, Harold. I’m not only going to grope you while you’re helpless, I’m going to put this tit that you’re looking at right now…I’m going to put it in your mouth. Some time during the event. So…”

The door opened and Marcy stuffed the boob back, brought the front of the dress together, and segued into, “I’ll have that report ready within the hour, sir.”

Kelsey Johnson, one of the big bosses in charge of sales, and the event was considered as part of the sales’ department, smiled at Marcy as the other woman left the Harold’s office.

“Hi, Kelsey,” managed Harold.

“Hi, Harold. We’ve got a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“About the event the Women’s Club is putting on. We’re heavily involved in that, and I just overheard some of the secretaries. I was in the copy room and they were whispering by the drinking fountain. Apparently they plan to do something to whoever is in the pillory at the event.”

Harold’s mouth opened slightly.

“I’m not going to be there, as you know, but I need you to take it upon yourself to make sure that nothing untoward happens at the event.”

“Oh, uh…”

“Last year George Hansen was the man in the stocks. And he was…how shall I say it…inappropriately touched.”

“Well, I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen.”

Kelsey showed her teeth pleasantly. “I knew I could count on you.” She turned and left Harold’s office.

Harold blinked a few times, shook his head, then picked up the phone. “George, could you drop by and see me this morning?”

“No prob, boss. I’ll come in right after the morning meeting.”

Harold sat at his desk and considered.

Marcy was going to flash him. And…worse.

People had molested previous persons in the pillory.

He was being charged with making sure this happened…and yet his wife was trying to convince him to be in the stocks.

Fir the first time he actually thought about spending some time with his head and hands trapped in the stocks. Not able to defend himself. Unable to resist the actions of…of…whoever.

Oddly, his penis stiffened up and his face was red.

He could squash the secretaries and their designs, but then…he wouldn’t get to see Marcy’s boobs. Or feel whatever she was planning to do to him.

He gulped and half choked.

Or…what were the secretaries planning on doing?

A half hour later George Hansen sauntered into Harold’s office. “Hey boss, how’s it hangin’?”

“Hey, George. Have a seat.”

George sat, nonchalantly nibbled a nail, and waited.

“George, it’s come to my attention that you were…uh…shall we say ‘put upon?’ by certain parties at last year’s event.

George sat up and looked around.

“What do you mean?”

“Look, George, I’m not going to beat around the bush. Did something happen at last year’s Women’s Club event?”

“No. No.” But his face was red.

“Okay, let me put it this way. Did anybody hurt you?”

George looked back to make sure nobody was at the door. Then he leaned forward. “It was awesome. I’ve never had anything like that happen to me. But the odd thing?”

“Yes?”

“It was a one time thing. After the way they touched me, after the things they did to me, I thought it would somehow continue. But it didn’t. Nobody has ever spoken of what happened at the event, and…” he stopped talking. He was totally embarrassed.

Harold nodded. He had intended to get the goods, but now he was fascinated. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Oh, God!”

That was all he said, but there was a wealth of meaning in his two words, and all good.

“Why? Are they asking you?”

Harold ignored the question. “Would you do it again?”

“In a half a second. I even nosed around and tried to find out if I could, but those women…they don’t talk.”

Harold leaned back and his mind was in riot. He could just see himself in the stocks. A Zorro mask over his face, the light gloomy, nobody would recognize him.

He shook his head, pushed the thought out of his mind. He wasn’t going to let himself be taken advantage of, no matter how kinky it was.

He talked with George for a while, changed the subject, and George headed back to his desk.

Harold sat there, a boner under his desk, his heart pounding.

What a fantasy.

But there was no way he could—

Ring ring!

He picked up the phone.

“Come home for lunch, honey. I want to talk to you.”

But she emphasized the word ‘talk’ until it was a true four letter word.

George smiled, and got to work.

Lunchtime, and he headed out the door. “Be back at one,” he mentioned to Marcy.

Marcy smiled and nodded. And in her eyes was the knowledge that she had just shown him a most spectacular boob.

Harold arrived home, walked in the door and stopped.

Jen was standing in the kitchen, a wry twist on her lips. Three women were standing in the dining room. Naked.

Harold’s mouth was open, he didn’t know what to do. The women wore paper bags over their heads, but he knew they were grinning under the paper.

Three women. Six large boobs. Three vaginas, lightly haired, glistening in the light.

“Hi, Harold. Your lunch is right through here.”

Jen took his arm and led him between the women, who stepped aside.

He couldn’t take his eyes off the jiggle of their breasts. He could decide which of the sets of boobs were more beautiful.

Marcy seated him at the head of the table. the three women took seats on the sides and at the end of the table. They said nothing, and their backs were straight and their tits pert and pointed.

“First course, good, old bourbon and Coke. Here you go, Harold.”

Harold took the glass and took two quick gulps. He was having trouble breathing.

“Who…who…”

“These are members of the Women’s Club. They’ll be helping with the event on Saturday.”

“But…”

“They wanted to see you, in the flesh, as it were, before next Saturday. Lady Number One, did you have any questions for Harold?”

The first lady, who was sitting on Harold’s right, spoke. Her voice was muffled under the bag and Harold knew he would never recognize that voice. “Do you have a large penis?”

“I…uh…”

Jen cut in smoothly. “His penis is quite large. Very healthy. Spews an enormous amount of seed.”

The first lady nodded her head.

“Lady Number Two, do you have any questions?”

“Yes.” Her voice was muffled, too. “Tell me Harold, is any part of your body off limits? I mean, we’re going to want to touch every thing.”

Once again Jen spoke up. “Harold is quite the free thinker. We’ve done just about everything, and he seems to enjoy everything.”

“What about his asshole?”

“We have not explored that fully, but we have played with it a bit. He seems to enjoy ass play quite a bit.”

Harold wished he could speak up, but his throat, in spite of his small gulps of bourbon and Coke, was quite dry.

“Lady Number Three, is there anything you would like to ask.”

“I’d just like to thank you, Harold. It is often difficult to get men to volunteer for the pillory, and that you would be so brave…I think you’re wonderful.”

Harold’s chest swelled. His penis was already quite swelled.

“Very good, ladies. I thank you, and Harold thanks you.”

The three women stood up, their breasts jiggling, their asses round and delectable. They filed out of the room. The last woman stopped and hugged Harold. He felt here large breasts press against him.

Then they were gone. Into the garage where, he assumed they would get dressed and disappear down the driveway.

Or maybe not.

His imagination now fevered, he could see them waiting till he left, then coming back into the house and having a lesbian orgy.

Jen placed a hamburger on the table in front of Harold.

Harold looked at the burger. It was juicy and delicious and just the way he liked it. He whispered, “You’ve got to be shitting me.”

“Still don’t want to volunteer?” Jen asked.

He opened his mouth, and was caught. “I…but…”

“By the way. I’ll be working at the front desk. I’ll check on you, but those three ladies are going to be the ones in charge of your section.”

Harold finished his bourbon, placed his glass on the table and leaned forward. “You’re doing this.”

“Of course I am. With the help of a few ladies. And, I should add, that many of the women in the women’s club are, how shall I say it…sexually starved.”

“You’re going to let me fuck somebody else?”

Jen frowned. “Let somebody else…no! Harold, our marriage vows are sacred, but…this isn’t about fucking. This is about you helping orphans and widows…and if certain people wish to touch you…well, that’s up to you.”

Up to him. Right. He could say yes and he would get…touched.

Or he could say no and…where was the fun in that?

Still there was a bit of back off in him. Part of him did not want to put himself at the mercy of strangers. It was a profound bit of outright fear in his personality. But it was matched against the fantasy which was part of every man.

“Well, Harold? Can we count on you?”

Harold shook his head, not in a negative way, but a confused way, and muttered, “I’ve got to think about this.”

Which statement made Jen chuckle. “Yes, Harold, you go ahead and think about it.

Then she reached into his lap and placed her hand around his throbbing member. “Looks like somebody else has been doing some thinking, too.”

Harold whimpered. He was an alpha! He was a straight up guy who couldn’t be pushed around. But now…now…

“Drink your lunch, Harold. And eat some of that burger, too.”

But Harold was having a hard time focusing. He was not only conflicted, he was confused. And it didn’t help that he was horny.

Harold went back to work where Marcy winked at him and touched her breast and gave a mock shiver when nobody was watching them. At one point she brought in some papers for him to sign, and she reached over his shoulder, plopping her big breasts right on his shoulder, as she placed the papers on his desk.

At an afternoon meeting J. Hargrave Whitfield congratulated Harold for taking a hand in making this years Women’s Club event the best ever.

The look In J. Hargraves eyes…did he know what was going on?”

And, the deeper question, had he ever been in the stocks?”

Marcy walked him back to his office from the meeting. She was holding contracts in front him of him, which made her breasts brush his arm as they walked and she pointed at things on the contract that made no sense.

And, late in the afternoon, Sharon from purchasing stopped by to talk to him. She explained something about a problem that really wasn’t a problem, then, when she left, she held one tit and gave a shiver, then stood up and walked out giggling.

When Harold got home he was flustered, to say the least. His boner had been up all day and he had had to walk a little pooched over. He walked into the the foyer and Jen was waiting.

“Well, honey,” she said, putting a pillow on the hard tile of the foyer and placing her knees on it, “How was work.”

Harold stood, dumb struck, his mind a kaleidoscope of sexy images.

Women had touched him all day, had winked at him, had thanked him.

He had seen more pulchritude today than a senior sees on spring break, and he was horny!

Jen watched him as she worked her lips up and down his shaft.

Can a woman grin while she is giving a blow job?

Yup.

Yet she didn’t let him squirt. This was ‘make him horny’ week, not ‘let him squirt’ week.

His knees were shaking and he had to hold to the doorframe, and Jen let him got and stood up. “I’ve got a drink ready for you in the kitchen. And I’ve prepared a big, old piece of rib eye for you.”

Harold drank and ate, and Jen waited on him hand and foot. For the first time in his life he truly felt like a king.

But it was a king so sexually excited he couldn’t stand it. When dinner was over he finally gulped and said. “Okay.”

“Oh, goodie!”

Jen kissed him thoroughly, then went to the phone to relay the good news.

Harold wondered what he had done.

One thing he knew, however, was that women ruled the earth. What they had just done to him, brought him to his knees in just a couple of days, and they had done it easily and with humor.

He was firmly convinced that nobody on earth could resist that kind of warfare.

And, if he had thought maybe he could get some relief, maybe even cum, he was wrong. If anything, the women he came in contact with accelerated the attack.

Every day he saw his secretary’s boobs, and she pretended to spill a bit of coffee in his lap and vigorously cleaned his lap with napkins.

Every night Jen fed him, served him, and treated him like the king of the castle.

By Wednesday he felt like a gibbering idiot, he was so horny and distracted.

By Friday he was walking around with his mouth open and drooling.

Women in the company talked to him, and laughed at his vacuous behavior.

Even the boss, calling down for an important contract, chuckled when he seemed bewildered. He patted Harold on the back and said, “It only gets better. If you can handle it.”

Kelsey patted his ass, then pushed him into a closet and made out with him ferociously.

He came home Friday night, dull and dazed and wondering what was happening.

Jen, of course, loved it. She gave him a couple of drinks, fed him, then took him to bed at eight in the evening. Three hours early.

But he didn’t sleep for three hours.

For three hours he lay there and felt her work his body over. At one point he was almost sobbing, he was so horny.

“There, there, honey. Tomorrow you get your fun.”

He looked at her, gulping, nervous, trying to figure everything out.

“Now, let’s see. Did you want a hand job?”

His eyelids started fluttering. Handjob?

“Surely you don’t want to besmirch my red lips with your dirty seed.”

He gave a sob at the thought. Yes. He want to do some besmirching.

“The vagina is off limits, you know. I may never let you fuck me again.”

“But…but…”

“This is all a prelude to enslaving you, honey,” she laughed. “We’re just getting you ready for the rest of your life.”

“But…”

“I know! You want to screw my fanny! Do the choo choo up the poo poo!”

Harold stared at her. His eyes were a bit red and he was having trouble swallowing. And breathing. All he could hear was the pounding of his over burdened heart.

“Harold! You dog! I never knew you were a back door man!”

“But…”

“But all you have to do it ask. Harold, would you like to take it up the back door?”

And Harold, not knowing what he was saying, nodded, and held on to his wife.

Jen just held on to him, let him whimper, and soothed him.

“There, there, honey. It’s almost tomorrow.”


PART TWO

Saturday morning arrived and Harold woke up wired. Nervous energy was pumping his heart and he was having trouble thinking.

What a week! Over sexed and under fucked.

He struggled out of bed and Jen helped him get dressed. She handed him a pair of panties.

He sensed something, as he felt the smooth material slide up his legs. “What the heck is this?”

“Sexy panties for a sexy man.”

“I’m not wearing those.

Jen grabbed his dong quickly and stroked his shaft. “Now, honey. You’re about to get played with all day by horny women. Wouldn’t you like to dress your best for them?”

“Yeah, but—“

“All women like it when men wear panties. Now just relax and follow my instructions. You’ll be very, very glad.

He had misgivings, but the panties were already on, and the way Jen pushed his cock into the pouchless things felt so-o-o good.

“That’s a boy,” she gripped his packaged and shook it. “You’re going to have so much fun.

Other than that surprise, Harold wore regular clothes. Shorts, a tee shirt, socks and shoes, and he was ready to go.

It was still early, dark out, and they ate breakfast in the kitchen.

“Are you sure you’re all right with this?” asked Harold.

“Oh, absolutely.”

“I mean, I know I’m not supposed to fuck anybody, but…what if I have an accident. I’m awfully built up right now. It might not take much to get me to shoot.”

“Oh, honey, accidents happen, so don’t worry your pretty, little head about it.”

Harold nodded and finished off his waffles.

“How do those panties feel?”

“Sort of kinky,” he avoided telling her how much of a turn on they were, and they might be the reason he might have an accident. As he walked out of the house he groaned from the sensations happening down below.

The charity event was being held at an old, convention center on the edge of town. Jen pulled into the parking lot, drove around to the rear of the building, and parked the car.

“Lot of people here,” mumbled Harold.

“Yes, this is going to be the biggest event we’ve ever put on.”

Seeing all the people running around with hammers and saws, pushing furniture, carrying clipboards without looking up, Harold agreed.

“You know, we actually have a section of the event that’s for women only?”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

“Isn’t that sort of sexist?”

“Well, maybe, but since it’s being put on by the Women’s Club…” she lifted her shoulders slightly.

Jen walked Harold into the back entrance and led him down a long hallway. As they reached the end of the hallway a good looking woman with a clipboard greeted them.

“Hi, Jen. And this must be the brave and courageous Harold.”

“Guilty,” Harold raised a hand and his lips curved in a very slight smile.

“All right. You don’t mind being a woman…I mean, being in the women only section of the event, do you?”

Harold blinked a little. Women only. This sounded like they were adding things to the event. But…what could it hurt?

“I guess not.”

“Excellent. Take him over to room 21. The girls are waiting there.

Jen thanked the woman and they sauntered off towards room 21.

“Was that one of them?” asked Harold.

“One of who?”

“One of the ones who was…you know…wore no clothes last week?”

Jen chuckled. “Oh, Harold, I’m not going to tell you that.”

“Why not?”

“Because it is so much more delicious for you to wonder whether you’ve seen a woman naked…for every woman you see.”

“Yeah, I guess.” But he was a little disappointed. He really wanted to know.

They entered room 221 and two women were waiting for them. Harold was sure that these two women had been naked in his house. He kept a bland expression though.

“You must be Harold!” They air kissed and half hugged him, and from the feel of their breasts he was even more sure.

“Jen, can we put you on coffee patrol?”

“My middle name is Stepnfetchit,” and Jen headed out the door. “Be good Harold, unless you don’t want to.”

The girls laughed and led Harold over to the pillory he was to be locked into.

It was a work of art. It stood four feet tall, two planks with holes for his neck and wrists. The wood was highly polished and the hardware was modern and shiny and imposing. The padlock, hanging unclosed from a thick loop was a round Masterlock.

Behind the pillory was a box, and inside the box was a padded bench.

“Wow! This is the Cadillac of stocks.”

“We spared no expense. Feel how soft the padding on the bench is. If you’re going to have to spend a day in here we want you to be comfortable.”

“Well, great.”

The whole thing was mounted on wheels.

“It’s mobile?”

“Of course. We’ll fix you up here, then wheel you down the hall to a small room.”

“And then people file by and laugh at the goof in the stocks.”

The girls smiled. “That won’t be so bad.”

“Sez you. But you’re not the one who’s going to be locked up.”

“Come now, Harold. Has the last week been that bad?”

“Well, uh…” he stared at the woman, imagined her naked, and was sure she was one of the ones who had come to his house.

“Okay, let’s get busy. Harold, it might be more comfortable if you take off your clothes. It’s going to get hot in that box.”

Harold turned a little red. He was wearing his wife’s panties. “Well, uh…”

“What’s the problem.”

Harold spoke in a very subdued voice. “Well, uh, my wife had me wear a pair of her panties today.”

“Oh, goodie! Show us!”

So Harold took his tee shirt off. He was a slender man, not much muscles, but the girls praised his physique. “You’ve got a perfect body,” cooed one of them, kissing his cheek, and then she patted his crotch. “Perfect in every way.”

Harold couldn’t help the grin bursting out.

He took off his shoes and socks.

“Off with the shorts. Show us those panties.”

“I’m uh, a little excited right now.”

“Oh, come now, Harold. We’ve seen a penis before. At least I’ve seen one. How about you, Josie, have you seen a penis?”

“I saw one once when I was at a circus. But it was on an animal. Does that count?”

They were all grinning now, and Jen entered the room with a container holding four coffees.

“Hey, Jen, Harold was just telling us about his penis. Does he really have one?”

“Oh, yes. It’s his favorite toy. He plays with it all the time.”

Harold was red-faced for real now, but they were all laughing. Then Jen handed him a coffee. “I added a little extra to this one.” She winked at Harold.

Harold sipped, and his eyes lit up. “Irish coffee.”

“Oh, you lucky dog. Drink up, so we can mount you.”

“Mount me?” he tilted his head slightly. What an odd choice of words.

The girls all laughed. “We’re going to mount your husband, Jen. What do you think of that?”

“I mount him all the time, so why not?”

Harold sipped the coffee, and the girls all complimented him, and Jen even showed him a bottle of bourbon—Bulleitt ten year old Kentucky bourbon—that she had in her purse.

“Keep ‘em coming, babe,” he said.

And, finally, he crawled into the box on the back of the stocks and laid on the bench.

It was comfortable, except for a rough spot, some edges that must have missed the sandpaper, situation right under his dick.

He placed his hands and neck between the planks, and the women lowered the top plank carefully. He heard the sound of the big lock closing, and he was caught. The wood didn’t chaff his flesh, and he couldn’t raise his head or arms.

“All right, girls, time for the main course.”

Harold thought about their choice of words. ‘Main course.’ Hunh!

“Okay,” One of the girls was at the back of the box and he could feel her reaching around his legs, then she half crawled over him, and he could really feel her breasts touching the backs of his legs.

“Hey?”

The girl’s voice was a bit smothered as she called out from the box. “You okay, Harold?”

“Yeah, but…what are you doing?”

The girl ignored him and said, “Okay, girls, let’s see what’s under the hood.”

Once again Harold was puzzled by their choice of words. But his puzzlement ended when the two girls and his wife lifted the box he had crawled into off his body.

This didn’t alarm Harold, as they could just put it back on. But why didn’t they take it off before he got on?

“Okay, Harold, “I’m going to work on your body now, so just rest easy. Jen, give him some more of that Irish Coffee.”

Harold heard a ‘shhh’ sound, and the woman sprayed something on his body. His whole body!

“What’s that?”

“Drink your coffee, Harold,” Jen said.

“But what are they doing?”

“Take a sip and I’ll tell you.”

He sipped. A rather large sip, he was starting to feel pretty weird now.

“We have to remove your hair if you’re going to be an exhibit in the ladies’ section of the event. Shiela is putting Nair on your body. It foams up and then she wipes it off. She’ll even put a little lotion on your skin to make you feel good.”

“Oh, but—hey!”

The girl at the back, Shiela, pulled his underpants, his panties, and they ripped.

“What are you doing?”

“You can’t be all hairy now, can you?”

“Yeah, but I didn’t know—“

Jen pushed his cup to his lips and he was forced to take a glug.

“Now, be reasonable, Harold,” she cautioned. “The Woman’s Club spent a lot of money, and this is going to be the best charity event ever. Furthermore, you’re going to be the main attraction in the ‘Women Only’ part of the event. You don’t think we women want to see a bunch of hair and stuff, right?”

“But not my crotch! Not my dick and balls!”

“Are you going to depilate his groin area, Shiela?”

“Yep.”

“Oh, well, shame on you.” The girls all laughed.

Shiela started wiping his legs off, and the other girl, Josie, brought a stool and sat down in front of him.

“You’re going to like this, Harold.” She set up a tray and took out a pair of sponges and began washing his face.

“What the heck?” He spluttered and tried to avoid her hands, but he was locked in place.

“We’re just putting a little make up on you.”

“Make up? Like girl make up?”

“Is there any other kind?” again, chuckles all around.

“But why?”

“You’re going into a women’s only section. You have to look like a woman. It will make all the other women feel better.”

Inside, Harold was more than feeling alarm. He was panicking. He kept jerking his body, but there was nothing he could do.

Suddenly Shiela pulled the bench out from under him. “Got to depilate your belly.”

Harold managed to place his feet on the ground, then he felt the cool spray being spritzed all over his front. Including his groin!

He wiggled, was able to avoid a little bit, and received a sharp slap on the ass for his troubles.

“Hey!”

“Be good, Harold. I’ve got a ping pong paddle, and I’m not afraid to use it.”

When Harold kept trying to wiggle she slapped him.

WISSS…SMACK!

“OW!”

“I told you.”

“Jen?” he looked up at his wife, but she just pursed her lips and had little smile crinkles at the corners of her eyes.

“Be a good boy, Harold.”

Shiela wiped his body off, and spent a long time wiping his crotch area. Her hands, with the rough wash cloth, brought him to the edge.

“He’s about to shoot,” yelled Jen.

The hands working on his crotch area backed off, then something cold was slapped against his dick and balls.

“Hey!”

“Sorry, Harold, but no accidents, please.”

Harold shivered from the bag of ice pressed against him, but his hard on waned.

“That’s a good boy, Harold.”

A few ‘almost accidents’ and he was hairless in the groin, and on his whole body.

Up front Josie had put primer on his face.

Jen kept shoving a cup of Irish Coffee into his face, and he could barely speak.

Finally, he managed, in between gulps, “Jen, what is this?”

“It’s an event, honey, aren’t you just lovin’ it?”

“But I didn’t sign up for all of this. OH!”

“Sorry, just checking your asshole,” came from Shiela.

Shiela slid the bench back into place and Harold was able to lie down again. But now that rough spot with the edges that had been under his dick was no longer. Now his package hung down through a hole in the bench. Well, his balls hung. His penis was stiff as a board.

She stroked it a few times, then moved away.

Up front Josie was putting on foundation and blush.

In spite of himself, Harold liked the soft, sensual feelings. But he was now feeling downright scared.

“I’m going to do your nails now. Rest your feet…that’s right.”

Harold’s calves were propped up on something and he felt Shiela trimming his toenails.

More Irish Coffee, and now Harold was feeling a bit loopy.

“I’m getting drunk,” he muttered.

Jen smiled and tousled his hair.

“Easy now, I’m going to work on his eyes.”

Harold stared at Josie as she brushed color onto his lids and put mascara on him.

“I’m going to start working on his fingernails,” Jen remarked, and she moved away. The coffee cup was placed on the floor, and the girls would keep giving him drinks as they worked on him.

Shiela was done prepping, and she began painting his toenails. Nice, even strokes from cuticle to tip, and his toes began to look quite lovely.

Jen sat back down on her stool and opened up a nail kit. She quickly prepped his fingers, then she selected long stilettos and fitted them to his fingers.

“Why are you doing this to me?” He would have sobbed, but he was too drunk now.

“Why, honey! We’re not doing this to you, we’re doing this for you.

She was pressing nails on his fingertips.

“By the way, I’m using extra strong glue, so they should stay on for a while.”

“But…but it’s only for the weekend!”

“Maybe,” she whispered.

Harold lay there, prisoner, and he could see, out of the corner of his eyes, his fingernails growing long and bright red.

Then Josie put eyelashes on him and it was like there was a curtain at the top of his world.

“Okay, tootsies done,” chirped Shiela. “Want me to do his hair?”

“Absolutely.”

Shiela came around to the front. She pulled a cart up and selected long strands and began weaving them into his own hair. It was a good match, and shortly his face was framed in long, dark locks.

Josie finished with his eyes and began painting his lips. “I’m using stain, Harold. It will last longer, and it won’t smear when you…uh…you know.”

“No! I don’t know! What?”

But nobody said anything.

Finally, they were done.

Jen took a picture of his face with her cell and showed it to him.

He looked female. In fact, he didn’t look male. At all.

“You were right, Jen,” murmured Shiela. “His facial structure, his lips…they’re all perfect. He could have been born a woman.”

“He is a soft man. Josie. Did you use plumper on his lips?”

“Of course. Aren’t they adorable?”

“More than adorable. Harold, we should have done this a long time ago. I think you missed your calling.

“My calling?” He was drunk, but they were giving him less bourbon now. Just trying to keep him going, not getting him him so drunk he puked.

“Yes, you should have been a woman.”

“What if I don’t want to be a woman?”

The girls all laughed. Josie moved closer to him, “Oh, Harold, didn’t you know? Every man wants to be a woman.”

Harold gawped at her, and looked quite innocent with his face all made up.

“Okay, girls. Let’s move him to the exhibit.

With that the three women pushed his pillory through the door and down the hall. It was not lost on Harold that they left the back cover off.

“Hey! Didn’t you forget the box thing?”

“We don’t need that.”

They pushed him down the hall. The wheels turned smoothly, and they wheeled him through a double door and into a large room.

It wasn’t the main room, which was the size of half a football field. It was about half that size, and it was packed with women.

The women were all beautiful, and the dress code was obviously ‘clothes not necessary.’ Many of the women were completely naked, and a surprising number of them had no top. He certainly was in the ‘Women’s Only’ section.

As Harold was rolled through the massed pack of women the cheers rose up. Hands touched him, felt his ass, and his cock, and one women even poked a finger into his heinie. Not deep, but enough to make him squeak.

His squeak caused much hilarity among the women.

“Look at that ass!”

“She’s a beaut!”

“I’m bidding on that one!”

He was rolled up to the front of the room and up a short ramp to a platform. On the platform two other men, made up as women and in the same type of pillory as Harold, were already there.

Harold was pushed up between the two stocks, and he looked out at the gathering crowd.

Women. Beautiful women. Well stacked women. And they all had eager, hungry eyes.

And they all had check books.

“All right, ladies,” Jen stepped up next to Harold and raised her hands. “Feel free to examine the latest stock. It’s okay to touch and feel, but no cummie!” She wagged a finger and all the women roared with laughter.

The women moved forward, and for a moment Harold was in a small riot of groping hands. They touched every square inch of him. They petted his back, cupped his ass, stroked his weenie, and moved around him and the other two women.

Discussions broke out.

‘His dick is bigger.’

‘That’s a very tight ass.’

One woman bent down and reached under the pillory. She teased his nipples, then touched his lips with hers.

In spite of the panic in his soul, Harold felt an excitement course through him.

He wondered where his wife was, and knew it didn’t matter.

She had arranged this!

Another woman kissed him.

Somebody put a thumb in his fanny and he jerked, which caused much merriment.

After fifteen minutes the crowd lessened. Women moved back, had small discussion groups, and the three men even had time to discuss.

“George? Is that you?”

“Hey, boss, you made it this year!”

“I had to threaten, those women can be real tyrants, but…yes?”

“Hey, third guy, who are you?”

Harold was in shock. George had been so adamant, but now he was here! And it sounded like the big boss of the company was on the other side of him. J. Hargraves himself!

“Harold.”

“Harold! Dog! EE!” Somebody grabbed George’s testicles and gave them a light twist.

“Having a good time, Harold?”

“I’m…I’m in shock!”

“Could we have a sip of the good stuff?” asked the boss.

A woman quickly walked down the row of stocks and held a cup with a straw in it. George sucked, and found it to be his favorite, bourbon and Coke.”

“So, you think you’ll win, George?”

“I’ve promised to suck them all off, I don’t know what else I can promise.”

“We’re tied on that one. But me being the big boss has to count for something.”

“Win what?” asked George.

The other two men laughed. “You really don’t know?”

“A babe in the woods.”

“This is a charity raffle. We’ll all get raffled off. The winner gets…something. We never know what. But…”

As the two men discussed their situation Harold thought back to the previous year.

The boss had taken a vacation. George had been out sick, claiming covid. So they had spent a couple of weeks recovering form the…the raffle.

And they probably had to let the lip stain fade, and…he started adding up his vacation days.

The day passed rather uneventfully. At least, compared to what was to come.

At five o’clock the doors were locked, no more women were allowed into the big hall. And the big room suddenly seemed rather small. There had to be hundreds of women crowded together. Half of them were fully naked now, and Harold stared so hard he was afraid his eyeballs were going to fall out and roll on the floor. The other half were naked from the waist up.

“Okay, girls, it’s time for the bids.”

There was no auction style bidding, however. Sealed envelopes were handed up to the stage and Jen started opening them.

The bids were high Usually over five hundred dollars, and every once in a while in the thousands.

To the side was a board, and the bids were kept track of. Harold couldn’t see anything, but a woman shouted out as the bids were posted.

“Number one, $550. Fourteen thousand.

“Number two,” which was Harold, “$750. Eighteen thousand.

“Number three, $450. Thirteen thousand.”

On and on it went, envelope after envelope was opened, and Harold was surprised to find that he was in the lead. He listened, caught snippets of speech, and discovered that it was because he was the most feminine of the three on the stage.

Halfway through the bidding he was drawing away. He was over fifty thousand, George was at forty thousand, and the boss was just below George at thirty-eight thousand.

Finally, a complete blow out, Harold topped a hundred thousand, and George wasn’t even at seventy-five thousand.

“And the winner is Number Two! Stand by and I’ll call out the numbers of the winning bids.”

Harold, in an oddity, was delighted that he had won. But he didn’t really know what he had won.

“For number one the winning bids are 63, 178 and 24. Ladies, come take your prize!

“For number three, the winning bids are 79, 131 and 14. Ladies, come take your prize!

“For number two, the winning bids are 123, 418 and 34. Ladies, come take your prize.

George was rolled off the platform and across the room. As he was trundled through the crowd women laughed and touched him and took a last fondle of his manhood.

Harold was close to coming now, but he held on.

Down the hall and into the room he had started from that morning. Over eight hours of being teased. He was half drunk, dazed, and hornier than a tuba player in a whorehouse.

“All right. Let’s see what we’ve got.’

The women gathered behind him and Harold was startled to find out that the bench he was laying on had split legs! His legs were pulled apart, and he was totally exposed back there.

One of the women pulled up a custom made, rolling chair to his face and sat in it. She hooked her legs over the planks of the pillory and pulled herself forward.

Harold stared at the very fine, pink pussy as it moved the final few inches towards him.

“Do a good job, honey. I want this to last.”

Her vagina met his mouth. Her large labia surrounded his lips, and he found himself kissing her clitoris, tonguing her hole. The smell was sweet, but overpowering.

Behind him, he felt his cock being stroked, and he was quickly ready to squirt, but the hands suddenly gripped him and stopped him.

“UNH!” grunted Harold, trying to cum.

The ladies just laughed.

The third woman began playing with his rectum. She rimmed it, poked a finger into it, and Harold kept jerking and squeaking, which made the woman he was eating moan with pleasure.

“Do that to him again!” she yelped.

And the women traded places. Mouth to groin, groin to butt, on and on.

A dildo was introduced. To his mouth, to his anus. And he rapidly became okay with that.

Dimly, he remembered Jen asking him if he wanted it up the rear. He hadn’t understood then, but now he knew exactly what she had meant.

He wondered if any of the three original women were in the room.

But he knew he would never find out.

Harold lost track of time. In fact, the only way he had of time passing was by the cums he was causing.

“Oh, yeah…yes…yes!”

“Gah…ah…ah…”

“Fu-u-u-u…OH!”

George became a sweaty object. He jerked and twitched and writhed, and he began to realize that he wasn’t really in his body any more. He was nothing but a filthy, happy, sex organ.

And the women went on and on and on.

George lay in the stocks and gazed at nothing. He hadn’t cum. He had been used and abused. And he was happy.

In a sense, he was a different person.

He was exhausted and yet wired. His asshole was gaping and his penis was eternally stiff.

The women left, kissed his pussy smelling lips, congratulated him for being the big winner, told him how many orphans and widows he had saved, and…they left.

They room was silent. Tick, tick, tick, went the clock.

Harold didn’t even wonder what had happened. He was in a subland that was so peaceful, so wonderful.

The door opened and Jen walked into the room.

“How you doing, Harold?”

“Hello,” he managed, finding speech a great oddity in his world.

“Well, one thing left to do…”

“Yes?”

“Drain you.”

“Drain me?”

“Yep.”

Jen moved behind him and inserted something into his bunghole. This is going to press against your prostate, and you’re going to leak out all your semen.”

“I sort of wanted to cum.”

“Oh, you’ll cum, but not with the big bang you’ve been hoping for.”

“But you said it was all right if I did this!”

“Of course it’s all right. But it also changes our relationship. You’ve been with other women, Harold. You’re not pure.”

He felt himself peeing. At least it felt like pee. He believed Jen when she said that he was cumming.

“But, honey…”

“So from now on I’ll be draining you like this, maybe once a month, if you’re good boy.”

“But what about—“

“As for me, I’ll be buying a strap on for you to use on me.”

“But, honey, you talked me into this? You can’t do this to me!”

He was feeling very loosy goosy now. He had peed out a lot of semen.

“Oh, Harold, you really don’t understand, do you?”

“Understand what?”

“We’ve outgrown the need for men. Men have become so namby pamby. Look at you, all proud and feminized. No, I think I need the never limp dildo. I need somebody to clean the house and cook for me. I need a woman. Not a weak, sissy man.”

“But…but—“

“By the way, you’ll be dressing like this from now on. And I’ve ordered you some implants, and some hormones.”

Harold groaned as the last of his seed left his balls. On the floor under his penis was a puddle of semen.

Finally, Jen reached into a bag and took out a metal cage and a ring.

“I think you’ll find this comfortable. After a week or two.”

She giggled as she locked the chastity tube on him.

END
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PART ONE

“Yahoo!” Jack yelled as he entered the foyer.

The foyer was as big as a bedroom. A large bedroom. An ornate chandelier hung from the high ceiling, and beyond the polished wood floor was a larger room. A much larger room.

Jack walked into the next room and stared with big eyes. “My God! This is a fucking mansion?”

“You didn’t know that from the outside?” asked Becky, his wife.

They were a pair. Both slender, both liking long hair. Of course Becky had beautiful, round eyes and large breasts and an ass that wouldn’t quit.

Jack was slender, just not muscular, and he had just inherited 80 million dollars. And a house out on Long Island. With a beach.

“This is awful big for just the two of us,” murmured Becky.

“We never have to work again,” whispered Jack.

“And this all belonged to your grandmother?”

“My grandmother, who I never met, but the family stories about her were ridiculous.” He shook his hand sideways in front of his chest in emphasis.

They stood in the big room and studied the two story ceiling, the curving staircase, the expensive rugs and ancient furniture. Light came in from the side windows, and the front windows opened up on the ten acres of prime Long Island paradise.

“What kind of stories?”

“She came over from England, was caught up in a mutiny on the ship and was set adrift with ten other passengers in a lifeboat. The other nine died.”

“No!”

“She finally drifted into shore, starved, emaciated, lived on rainwater for thirst and figured out a way to catch fish using her shirt as a net. Ate the fish raw.”

Becky stared at her husband.

“She walked into town, into a women’s clothing store and asked for a job. She’s 12 years old, shipwrecked and looked like it, but the owner took her in, and that was just the start of the story.”

They wandered through the house to the back room. The room was, as usual, big, and it was surrounded by glass that was old and rippled. There was a couch, looked very worn, and several rocking chairs. Outside was a long lawn with five trees, every elegant, and then the water. There was a boat on dry dock, but it had a hole in it. Looked like it had been shore bound for decades.

“What happened then?”

“After she recovered, she moved into the city. Got caught up in riots, fell in love with a strike breaker, and shot the man who killed him.”

“What?”

“She made it out of town, just ahead of the sheriff, and headed west.”

“Wait a minute, you’re making this up! You’re talking about your grandmother here!”

Jack chuckled. “You know how she made her millions?”

Becky waited.

“Magical panties.”

“Magical panties?”

“That was the name of her company, and they had a complete line of sexy underwear. It was huge back in the thirties. You don’t hear much about it now, it went out of business in the fifties, but she was cutting edge and caught the crest of bras.”

“Wait a minute, I need to know more!”

“Later. We need to start christening rooms.” He smiled a most lascivious smile.

“Oh, ho! Only if you catch me.” Becky turned and darted out of the back sunroom.

Jack was in hot pursuit, but Becky had a head start, and she was fast on her feet.

She darted through the front room and headed up the staircase. Jack almost caught her at the second floor landing, but she slipped out of his grip and sprinted down the second floor hallway.

Jack was gulping now, and he reached out to just miss her blouse, then she turned into a room and stopped.

Jack ran into her. Her eyes were shining as she inspected the bedroom.

The room was…big. It had a poster bed with a canopy. There was a dresser and pictures on the wall and a pair of corner windows that showed the woods to the left of the house and the beach behind the house.

“Wow! This is beautiful.”

Jack picked her up and ran her to the bed and threw her on it.

Becky giggled and mock fought him. “Unhand me, you…you pirate!”

“Put out, bitch,” he playfully growled, “Or I’ll put you in a lifeboat with nine sex starved bums.”

“Bums!” Her eyes opened up. “I love dirty, sweaty, unwashed men. How big did you say their cocks were?”

“This big!” He undid his zipper and unfurled his penis. It was pink with dark balls hiding behind it. Eight inches long, thick, and hard.

“That?” sniffed Becky in disdain. “I want a real cock! Not that silly imitation.”

Jack grabbed her blouse and pulled and buttons ricocheted through the room.

“Hey!” Becky grabbed her blouse and held it together.

“We can buy you a hundred new blouses. A thousand!” He nuzzled his face between her luxurious bumpers and blew, making a motorboat sound.

Becky laughed and tried to roll out from under him.

“Stop that!”

“Start that,” he whispered, then he was kissing her, following the delicate M curve of her lips, his hands groping her abundant breasts.

Becky lifted her hips and he pulled her shorts off, then cupped her mons through her panties.

“Speaking of ‘magical panties.’”

She pushed her panties down and he had free access to her womanhood.

“Oh, yes.” He inserted a finger and began finger banging her.

“Oh, God! Is that your dick?”

“Yep. That’s as big as it gets.”

“I’m going to run away to the west.”

He laughed and slid up her body, put his penis to her hole, and teased her with the head.

“Oh, you pirate!” She held on to him and he slowly lowered. He penetrated, and she gasped. No matter how many times they screwed, she could never get over the electrical excitement that emanated from her pussy and took her breath away.

Then he was in her, and he was pressing his pubes against hers, withdrawing, the long, slick dong pulling her insides out in the most delicious manner.

“God. Maybe this is big enough.”

“Big enough for government work. You still want a pirate?”

“No…no. I want you.”

She tilted her hips and pulled down.

“Heysoos! Don’t break it!”

“But I want to!”

“Bitch!”

Now he grew more forceful, slammed his hips down, rammed his tool into her roughly.

She began to cum, she was always a fast cummer, and she curled her toes and her eyes rolled white.

Jack grinned, maybe he could get two orgasms out of her. He certainly would try, and he held himself still for a moment, waited for her to finish, then he began slamming her again, and now he was holding himself back, trying to make it last long enough for her to have a second pop.

“So what happened when she went west?”

“Apparently she fell in with an Indian.”

“What?”

“Yep. Screwed hell out of an Oklahoma, oil rich Indian. Big scandal, you know. One day somebody shot her Indian. The sheriff arrested her and she was charged with the crime. She had enough oil bucks to post her bail, and the family rumor was that she made it out of the town before they could throw a rope over a branch.”

“This is sounding awfully suspicious.”

“Scout’s honor,” he raised a hand.

“You were never a scout!”

“I should have been…I’m so honest!”

They were sitting at the long table in the majestic dining room. They could imagine servants lurking in the corners, making sure their beans from a can was just the right temperature.

They were both naked, of course, not bothering to put on their clothes after their first fuck in the lap of wealth. Also, why put on clothes when they intended to christen every room in the house?

There were so many rooms in the house it was going to take months!

“So fast forward from the west…tell me about this lingerie empire she supposedly built.”

“Hunh. Supposedly?”

“What you’ve told me sounds like a big fairy story.”

“It is outlandish, but my family swears it’s the truth.”

“So why did you inherit this place, and not your mother or father?”

“Inheritance taxes around here will rob you blind. But skip a generation and you get to keep more of it. I understand that Granny hated the government, hated taxes, hated politicians. So if she could skip out on taxes…” he shrugged dismissively.

“So what happened after she escaped the wrath of the townsfolk?”

“Word has it that she invested in a mining company and…”

They talked into the night, adjourned to the sun porch and watched the boat lights drift across the sound and sipped whiskey.

They found the whiskey in a cupboard, and it looked like it had been bottled about the time rum runners made the trip down from Canada.

They argued about whether illegal booze would be transported across the Sound by bootleggers, then discussed the 150 or so shipwrecks in the Sound.

Finally, they went to bed, the same bedroom they had screwed in, and slept the deep sleep of happy people.

“I want to explore,” Becky stated in the morning, after their first tryst of the day.

“Explore what?”

“The hidden nooks and crannies in this place. There has got to be a lot of them.”

“Let sleeping dogs lie,” he mumbled and rolled over to her.

“Are you still hard?”

“And always will be.”

She laughed and slid out of bed. “Time out for exploration.” She ran, naked, out of the room.

They ate a quick breakfast of raisin bran and almond milk—no honey, they needed to go serious shopping—then began exploring.

After a quick sojourn through the lower house, they climbed a short flight of stairs to the attic. It was dusty, but not too bad, and the place was filled with shipping crates and steamer trunks.

“She sailed the ocean? After the shipwreck?”

“Went to the orient. She came from England, so she wasn’t interested in going back there. Traveled through China. This was after the mining venture paid off. Just hopped a ship in San Francisco and took off.”

“Sounds like an impulsive girl.”

“She was a bit of a wild hair, or so I’ve been told.”

They opened a few of the steamer trunks and lifted out, for the most part, underwear. Thick night gowns. Men’s underwear from the last century, with the flap in the back.

“You need to wear this,” Becky laughed and held up the long johns.

“Don’t think so.”

“But you need to protect that long dong of yours,” she fondled it fondly.

“Find me something else. Something fun.”

They opened crates, and took out long, silk gowns.

“Now this isn’t too bad.” Jack slipped into a silk gown, purple, with a dragon on the back.

They stopped to make out for a while, then continued their pillaging.

Panties, bras, nylons, garters, old time corsets, every type of underwear in the world. And a few things that were so kinky they were out of this world.

“Your granny had a dark side.”

“Heck, from the way the family talked about her I don’t think she had a light side.”

They meandered through the attic, opened a trunk here, a crate there. They found hard cover books read once and relegated to the confines of the enclosed aerie.

They found bits of furniture, usually small, like end tables and custom bookshelves. They found lamps with cloth cords.

Everything was so old. Apparently his grandmother had not bought anything even remotely resembling modern.

Mostly, however, they found underwear and some clothes.

Jack dressed up in a zoot suit at one point, and Becky went through several gowns.

Finally, they reached the end of the attic. A wall of steamer trunks that Jack muscled down only to find more of the same old same old underwear.

Most of this stuff, they had shortly realized, were samples, with lots of experimental clothing.

Jack was digging through a crate and finding some interesting leather contraptions, very BDSM, when Becky called out, “There’s a door!”

Jack looked up. A door? He frowned and imagined the outside of the house.

“You know, there is a cupola at this end of the house. I didn’t see stairs to it.”

“This must be it. Help me move this box.”

Jack pushed a crate to one side and studied the door.

It was narrow, only two and a half feet, and short, only five feet. It had a doorknob, which turned easily, and a padlock on a hasp. The door was painted a light turquoise color, but had faded a bit. There were spiderwebs along the top of the door, and the thing looked like it hadn’t been swung back in a million years.

“Open it,” said Becky, nodding at the padlock.

Jack trotted over to a cupboard which held an ancient box of tools. He selected a screw driver and came back tot he door.

In the dim light he fit the screwdriver to the slot and began unscrewing the screw.

Becky watched, patient on the outside, impatient on the inside. She loved a good mystery, and this looked like just the thing.

“What do you think is in there?”

“Dead bodies,” he muttered. “Granny was fond of axes, and we never found the bodies.”

“Oh, come on.”

“You asked.” He pulled the first screw out. The wood being old the screws turned easily.

Then, a minute later the second screw popped out and the hasp dangled.

Jack opened the door and peered up a flight of narrow stairs.

“Was she tall?”

“She was small. Still, even she might have had to bend over.”

Becky led the way. “Isn’t this a little like Alice in Wonderland?”

“Exactly. Let me know if you trip over a white rabbit.

“One pill makes you smaller, one pill makes you tall.”

Alice crooned the old Jefferson Airplane hit as she wound her way up the stairs.

The came to another door, one without a lock, and Alice opened it.

Sunlight flooded into the stairs and Jack blinked.

It was a round room. In the center of the room was a clothes stand. There was only one arm at the top of the stand, and on it was a single pair of panties.

“What the fuck?” Jack muttered as he stood up and looked around the room.

There were several windows, and he could see 360. There was a door that led to the roof, and that must have been how work man repaired the expanse of shingles.

But nothing else.

Just a pair of panties on a stand.

Becky walked around the room, looked out at the countryside, then approached the panties.

“Granny’s panties.” Jack met her in front of the stand.

The panties were smooth, no seams, and flesh colored.

They didn’t seem particularly well cut, but when Becky pulled on them they showed a degree of stretchability.

“Nobody has been here for a hundred years.” Becky was awed.

“Probably,” Jack found himself fascinated by the panties.

“Why one pair, here, all alone.”

“Special for some reason? A prototype? Rocket age material from back before there were rockets?”

She turned to him. “Put them on.” Her face was flustered, a bit red, excited.

“Why?” Yet he wasn’t objecting. He was stalling. There was something here he didn’t understand.

“Take off that silly zoot suit and put on something kinky.”

“It’s got no pouch for Mr. Happy.”

“It’ll stretch.”

Jack stared at the panties. What would it hurt? Yet he had this weird feeling. Like the world was somehow skewed just by looking at the panties.

He reached up and took down the panties. He turned them inside out, and outside in, and said, “There doesn’t seem to be an inside or outside to the thing.”

“I don’t think it matters.” She was excited, breathing hard, and Jack duly noted that she was basing this opinion on…nothing.

She took the panties from him. “Take off your duds.”

Jack took off the zoot suit and tossed it on the floor.

He took the panties, took a breath, and stepped one foot into them. Then the other foot went into the other leg hole.

They were tight, but, as Becky had observed, stretchy.

Jack wiggled and pulled and the panties came up his legs easily.

And his legs were changing. Not so much in shape, as he was already slender, but…his hair disappeared.

“Your hair!” Becky breathed out.

Jack froze. He looked at his legs. He lowered the panties to his ankles. Hair appeared above the panties.

He pulled the panties up, and there was no hair beneath them.

“I don’t…this is weird.”

Like she was mesmerized, Becky whispered, “Pull them up, Jack. All the way.”

He pulled, slowly, and kept bending over to examine his hairless legs. Inch by inch the panties went up, inch by inch hairless, white…feminine! legs appeared.

“Do you feel anything?”

“Just a weird prickling sensation.”

“Pull it up over your package.”

Jack hesitated.

“Scared?”

“Frankly, yes,” he looked at her and his eyes were big and round.

“Well, fuck!” Becky grabbed the waist band and pulled.

Now Jack felt something. He shivered and squawked. He could feel things happening inside the panties.

“Jack?” Now frightened, Becky took a step back.

“It…it…Oh…”

Then the change started to go up from his waist. White flesh, no hairs, lack of musculature.

Feminine!

“Jack! What’s happening?”

Jack put a hand on the wall and steadied himself. He was gulping, and the line of changing flesh reach his pectorals, and his body suddenly thrust forward breasts. Big breasts. He put his hands under the boobs and held them, stared at them, and the change wasn’t done.

It went up his neck, and his skin became finer, then his face. His face moved, fat shifted, and his male face, with its male angles, gained soft curves. His lips plumped out and became soft and curved. His eyes grew round and expressive and his lashes grew longer. His eyebrows arched a bit, and then, last, his hair began to lengthen. It grew out, became lush and full, and was a bit tangled.

The couple became aware of the stark silence. Not a sound. Not a bird chirp. Certainly no conversation.

Jack was a girl. He needed some primping, some make up, but he had breasts.

Finally, almost afraid of breaking the silence, Becky breathed out, “Take the panties off.”

“But what if I’m not supposed to?”

“The change has already happened.”

“But…”

“Take them off, Jack.”

Moving as if in a surreal dream, his mind whistling through far away caverns and terrified, Jack pulled the panties down.

His cock and balls were gone!

More, they had been replaced by a…a…pussy!

Jack stared in shocked wonder. He was changed. He wasn't male. He was female. What had happened?

“Jack…Jack…” Becky approached him, she reached out, but only with a finger. She wanted to touch, but was somehow afraid to touch.

Her index finger touched his breast, and Jack lurched back and shivered.

“Does it hurt?”

“Nu…nu…no?”

Jack fainted.

Jack woke up. He was on the floor and Becky was supporting his head. She was holding a glass of bourbon, pure bourbon, to his curved lips.

Jack’s sense of body perceptions was slightly off. He thought his lips had further to go to reach the glass.

He held a hand to hers and held the glass there.

The bourbon was that old, never opened stuff from a hundred years previous. It burned, but that was what Jack needed. Fiery liquid reminding him that he had a throat, and…other body parts.

“You fainted,” Becky said, finally taking the glass away. She put it on the floor next to the bottle.

Jack sat up. He was near the wall, so he moved a bit and leaned against the wall. Becky sat next to him and breathed out. “Fuck. I was worried.”

“You were worried? What happened to me?”

He examined his arms, looked down between his legs, shuddered.

“I need to…to examine you.”

He nodded.

She ran her hands over his hands, then his arms. She felt his shoulders and his back. She felt his breasts.

“Oh!”

“What?”

“That’s…that’s…different. I mean, it’s sex, but…it’s so much more powerful in the breasts.

She continued down his body, bypassed his vagina, went down his legs, then back to his hole.

She looked at him. “I’m going to touch it.”

He was gasping for breath, as if he had forgotten how to breath and was just remembering.

She put a finger to his hole and touched his labia.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

She went further, ran a finger up the labia, touched his clitoris.

“Oh, heysoos!”

She went to his breath and touched his nipple.

Jack in took a big breath.

“That okay?”

He nodded, gulped, and said, “It’s…it’s sexual. It makes me…I think…turned on.”

“Oh, my God.” She sat back from him and stared at him.

“What?”

“You’re a fully formed woman.”

Jack had a thought. “Was my grandmother…was she originally…”

“Male? I don’t think so. I don’t see how. She had babies.”

Jack nodded, pieces of his mind that had flown out the window apparently flying back in. He began assembling the pieces in his head.

“So why did she have these panties? What were they for? She couldn’t turn into a woman if she was already a woman.”

“Maybe they have other properties?”

“Magical panties,” Jack heaved a sigh. He was starting to think now.

But Becky was thinking faster. “Do you think…she used these to turn into a man?”

Jack stared at her.

Becky reached to where Jack had dropped the panties on the floor. She picked them up and took deep breaths, like she was preparing to see how long she could last underwater.

“I don’t think you better.”

“Why not,” she watched the panties as if memorizing them.

“We don’t know how permanent the change is.” Jack realized that his voice was softer, slightly higher pitched. He pulled his fingers, which were more slender, through his hair and untangled it.

“I don’t think it’s permanent.”

“But we don’t know why. And maybe that’s why Granny put the panties up here.”

“She put them up here because she didn’t want the world to know about them. And everybody knew her as a woman, but she must have tried them on, and …I think it’s okay.”

“But…”

Becky stood up, slipped her foot into the panties, the other foot.

She changed as she pulled the panties up, but where Jack had turned into a woman, she turned into a man. Her legs grew thicker, masculine, complete with stiff hair.

“Oh, fuck,” grinned Becky. My legs, they feel so strong.

She reached the waist snugged the panties up tight, and felt the changes happening inside the panties.

“I’m growing a cock,” she said. “And balls. Even my asshole feels different.

Then the change moved up her waist. Her breasts shrank, but her chest grew thicker. Her neck became a solid mass of muscle, then her beautiful face turned…handsome. Rugged. Her lips were straighter, and her hair stayed the same.

Jack was on his feet now, and holding his breath.

Becky examined her body, looked up at him, and took the panties off.

Her cock was big and brutal.

Jack, though being well endowed, had a nice cock, a pretty cock.

Becky’s cock was a club, and her balls hung low, were heavy.

Her crotch looked downright dangerous.

“Holy fuck.”

And Becky’s cock began to rise.

“Double fuck!” Jack exclaimed as the deadly tool gained girth and length.

“I’m bigger than you are. Were. Whatever.”

“And scarier. No woman could take that beast! That would hurt!”

Becky’s male face grinned. “You would be surprised at how flexible you are down there, Jack.”

He shivered, which caused his boobs to jiggle, which caused Becky to focus on his charms intently.

“I don’t want to find out.”

“Well, we’re going to have to.”

“What do you mean?”

“Jack, it’s the testosterone. My God! I want to fuck!”

“Not with me!”

“It’s got to be you! There’s nobody else!”

“No! Not like this!”

Becky stepped towards Jack, reached for him.

Jack withdrew his arm and stepped back towards the door.

“Come here, honey, it’s not going to hurt. It’s going to feel good.” Becky’s voice was deeper now.

Jack nodded. He stepped back again. “It’s just that…we need to…”

Becky realized what he was doing just as Jack broke. He darted into the little staircase and ran down the steps.

Becky followed, but her body was bigger, and she wasn’t sure of her depth perception. She banged her head on the top of the door, then ducked and followed after Jack.

Jack ran down the stairs. He still had to duck a little, but he came out in the attic. He ran across the attic, was desperate, but what could he do?

This wasn’t his Becky! This was crazy!

“Come here, Jack!” Becky roared as she came through the little doorway.

Jack reached the stairs to the lower house and sprinted down them. He tripped, he was moving faster than his legs could handle—a gift from his male thoughts concerning his abilities. He belly flopped. His breath whooshed out of him and his breasts hurt on the floor.

“Come on, Jack. Come here, baby. We’re still husband and wife.”

Jack got to his feet and staggered down the hallway. Yeah, they were still married, but Becky was so excited by the massive amounts of testosterone coursing through her that she couldn’t control herself.

Jack reached the stairs to the next level and descended. He was moving faster now, but he was also encountering balance problems. His big breasts caused him to almost fall several times.

Becky, however, was finding running to be easier than it ever had been when she was a woman. Her thick muscles propelled her, and her legs seemed to be built for running.

Jack’s legs, twinkling down the stairs in front of her, seemed more built for high heels.

She snickered, and caught him at the bottom of the stairs.

“Let go!” Jack tried to bat her hand away, but he couldn’t dislodge her arm with its superior strength.

“Come here, Jack.” She pulled him to her and pressed her mouth to his.

Jack’s eyes were wide. He might be in a female body, but he wasn’t used to being kissing by a male.

Becky’s lips were harder, almost painful on his soft lips. “Please…too hard!”

“Sorry,” Becky grinned. “Now I know why you love being a man. Muscles are a trip!

She pulled him into the first room they came to, which happened to be the room with the big poster bed that they had slept in the night before.

“You can’t do this!” Jack tried to pry her fingers of his arm.

“Jack. Relax.”

“This is rape!”

That stopped Becky, and several things flooded through her mind.

Rape. Bad. Married. Good. Rape possible for married couples. Bad. Then…she turned to Jack.

“Okay, honey. You’re right, but we need to do this.”

“Why?” he was trying to pull away.

“Sit on the bed and I’ll tell you.”

Jack didn’t want to, but Becky forced him around and he found himself on the bed.

Becky stood in front of him. She was trembling, staring at his breasts, and her cock was shivering and…it was actually dripping!

“God, I don’t know how you stand it. How can you not just go and rape any sweet young thing walking down the street?”

“Because men learn early that if they do the wrong thing they get clobbered.”

Becky: “God. It’s almost a pity.” Yet she was controlling her breathing, getting calmer. “Look, honey, we have to do this. If we don’t we’ll always be sorry.”

Jack looked at her throbbing member. “But it’s so big!”

Becky chuckled. “Every girl says that, but your pussy is quite…flexible. You’ve heard of people being fisted? And even footed? This won’t be that bad. And, remember, babies come out of that tiny, little hole.

“But I’m a man!”

“No, honey. You’re a woman, with all the beauty of a woman, and you are incredibly exciting to a man. To me.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Then I have to sweet talk you into it.”

Jack was frozen, desperate, panicked. Becky, understanding what women wanted, what they needed, moved slowly forward. “Now, Jack, does this feel good?” She cupped one of his breasts and squeezed it.

Jack shook his head, he looked like he wanted to bolt, but Becky took her time. She rubbed his nipple with her thumb and he wiggled and tried to get off the bed.

She held him there. “Stop it, Jack. Just feel. I know this feels good. I’m a woman, I know what feels good to a woman’s body.”

She continued talking softly, just touching him, and finally Jack felt it.

It felt nice. His nipple was rigid, and he felt like sparks were shooting out from his nipple.

“There, see? Everything’s good.”

She bent down and touched her lips to his nipple. She sucked, and Jack gasped.

Becky laughed. “See, Jack? It’s fun being female. Now remember, under your male psyche is a lusty wench. Relax and give yourself up to her.”

Jack nodded, gulped, and Becky very gently touched her lips to his.

Jack suddenly felt like a box of excitement had been opened up inside him. He was still scared, but fear was giving way to wonder. Becky’s lips tasted so different. Male different.

Jack found himself reaching down and touching Becky’s cock. He had never touched another man’s cock, and he was terrified of all the implications, but he kept remembering that she was his wife under the hard muscles and the facial planes and the insistent lips.

After a minute Becky sat down next to him, put her arm around him, and bent him slowly back.

Jack felt himself giving way. He was supported by her muscles, trapped by her larger frame, marveling in how strong she was.

He looked up at her, was breathless and caught in wonder.

A man was kissing…her. Not him. Her.

A man was fondling her breasts, running his hands up and down her body, feeling her most private parts.

But it was his wife under the hard flesh. His wife.

Then Becky put her hand over his mons, cupped it, and ran a finger along the flaps of her labia.

“Oh, God!” Jack blurted.

That was the moment he realized he was going to get fucked. Before it had been all panic and terror. Now it was fear, but curiosity.

He was, in this body, a virgin. “Will I have a hymen?” he asked.

“I don’t know. But if there’s blood don’t worry. You can always put the panties on and change back.”

And that odd statement put Jack at rest. That made it all right. He could change back.

But now, in this moment, in this body, he should…he could….

Becky slid down his body and began kissing his parts.

Jack gasped as the sensations washed over him. He had never felt anything so hot, so horny, so fucking electric.

“Nice. Eh, Jack?”

He nodded, and waited, and Becky moved up his frame.

She parted his legs, overcoming a small bit of resistance by being patient and gentle, then moved between her legs.

Jack waited, his heart pounding. He was going to get fucked. He wasn’t the fucker, he was the fuckee, and he was about to be penetrated!

Becky held her big penis by the shaft and rubbed the head of her large cock up and down the labial valley. Her hard head scraped against the soft inner flesh and Jack shivered and opened his legs wider.

He wanted this. He needed this. Something in his female body required it. He had to have it.

Becky pushed the head of her penis into him.

Jack’s muscles tightened up for a long moment, then, when Becky just waited, he relaxed, and she moved another inch into him.

Now Jack was caught. He was scared, but he wanted more. He knew this was just the tip of the iceberg, and he wanted the whole thing.

He got it.

Becky gently moved into him.

He felt himself widening and he gave an ‘urk,’ a sort of a bleat, but didn’t fight.

Then, a year later, she was firmly ensconced in him. She was, as they say, ‘balls to the wall,’ the wall being her pubis.

“Oh, Becky,” he whined.

“That’s it, Jack. I’m going to start fucking you now.”

“You haven’t been?”

“That was just the insertion. Now the fun starts.”

She pulled back, then rammed in. “Here we go…here we go…” Becky had a far away look in her eyes and began to move in and out, faster, and faster.

Jack was flat on his back now, forced there by the continuous dropping of male weight on his body.

And as Becky picked up speed Jack found himself wanting more and more. He wanted the rough thrust, it created more sensation.

Becky began to move like a jackhammer. Her superior weight and strength turned Jack into a melting puddle of nerves and lust and golden feeling.

Suddenly, Becky grunted, locked up, and Jack felt her splattering deep inside of him.

“What? You…didn’t…” What he really wanted was her to keep fucking him. But she had concluded.

“Shit, Jack. I’m sorry. But now I know why you cum so fast.”

Jack lay there, disappointed, and felt her cock shrivel and start to pull out.

But his excitement wasn’t over.

“Good news, Jack.”

“What?” he asked from under his forearm, which he had laid over his eyes.

“I’m a girl. I’m used to blow jobs, and I like eating cum.”

Jack took his forearm down and both hands gripped handfuls of sheet as Becky went down on him.

He felt her tongue lapping, and his tissues, already super impacted by fucking, were treated to another sensation, a softer but even more delicious sensation.

Becky sucked all her juices out of him, and licked like she wanted more, then she raised her head, smiled with her cum smeared mouth, and said, “Okay, Jack. Get ready.”

She half stood up and reached forward and inserted her fingers into his pussy.

It was different, and no less sensational.

“This is your G spot, Jack. Remember it for when you’re the man.”

She hooked two fingers into him and touched a bump on the roof of his pussy.

Jack jerked and spasmed and suddenly understood what out of control meant.

Becky kept rubbing that spot, and Jack felt the spasms hitting him with every touch of her fingers. He leaned back, arched his hips, and made a keening cry of pleasure.

Becky smiled, and moved her arm faster, male fast, and Jack began to cry out more, then the ocean swamped him. A big vast wave of pure heat and lust.

As a man only his dick spasmed and came. As woman his whole body spasmed and came.

Long seconds passed, Jack was frozen in some sub land. Heck, some sub continent. Then it all broke.

It just sort of shriveled up and left. He lay back and just gasped in wonder. What the fuck had happened?

But he knew what had happened.

Fuck had happened.


PART TWO

Though laughing and happy and beside themselves, Jack and Becky were still a bit worried when they decided to see if they could change back.

What if they couldn’t?

What if Jack was stuck in a female body, and Becky in a male body.

Though they had enjoyed themselves, they didn’t think they would like to stay in different bodies for the rest of their lives.

So, overcoming their fears, they had to find out. They headed back up for the attic and took turns putting the Magic Panties on.

Simple dimple, easy squeezy, they changed back.

A big sigh of relief.

They closed the cupola up, put the screws back into the latch, and moved the crates back.

This was a secret they wanted to keep to themselves.

They went downstairs and decided to go out for lunch and discuss what had happened.

Grinning, they held hands as they went out to the car and left.

They talked, sharing their excited passion, then they went shopping.

They didn’t need much in the way of clothes. the mansion was stocked with every type of clothing in the world.

But they did need a new car.

They bought a Tesla and drove home. As they rounded the corner a fellow in a rusty Volkswagen careened around the corner and almost wiped them out. The driver looked dirty and had a Van Dyke beard.

“Geez!” yelled Jack. “I just bought this car!”

“What a crazy person! What’s he doing out here on Long Island?”

The couple muttered a bit more, then pulled into their long driveway.

Jack opened the big garage, it was built for a half a dozen carriages, and pulled his shiny, new gimcrack into the gloom.

They entered the house and Becky stopped and sniffed.

“What?”

“There’s a smell.”

Jack lifted his nose, but detected nothing. Still, he knew, now and through personal experience, that women had superior senses of smell. “What do you smell?”

“It’s…it smells like body odor.”

“So somebody was here while we were gone?”

They ran upstairs, to the attic, and were relieved when nothing was amiss. All the crates were in place, and a quick look showed the padlock was still hanging.

Walking back downstairs, Jack asked, “Do you think it could have been that guy in the Volkswagen?”

“I don’t know. He was pretty scrungy.”

They adjourned to the sun porch and poured some good whiskey and discussed the situation. Yet, except for a bad odor, there wasn’t much to discuss.

When the sun had set and they were yawning they decided to christen another room. They headed upstairs, chose another bedroom, this one with posters but no canopy, and undressed.

Jack took Becky in his arms and they made slow, sweet love, and…they were disappointed.

Afterwards, laying in each others arms, Becky said, “We’re too thrilled by fucking as the opposite sex.”

Jack nodded. “All I could think about was being screwed by you, with me as a woman.”

“What do you think would happen if we lived our lives like that, all changed and everything?”

“We would just live,” he grinned. “Until we were bored with sex that way, then we’d want to change back until we were bored with the original way, and then—“

“All right! I get the idea!” She giggled as she clapped a hand over his mouth.

They lay there, listening to the night, the sighs of the old house, and Jack said, “Well, tomorrow is another day.”

“That it is, sunshine. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to make love as a lesbian?”

“Oh, my gosh.”

They were silent, thinking, dreaming, then Jack said, “But, please, no gay sex. I don’t think I could handle that!”

“Homophobe,” and they laughed. Gay, lesbian, either or, they were sure they would explore every variation.

The next day they got up, and they didn’t bother getting dressed. They just rolled out of bed, brushed their teeth, and padded—naked—upstairs.

In the little room the panties awaited. They hung, pristine and bland, and Jack and Becky stared at them.

“Did you want to change today?”

“Why don’t you change. Then we can do some fun things.”

“Like what?”

“I’ll show you the joy of shopping.”

Jack laughed. With 80 million in the bank they didn’t need anything. But he intuited that Becky had plans for them.

He stepped into the panties and the change occurred. He stepped out of them, and looked down at his body.

Female. Large boobs. And as a female he was downright…cute.

Becky hugged him, and he felt her bare tits against his, and there was an excitement there.

Lesbian? Hmmm.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let me fix you up, then we’ll go to town.”

Becky grabbed Jack’s slender hand and pulled him down the stairs. They locked up the cupola, pushed the boxes back in place, and headed down to the bedroom.

In the bedroom Becky got out her make up kit and went to work.

She started with nails, painting Jack’s toes red, then she applied half long ovals to his fingers and giggled. “You’re going to be weirded out when you realize that you have to use your hands all differently.”

Jack sniffed her hair and sighed. “I think it’s better to be a female.”

“Oh, don’t worry. You’ll get tired of it. Having to ask people to reach the groceries on the highest shelf will cure you, if nothing else does.”

They laughed at that one.

Betsy painted his finger nails to match his toenails, then started on his face.

Jack was enthralled, and made extra horny, by having his face played with. “Do you think, when I change back, the fingernails will…I don’t know…not change? Disappear?”

“Oh, they’ll probably come with you. But…maybe they won’t. That would be convenient, wouldn’t it? We wouldn’t have to do this every time you became a female.”

“Interesting idea,” Jack mused.

Becky primed him and foundationed him and added all sorts of color. There was a big mirror over a dresser and Jack kept glancing at himself.

He really was a beautiful woman. And as Becky worked on him he became more and more beautiful.

Or, as Alice in Wonderland might say, beautifuller and beautifuller.

Becky worked on his eyes along time, then plumped his lips and painted them. They were face to face, literal inches apart, and Jack found himself staring at Becky as she concentrated on the delicate details.

“You really are beautiful.”

She focused her eyes on his, smiled, and pecked his lips lightly.

“We’re going to get your ears pierced and get you some expensive jewelry. And we need to get your hair trimmed and styled.”

“This is all so scary.”

Becky showed her teeth. “Scary is what I’m going to do to you when I change into a man.”

“You’re not going to be a man for our shopping, are you?”

“Oh, Lord, no. We’re girlfriends for today. But maybe you should stay a woman tonight, and I can change into a man for this evenings festivities.”

“I’d like that.”

Another quick kiss, then Becky was done. “Okay, let’s go dress you and have some fun.”

They went upstairs and chose some kinky underwear.

“I’m going to be embarrassed even wearing this under my clothes.”

“Ha!”

Then dresses, and though they were feeling warm and horny underneath, on the surface they were just two beautiful girls about to go shopping.

Becky drove the new Tesla and Jack read the owners manual.

“Wow! This is like a spaceship!”

“It handles so smooth.”

They laughed, turned on the radio and enjoyed life.

“Hunh! There’s that Volkswagen again.”

Jack looked back and, sure enough, the rusty Volkswagen, a pukey red color where it hadn’t rusted, had come out of a side street and was heading towards their end of the island.

Yet, even though they had smelled body odor the day before, and conjectured about the Volkswagen, neither thought much about it.

It was just so exciting to go shopping!

They spent the morning walking, hand in hand, through trendy shops.

They didn’t see much that excited them, and that was because they had a mansion with more stuff that they had never explored.

Still, it was fun, and the wind rustled their hair, and they made their way to a beauty salon.

Jack got his hair done, and his ears pierced. He walked out with a set of squares dangling from his ears. The squares were set inside one another, and they turned this way and that as he walked.

Then they spent some time at a shoe store, shoes do change with the times and they wanted something modern and sexy for Jack’s feet.

Finally, they headed for the car.

They drove slowly up Long Island, enjoying the beautiful mansions, appreciating the long lawns and the glimpses they got of the beaches.

Finally, a bit tired, but exulting, they pulled into their driveway.

Jack got out and opened the garage door and Becky pulled in. They closed up the garage and sauntered towards the house.

They walked in and Becky stopped. “That odor is back!”

Now Jack smelled it. He was female now, and his smeller was top notch. “That’s rank.”

“Disgusting.”

They walked through the ground floor. Now they could see evidence of things being moved. Not a lot, and normally it wouldn’t have been noticed, except they had just looked at some of this stuff the d ay previous.

“Do you think he’s still here?” Jack whispered.

He was undergoing some unsettling feelings. He was a woman. He no longer had the muscle. Even as a slender young man he at least had a helping of fast twitch muscles and a male’s perspective on combat.

As a woman he had none of those advantages, and if it was a male that was stinking up the place he knew he would have a rough time.

Men are just stronger than women.

“I don’t know. That smell is pretty pervasive.”

They walked up the stairs to the second floor. They walked down the hallway, staying close together, and looked into each room.

Nothing. But there was more evidence of somebody having searched the place. Drawers were left half open, closet doors were open. Inside the drawers underwear was messed up. In one closet shoes had been scattered.

“This is freaky,” said Becky.

“I think I should change back.”

“I think you should, too. And so should I.”

They headed upstairs, and made a big mistake. If they had ascended near to where the stairs led to the attic they would have made it. But they climbed the stairs at the other end of the house.

They moved down the hallway, then froze. From the doorway on the right, just ahead of them, they heard a voice.

They moved up next to the door and listened.

“Where is it…fucking…I know they found it…where…” And the sounds of drawers being opened, the rustle of cloth as clothes were rearranged.

Jack looked at Becky. He motioned her back, towards the stairs.

She motioned towards the other end of the hallway, towards the door behind which were the stairs upward.

Jack shook his head.

Becky stared at the end of the hallway.

If they crossed in front of the doorway they could be seen.

Jack waved her back again.

But Becky couldn’t do it. Not when the attic was so close. If she could just reach the panties then…she darted across the doorway.

“Hey!”

Jack groaned and waited. He could hear the footsteps as the intruder ran across the room. The scrungy fellow with the Van Dyke beard appeared in the doorway and Jack swung his fist.

Except he couldn’t really make a fist. Not with the long fingernails on his digits.

Except that he was female slow, and the intruder was male fast.

“Ha!” The Van Dyke man caught his hand, then he punched Jack with the other hand. Bang. Right in the face.

As a man Jack would have been able to take it. As a woman he couldn’t. He went down, the world spinning, and groaned.

He heard the running footsteps as the Van Dyke man ran after Becky.

Becky reached the door to the attic, gripped the knob and pulled, and ran up the stairs.

Van Dyke was right behind her.

Jack sat up, held his head, and struggled to his feet. He had weight on his chest. He was in a male fight mode, but he was encumbered by breasts, and he didn’t have testosterone flowing through his veins. Still, he followed the Van Dyke man. He had to protect Becky.

Becky ran up the stairs. She made it halfway across the attic before the Van Dyke man caught her.

“Come here, you bitch!”

He grabbed her shoulder, spun her, and slapped her.

Becky sat down abruptly. She held her hands to her face, and she began to sob.

“Interesting that you came up here. Is that where it’s hidden?”

Jack heard the man’s voice as he slowly climbed the stairs. He had smaller bones as a woman, and he wondered if anything on his face had been broken.

“Come on, tell me. Where’s the panties?”

So that’s what he was after! He knew about the magic panties! Jack reached the attic and staggered across the room.

The man turned to him, grinned, and slapped Jack.

Jack’s world spun, and he tried to sit up. He was hazy on how he had come to be on the floor, but…oh, yes. The Van Dyke man.

“Okay, bitches. Time to answer some questions.”

Jack came to himself and he managed to sit up. He was against the attic wall, next to Becky. The Van Dyke man was standing in front of him, and now he was holding a pistol.

“Who are you?” Jack muttered.

“Who am I? You mean to tell me you don’t recognize your old cousin Ralph?”

Jack blinked, stripped off the man’s beard in his mind, and… “Ralph?”

“That’s right, cuz. And I’m here to get my rightful inheritance. Oh, I don’t care about eighty million. I want those panties. The ones that changed you into a girl. Those are worth a lot more than a paltry eighty million dollars.

Ralph moved the gun back and forth as he talked, aiming first at Becky, then at Jack, then at Becky, and so on.

“We haven’t—“

“You’re a fucking girl. I watched you. I have a couple of cameras in the house. I watched you. You became a girl…and I know about the panties.”

“How do you know?” Jack played for time. Becky was aware now, and if they could get past the gun, maybe together they could overpower Ralph.

“My mother told me. But Granny didn’t want to play ball. She wanted to hog those panties all to herself. Now, come on. Give. Where’s the panties?”

Neither Jack nor Becky said anything.

Ralph raised the pistol. “I can shoot you both, take my time, and I know that they’re here so I’ll find them. No matter how long it takes, I’ll find them.”

He aimed the gun at Becky.

“Okay!” Jack blurted.

“No!” Becky objected.

But Jack saw no other way out of it. Still, if he stalled, played the game, maybe he could figure something out.

“Upstairs, in the attic.”

“I been there!”

“There’s a hidden room. I can show you.”

Ralph was suspicious, but he motioned with the pistol and Jack and Becky got to their feet.

Jack led the way, Becky right after him, and went to where the crates were piled up.

“You better not be messing with me,” Ralph warned.

Jack tugged on the crates, and Becky helped him, and they cleared the space in front of the small door.

“It’s locked.”

“I know.” Jack picked up the screwdriver, which caused Ralph to gasp and aim the pistol at him, and unscrewed the screws holding the hasp to the wood.

“Fuck me,” whispered Ralph.

Up the narrow stairs they went, Jack and Becky first. They stepped into the little, round room and Ralph followed them.

Ralph’s beady, little eyes took in the panties hanging on the sole hanger in the room. “Now we’re talking.”

Jack waited, and when Ralph crossed to the stand he made his move. He jumped forward and—Ralph slashed him across the forehead with the pistol.

“You fucking idiot!” Ralph laughed, and he took the panties down and examined them.

Jack lay on the floor, Becky seeing to him, and they watched Ralph.

Ralph, his breath rasping, his body odor never more apparent, put the panties back on the hanger and pulled off his clothes.

He was an ugly man. Hairy and bony and smelling. His hair was lank and his eyes were pinched and too narrow.

You’re not going to get away with this.”

“Of course I will. Once I see how this thing works…”

He moved to the center of the room and plucked the panties off the hanger. For a brief moment Ralph’s vision was obscured by the panties, and Becky made her move.

The zoot suit was still lying on the floor and she whipped the pants at Ralph.

Ralph should have just pulled the trigger, but he was too male confident. After all, these were only bitches!

He moved his hand to brush the long pants aside, but they wrapped around his hand.

Becky shot forward, Jack, seeing the moment, a hair behind her. They tackled Ralph, drove him to the floor, and he lost grip on the gun.

His hand with the panties was up, however, and Jack grabbed the panties and, a moment of inspiration and positioning, pushed them down on Ralph’s head.

“FU-U-U!” Ralph screamed. the panties went over his head and Jack saw an expanse of bare flesh.

A change was happening. Not the normal change, but some kind of weird change.

“Help me!” grunted Jack, and he pulled on the panties harder.

The panties went down Ralph’s body, and one leg opened, stretched, and the panties kept going down…down.

Ralph screamed, struggled, then stopped screaming as the panties went down onto his shoulder.

What was above the panties was a butt. An ass. Complete with asshole.

Ralph now essentially brainless, Jack and Becky pulled harder.

Over his chest, the leg hole stretching to accommodate, and the body was white and hairless and…upside down!

Then they were pushing the panties down over his waist.

The back of his head was revealed, and they turned and pulled and forced the panties further.

Down the legs.

Then, as they pulled the panties off, Ralph was fully revealed.

His ass was his head, and his head was his ass. His eyes stared out, shocked and terrified and still evil and squinty. Then, for some reason his penis hadn’t migrated with his butt, his nose was the penis. Right below his penis/nose was his open mouth. If he pissed he would likely pizzle right into his mouth.

Up above his asshole was perched on his shoulders, looking slightly forward, red and brown and oozing.

He was an upside down asshole man, perched on hairless, weak legs.

He tried to walk around the room, but his perspective was truly skewed, and he walked into walls.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Becky.

“Double that from me,” breathed Jack.


EPILOGUE

They turned Ralph loose on the streets of New York. He couldn’t talk except for making farting sounds. He was aware, his eyes showed this, but not aware enough to take care of himself, and certainly not aware enough to reveal the secret of the magic panties.

He somehow found his way to Times Square, people shrieking and running from him, before the police picked him up.

The police didn’t know what to do with him, and he ended up being sent to Bellevue. The psychiatrists there were quite happy to see him.

Jack was able to turn back into a man, but he spends most of his time as a woman. Only changing back when Becky wants some cock.

They live their days happily, and the world is their oyster.

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


I Been Feminized!

A delicate story of feminization,

emasculation and castration!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hey, babe!” Tom entered the house, put his keys in the bowl, and gave his wife a kiss.

It was a good kiss, a soft splat that created heat and moisture and…and Ann knew Tom had been cheating.

How do women know such things?

Not by the faint whiff of some mysterious perfume. Not by lipstick on the collar or even whether their dick is hard.

Women know when men have been cheating because they have an undeniable and always accurate sixth sense.

“Hey, hon. How was work?” Ann’s heart broke into little pieces, and if she was a lesser person she would have broken into tears and accused Tom and they would have had a donnybrook right then and there.

But she was not a lesser person. She kissed him, held nothing back, and smiled, and scrutinized him minutely for signs of his affair.

He was tidy. His zipper was up. His buttons were in the right holes, his tie was tied…everything was fine.

But she knew.

He didn’t know she knew, of course, for men can be dumb creatures, especially when they are cheating, holding information inside, thinking they are clever, and unaware that their wives have a female intuition which makes all things easy to know.

Ann fixed dinner, they chatted, had a drink, then Ann told him she had to go see Greta, her best friend.

“Poor Greta,” Ann said. “I think she’s having male problems.”

“Male problems? With her looks? Ha!”

Ann kissed him, looked him in the eyes, willed him to come clean with her. Mistakes could happen, she could be forgiving, but Tom just turned away and went about his business.

And Ann went to see her best friend.

“Oh, Greta!” Ann wailed. “He’s cheating on me!”

“How can you be sure?” Greta asked.

“I just know!”

That was enough for Greta. She commiserated, held her friend’s hand, and…plotted.

“We need proof,” Greta mentioned.

“I just want to be done with him.”

“I know, and you will be, but you need proof so you can stay in the house, get alimony, drive his car, and everything else.”

Ann didn’t care too much about those things, but she heeded Greta’s advice. Besides, those who just know things always want to prove the intuition.

The next day Greta followed Tom to work. Tom only knew her in passing, she wore sunglasses and a scarf, so she was pretty sure she could spy on him.

Of course she wasn’t going to spy on him all day. She knew better than to waste her time.

When Tom parked his car and went into the building, Greta pulled up next to his car, got out of hers, and opened his car with a key Ann had given her. She placed her cell phone under the seat, closed the door, locked it, and went to Ann’s house.

At Ann’s house the two women sipped wine spritzers and watched Ann’s phone. They had hooked up the ‘Find My Phone’ feature, and if tom took off during the day they could find him easily.

“Do you think he’s going to cheat today?”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” Greta answered, “But we can do this for a week or two, and if it doesn’t work then he’s cheating in the workplace.”

“But what do we do then?”

“You go in after he’s gone home for the day. You tell anybody who asks that he forgot something, and you plant a camera.”

Ann stared at her friend.

“But I don’t think we’ll have to go that far.”

They didn’t.

That day, at precisely eleven o’clock, Greta’s phone started moving, which meant that Tom’s car was moving, which meant that the cheater was on the move.

“Here he goes,” muttered Greta.

Ann picked up her phone and they headed out the door.

Greta drove, Tom wouldn’t recognize her car, and she followed the app to a restaurant in front of a motel. Ann saw Tom’s car in the parking lot.

Greta parked across the street. She was in her sunglasses and scarf mode, and Ann sank down in the seat and waited.

“I can’t believe it,” Ann was close to sobbing. She was hoping this wasn’t…but it was, for suddenly Greta said. “You can look.”

Ann popped up and looked past her friend.

Tom and a woman were walking across the parking lot. They were next to each other, and talking, and not looking back.

The woman was about five foot six, and she was a looker. From the rear her ass was round, rotund, a bubble of delight. When she turned sideways and touched Tom on the arm Ann could see her large breasts.

Tom seemed to be laughing, and he led the way up stairs. They went to room number seven and Tom opened the door and the woman, showing appreciation, entered the room. Tom glanced around, then entered after her. He closed the door, and that was that.

“Oh, my god! What am I going to do?”

“Well, we’ve got proof.” Greta had been taking pictures with Ann’s phone. “Let me go get my phone.”

A minute later Greta was back, her phone in hand. “Send me the pics. You don’t want them on your phone.”

Ann did, and Greta started up the car. She drove slowly down the street, listened to her friend cry, and she said, “Whatever we do, get your crying out this afternoon. We can’t let Tom know that you know anything, and if he sees you on a crying jag,” she raised her shoulders dismissively.

They drove to a restaurant, Charley Coyote’s, and took a table out on the patio.

Ann had a couple of drinks, drowned her sorrows proper, then Greta ordered lunch.

“We need to fill your belly, make sure you’re sober. And we need to plan.”

Ann nodded, and shifted to plain, old Coke.

“Okay. What do we do,” mused Greta.

“Who is the woman?”

“Doesn’t matter,” answered Greta. “Even if it’s her fault, it’s really Tom’s fault.”

Ann nodded.

“I just wish I could do something to make him know how much he has hurt me.”

“Chopping his dick off?”

Ann gave a rueful laugh.

“No. But if I could just chop it off a little. Make him understand.”

“You know, there might be something…”

“What?”

“But if we do it, we’re going to have to go whole hog. We can’t just half castrate a man.”

“Castration? But I thought…”

“You’re okay. This will just be a severe emasculation. And it will even be fun.”

Ann tilted her head in query.

Greta was grinning now. She took a glug from her wine, then pushed the glass aside. She leaned forward and assumed a conspiratorial attitude.

“Now listen, I know a doctor, and I’ve got a couple of friends, and they might want to have a little fun, especially if there is a lesson in it. Also, it might cost a little, but you’re going to have a hefty divorce settlement, right?”

Ann, for the first time, smiled. “I can take it out of Tom’s account. He’ll get the bill a month later, and by then it will be too late. What do you have in mind?

“Well, first we have to…” and Greta outlined the big plan.

Tom whistled as he walked up the walk. Life was fine. Work was great. Then he stopped whistling and frowned. The only fly in the ointment was Ann. She seemed on edge the last few weeks. He loved his wife, and didn’t want to see her unhappy. If only she would talk to him.

But she was close mouthed and just…unhappy.

He sighed, opened the door and called out, “Honey! I’m home!”

“I’m getting ready,” came the answer.

Getting ready? Tom sauntered back to the bedroom.

Ann was dressed up and sitting at her vanity table.

“Where are you going?”

A pinched look on her face. “We. We’re going to Charley Coyote’s to celebrate Greta’s birthday.”

“Oh, I forgot. Who is Greta?”

“You’ve met her a couple of times.” Ann was a bit silent, almost grumpy. Tom sighed and backed off. It was the weekend, and if he was going to have to do things he better juice up. He entered the kitchen and poured a bourbon and Coke.

“You want a drink?” he yelled.

No answer.

“Damn,” he muttered.

Then Ann entered the kitchen. “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”

He smiled. “Damn, lady, you sure look good.” They hadn’t had sex for a couple of weeks and he was hurting. The front of his pants made a little tent.

She smiled, but only to the eyes. “This is going to be more of a girl thing, so why don’t you stay home and watch a game or something.”

“Well, actually, that sounds great. It’s been a long week…”

Yeah. Fucking your little tart at the motel!

“…and I could use a little drink your fill time.”

So it was settled. Tom took his drink into the entertainment room and turned on ESPN. In short order he was gripped by the sight of millionaires floating through the air and busting backboards.

A half hour later Ann entered the room. “I fixed you a drink, honey. Have a good night.”

She placed the drink on the end table, didn’t offer to kiss him, and was out the door.

Tom sighed. What was wrong with that woman?

But, a drink is a drink, so he picked up the fresh bourbon and Coke and drank it.

And ingested all those funky, little white crystals that were called flunitrazepam. Roofies.

A half hour later Tom was out of it. His mind was thinking, but it was like he was a half mile out and just watching those thoughts.

His head lolled on his shoulder and he felt hot.

He stood up, almost fell, and thought about going to bed.

But he didn’t have the strength for that. He sat back down, lowered his head, and listened to the buzz of the eternal TV.

People walking around him. He could see their legs from his downcast peripheral vision.

Girl’s legs. Nice legs. A couple of heels, a few athletic shoes.

“Up we go,” a voice said, and hands inserted under his armpits and lifted him.

He came up easily. While he didn’t have much gumption for self motivation, he seemed to have energy for following orders.

“To the front door, Tom. Let’s go.”

Two women, one on either side of him, supported him and helped him to the front door.

“Over the threshold.”

He lifted his feet and stepped, and tried to see the women who were guiding him.

He had never seen them before. At least, he didn’t think he had. They all wore dark glasses and scarves. They had on lots of make up, which changed the shadows and shapes of their faces.

“Heh. You ninjas.’ His voice felt so awkward, so alone in the night.

Down the walkway they took him, then he was facing a panel van. It was white, and the door was open, and they moved him into the thing.

Once he was in the vehicle the door slid shut and the van backed into the street.

“Where…where…?” Tom muttered into the darkness.

“Shush, Tom. You’ll find out.”

Tom sat, cross legged on the floor, and swayed as the van went around corners. The van wasn’t moving fast, and the two girls on either side of him made sure he didn’t fall over.

They drove for a half hour, and Tom drifted in and out of awareness. He was always awake, but there is a difference between awake and aware.

Finally, they drove down a dark street. The van stopped for a moment, doors opened and closed, and they drove over a potholed yard. Then the van stopped.

“Here we are, Tom. We’re there.”

The door slid open and Tom was helped out. He stood, wavering in the darkness, and realized that he was standing in front of a warehouse.

Not that he cared. He was just way back in his mind watching.

The women walked him into the warehouse and sat him down in a chair.

His body was tired, but he was awake, wondering vaguely what was going on.

“How is he?”

“Give him another pill. He seems a little restless.”

“Take this, Tom.” A hand with long, slender, red tipped fingers pushed a pill into his mouth.

He swallowed without being told. It was all automatic.

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

Small cheers. Tom saw slices of smiles through the heavy make up.               Though Tom had the feeling that he knew some of these women, he couldn’t make connections.

“Okay, Tom. You have to do what we tell you, and we’re telling you you have to have a good time. Do everything we say and you’ll just feel happier and happier. Okay?”

“Happy, okay,” his voice slurred a little bit, but he was happy that he could say what he had said.

“Now, Tom, you’ve had the desire to be a woman for a long time. You contacted us, a very secret organization…” somebody snickered and somebody else shushed, “…to help you make your dream come true. Got that?”

“Unh…”

“Tell me about your secret dream, Tom.”

“I want to be a girl.”

“And who are we?”

“You’re a super shecret organizashun.”

“You don’t even know who we are.”

“No,” he shook his head slowly, sad that he didn’t know any of the people who were standing around him.

“Good, Tom. Take off your clothes.”

Tom stood up and took his shirt off. Red tipped hands took his shirts.

He took off his pants, and had trouble getting them over his shoes.

“Sit down and take off your shoes, Tom.”

Tom sat, removed shoes and socks—it was so much easier that way—then removed his pants.

He stood, naked, and his cock was standing up. Apparently being drugged didn’t depress all body reactions.

“Hey, he’s got a nice one.”

“Too bad he used it on the wrong woman.”

Tom frowned. Something was wrong with that statement, but he sure didn’t know what.

“Hold still, Tom. We’re going to put some Nair on you.”

Tom remained motionless, even when the slimy stuff was wiped over his body. He felt hands in gloves smoothing the goop on him, then smushing it into his groin. Finally, somebody put goggles on his eyes and his hair was covered with Nair.

Minutes passed. Long minutes that passed rather fast. Then hands started washing him off. He stood in the center of the warehouse and wash clothes ran over him. Soap and water, and his limbs were revealed as hairless.

“Over here, Tom. Lay down on this table.”

The table was shiny. It was a doctor’s table. Or a patient’s table,. Or something. The surface was cold, but Tom just lay on it and waited.

Faces above him. A circle of faces, then hands were touching his pectoral muscles.

Tom wasn’t a large man, and the hands pushed his pectorals this way and that, then a needle was inserted, pressure in his chest. Another needle and more pressure. Another needle.

The pricks in his flesh seemed to circle first one pectoral, then the other. Then there were more pricks, and somebody was murmuring something about ‘evening them out.’

Evening what out?

What was going on?

But Tom didn’t have enough awareness to frame his questions.

“Okay, he’s officially stacked now.”

Tom stood up. A circle of a half a dozen women, unrecognizable women, stared at him.

He looked down, he had tits. Breasts. Big uns.

Why? Something bothered him, but it was a little bother and a long way a way.

“Do we have a bra big enough for those?”

“I’ll give him my bra if I have to.”

“Heck, he might even be bigger than you!”

“Well…he’ll have to go shopping.”

Assorted jibes and giggles rose up.

“Come along Tom.”

Tom was led to a vanity table and his shoulders were pushed on. He sat and stared at himself in a mirror. There were circular bulbs around the mirror and his face was brightly illuminated. His face with no head of hair.

“Okay, girls.”

Hands pulled his own hands out to the sides of the vanity table.

Hands pulled his feet out.

Hands trimmed his nails, sanded them, worked the cuticles.

Tom watched himself in the mirror without interest. He knew he should be interested, something was happening, but he just couldn’t summon the interest.

Hands plucked his eyebrows, made pretty, little arches of them.

Sponges scrubbed across his face, and the sponges turned dark.

Primer was applied, and his face turned white.

He glanced down at his fingernails. The women were putting long, fake fingernails on his digits, then painting them a bright red. He started to move one hand, to lift it up and look at it, but one of the women said, “Don’t move your hands, Tom.”

Tom didn’t. But though he was drugged and didn’t care, it seemed like there was a faint shriek happening somewhere behind him, or maybe just in the back of his head.

The mirror was obscured as somebody sat on the vanity table and began coloring his eyes, mascaraing them, outlining them.

Behind him a woman pulled a wig over his head, glued it to his flesh. As the woman working on his eyes shifted around he could see his long, dark locks.

“Put the plumper on his lips first,” someone commented.

A small applicator brushed across his lips, then they began to burn. Not bad, but…burn.

Then his lips were coated with lipstick. Or, he thought he heard someone say ‘lipstain.’ Beause it lasts longer.

Finally, his make up was done, and he didn’t recognize the person in the mirror. Except that he knew it was him. But he was…different.

“He’s still got a hard on.”

“Not for long.”

He was lifted out of the chair and a brassiere was fitted around his chest. Good. The new tits on his chest were sagging a little and causing a little pain.

Panties.

“They don’t fit. Give him the shot now.”

“Okay, stand back.

Tom stood in a silent daze and felt the needle being injected into his groin area.

“How long?”

“Fifteen minutes. Maybe less.”

“It only seemed like a second to Tom, but it was probably a few minutes, and a voice said, “There he goes.”

A face filled Tom’s vision. Unrecognizable face.

“You won’t get erections for a year, Tom. Small price to pay, considering where you’ve been putting that thing.”

Tom wished he knew who had said that to him, but the faces, with all the make up and dark glasses and similar lipstick, were all the same.

“Okay. Let’s see how those panties fit now.”

They fit fine. His penis was now as big as a pinkie, and about as stiff as a drunken worm. The women shoved it into his panties, pulled it down between his legs, and taped it in that position.

Giggles. “He’s not going to have a boner bump now.”

More giggles.

“Okay, Tom, we’re putting nylons on you.”

Several sets of hands rolling the stockings up his legs, then snapped garter straps to them.

“Good thing he’s so slender.”

“Makes his boobs look even bigger.”

As if they aren’t big enough already.”

Somebody pinched his cheek and called him cute.

A dress was put on him. It was pulled up and he was told to wiggle as hands pulled it up over his rump.

“Jeez! Look at him! He’s sexier than I am?”

“And that cleavage. Ooh la la!”

Laughter.

Tom caught a glimpse of himself in the vanity mirror. Yes. He had a female form. Round rump, tight waist, big boobs. Really big boobs.

“Aw, look. He’s starting to cry.”

“Big baby.”

“Dont’ cry, Tom.”

Tom, still under the drug, stopped crying.

“Okay, girls, last thing. Who’s got his heels?”

They held him up and slipped open toes, sling back, patent leather classics onto his feet.

Tom stared down, looked over his boobs, at the shoes.

He felt funny. What was he doing?”

“Let’s take him home.”

Tom was walked out of the warehouse and to the van. The women had to help him, to hold him up, because he couldn’t walk in high heels. Even with commands enforced by drugs, he wobbled and staggered.

“Wow. He really is beautiful.”

“Too bad he’s such a cheater.”

Tom blinked. What? There was something here he should remember. Cheater? But the words faded into the short time scheme of his awareness.

The van drove through town, and this time Tom was allowed a seat. He sat and looked out the window and wondered what was going on. The drugs were starting to wear off, but he was having such a hard time thinking.

The van arrived at his house and Tom was helped out of the van. He stood in the dawn and looked around, and realized that Ann was getting into the van. In fact, she had several suitcases, and the suitcases were being loaded onto the van.

“Where…where?” Tom mumbled.

But everybody ignored him.

He turned and stared at the van. “Why?”

Then Ann came up to him, slapped him in the face, hard, and said, “Remember that, you damned cheater!”

Then she got into the van and the van backed out and zipped down the street.

Tom stumbled down the driveway and looked after it. He was so confused. All those women. Cheater? And Ann…Ann…

He began to shed big tears in the dawn.

The women had timed the drugs well. Within fifteen minutes of coming home Tom was starting to figure things out.

He had been kidnapped and feminized.

But he was Tom, and he was a lawyer, and…Ann had left him.

But he didn’t know why!

He came to himself and found himself staggering around his house.

He was tired. Tired but wired, and he sat in the living room and watched the sun rise.

Orange light lit up his face, and he could see his reflection in the big picture window.

A beautiful woman. Long, dark hair. Perfectly made up face.

And his body was to die for. Svelte but abundant where it counted. Whatever the women did, they were good at it.

Time passed. He got up and went to the bathroom. There was a smell, and he thought it might be the drugs being exuded from his pores.

He took a sponge to parts of his body he could reach, then went to the kitchen.

He needed food.

He drank Coke and fixed a mess of sausages and tater tots. The food settled his stomach, helped him recover more, and he found that he was crying a lot. His make up was running, and he needed help.

But who would help him? He didn’t know any women outside his wife, and her friends were probably in on it, or at least knew what she had had done to him.

Then he had a thought. He picked up the phone.

“Hello?” came a sleepy voice on the other end of the line.

“I’m sorry to call you this early, but…” his voice sounded strange to him.

“Are you all right?”

“No. I’ve had an accident and…I need help.”

“Can you come over or should I come to you?”

“I think you need to come to me…they…they glued the shoes to my feet.”

What a strange remark, and the woman on the other end of the line was puzzled, but she was also efficient. “Just stay where you are, I’ll be over as soon as I can get an Uber.

Tom hung up the phone and went back into the living room. the sun was now much brighter than orange, and he watched it and tried not to cry.

Her name was Shyla Bright, and she hung up, called an Uber, and got dressed. Five minutes later she was sitting in the back of a Prius, being transported to Tom’s house.

Tom sat in the living room, didn’t look around, felt the last effects of the drugs. His mind was working okay now, but his body was sluggish.

“Tom?”

“In here.”

Shyla entered the room and gasped. She was a good looking woman, a beautiful woman, and she stared at the new Tom.

“What…did you…what…”

Tom said, “I think my wife thought I was cheating. She had a bunch of her friends do this to me. I’ve got real tits now, and…I’m supposed to be limp. And…I’ve got tits.

Shyla came in front of him, she reached down and lifted his head.

Tom had big smears of mascara on his cheeks. His eyes were big and wet. A more miserable human being Shyla had never seen. And she had seen a lot of them.

“Oh…my, Lord… come with me.”

The layout of the house was easily diagnosed, and she led him down the hallway towards a back bathroom.

Tom continued rambling. “Of course I don’t know, but somebody said…they called me a cheater, and for this to be done…she had to have known…she left me…I’ve got tits.”

“Okay, Tom. I want you to relax. Take it easy, and I’m going to examine you. That means we’re going to undress you and I’m going to make sure you don’t need a doctor.”

“You don’t have to worry,” he said bitterly. “They gave me a shot, made my dick go down. They said I’ll be limp for a year.”

“Oh, okay. Let me help you with this…”

Moving slowly, Shyla undressed Tom. She examined him all over. He had bruising in circles around his pectorals, and his cock truly was limp—she picked it up and shook it at one point—but other than that he was fine.

“What am I going to do?” he asked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll help you.”

“Help me what?”

Shyla thought fast.

“I’ll help you adjust to this new body of yours. It looks like you’re going to have to learn how to be a woman for a while, and…and I’ll call the marshal’s service.

The marshal’s? He looked up at her, his eyes innocent and hurt at the same time.

A half an hour later two stocky men showed up. They wore blue wind breakers and carried Glocks in their side holsters. Their faces were blunt and it was plain that there wasn’t any nonsense about them.

One of them talked, the other checked the house, and even the immediate neighborhood.

Tom explained what had happened. When he was done the marshal he was talking to shook his head. “This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen. And I’ve seen some weird shit.”

“What am I going to do?” asked Tom.

“Well, first off, this should not affect the WitSec. Shyla is still under our department, and we need to finish the proceedings.”

“But…but I’m a woman now!”

The marshal nodded. “Don’t worry. We’ll go have a talk with your boss. Transitioning is not unheard of, and the people in your company will just have to accept the fact that you’ve transitioned.”

“But I didn’t transition?”

“”Okay, but whether you like it or not, you’ve been transitioned, and you’re going to have to get on with your life.”

Tom wasn’t happy, but what could he say? Or do?

The marshal picked up his phone and started making calls.

The other marshal came in and stared at Tom. He shook his head.

“What?” asked Tom.

“At least they made you beautiful.”

Tom snorted. He’d rather be ugly than be a girl, but it didn’t appear that he had that option.

The second marshal quietly observed, “You know, this might be better in the long run.”

“He’s been abused,” stated Shyla. “How’s that better?”

“We can move you into this house. Better security. More comfort. Not just for you, but for us.”

“But what if my husband finds me?”

“We can give you better security in this house than we could in a motel.

Shyla bit her lip, then she turned to Tom. “Come on, honey, let’s go take inventory. We’ll see what your wife left, then we can go shopping for you.”

She held out her hand and Tom reached out and took it.

Warmth in a world gone cold.

He clutched her hand and followed her to his bedroom.


PART TWO

Shyla moved in that very same day. The marshal’s took her back to the motel and gathered up her belongings and returned within two hours.

Tom was alone for that two hours, and it was the bleakest two hours of his life. He sat in the backyard and stared at the foliage and wondered whether he should go shoot himself.

There was no way he could hide what had been done to him. His hair was glued on, his nails were glued on, his make up was permanent. He couldn’t hide his tits, and…his cock was Mr. Limpit. He could feel it, but there was no way it was going to get hard.

For a guy who liked his dick…this was all pretty difficult.

But, two hours later Shyla moved in, as did the two marshals and life resumed. Sort of.

Tom slept in the main bedroom, and he had his own bathroom. He also had the swimming pool outside, but he wasn’t feeling like swimming. He had no idea what to do about his wig, or how to care for it.

Fortunately, Shyla took control.

While the marshals sat around and discussed basketball players and statistics, Shyla explained how to care for a wig, and explained that hair grew fast so just go with it and within a month or two things would be a different.

Then she gave him a lesson on make up, and they discussed clothes.

At first, Tom found it difficult. He had never been interested in such things as fashion and cosmetics, but now that he was under the gun, so to speak, he found that he had to be interested.

“Nylons last longer if you wash them by hand. This is true for all lingerie. just a quick wash, then leave them hanging up.”

Tom nodded and held a nylon. It felt smooth, slick, and he felt his own nylons. “This is so weird.”

“I know. But you’ll get used to it. Now as to whether you should wear panty hose or nylons that have to be held up with garters, the reasoning is that…” she continued, almost like a professor lecturing a student.

After an hour of this Tom blurted, “Why are you doing this?”

She heaved a sighed, which caused her chest to rise and fall admirably, and said, “You’ve been a big help to me. You know what my husband was like. But you’re helping me find a new life. Actually, I’m enjoying this. I’m helping you find a new life, and it’s sort of like having a younger sister.”

Tom snorted.

“Younger sister. Hunh! I’m the man who isn’t. and…” he fixed his eyes on her, “the weirdest thing is that we’re talking about sexy things, and my penis…my penis…”

“But those women told you you would get it back.”

“But…a year?”

“You went all the way to puberty and didn’t care about your dick. What’s a year?”

“A long time.”

She smiled. “Make the most of it. After a year you’ll go back to being the same old boorish male with no consideration for the finer things in life.”

He grunted. He wasn’t convinced.

Her kind words, however, were reassuring in a way.

The next day they went shopping, and this was a terrifying experience.

To the mall, dress shops, lingerie shops, cosmetic shops, jewelry shops.

Shyla ran interference for him, hinted that when he did speak he should speak in a higher voice, and gave him hints about how to walk in high heels.

They accumulated bags, and had to make a trip out to the car and back.

They ate lunch at a corner in the food mall, and Shyla explained about the different things women did when they ate. Taking small bites, not messing up the lipstick, not eating too much.

Then, more shopping.

By the end of the day Tom was exhausted.

The high heels he had been put into had been glued onto his feet. The marshals could get them loose, but it would take a day for them to get the solvent.

So Tom had been forced to walk in high heels, and his calves ached like the devil and his feet felt like somebody had pounded on them with a sledge hammer.

He entered the house, dropped bags, and went into his room and collapsed on the bed.

In a way, he was empty. He had cried, he had obsessed, he had been taken into public and forced to buy feminine clothes and accoutrements, and there was just nothing left in him right then.

Shyla entered the room and sat on the bed. She rubbed his back gently. “I know it’s tough, Tom. But everything gets better. Think about it like this: If you wake up feeling good, the day can only get worse. But if you wake up feeling grumpy, it can only get better.”

Her hands smoothed over his shoulders, brushed his hair and straightened it out.

Tom had thought he was empty, but he wasn’t. He began to cry.

Shyla turned him over and he cried in her arms. He cried and cried and cried. He had lost his wife, and he didn’t really understand why. His life had been totally turned upside down, and he hadn’t done anything to deserve it.

He cried, and she held him, and soothed him, and…he cried himself to sleep.

An hour later he woke up. The room was dark, for it was dusk.

He got up, felt oddly refreshed. Shattered and destroyed, but refreshed.

And he realized that from this point he had nowhere to go but up. Shyla was right. And he better get on with it.

He washed briefly, then walked out of the bedroom.

The marshal’s names were Fred and Donny. They greeted him, and he saw no condemnation in their eyes, or judgement. Nothing but a greeting. And they understood what he was going through. they must have heard him crying, but…could he be blamed.

“You’re just in time for Goop,” said Shyla, giving him a hug.

“What’s Goop?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.”

Goop was a mix of hamburger, Cream of Chicken soup, onions, celery, and a few spices. It was easy to make, served a lot of people, and delicious.

The two marshals and Shyla and Tom sat at the dining table and talked. Well, Shyla and the marshals talked. Tom sat and listened. And thought.

“Who was better, Shaq or The Bird.”

Tom realized he had been brooding when he heard the question, and he blurted, “The Bird.”

He was welcome in the argument, and the men hashed it out vigorously.

Shyla smiled.

The next day Shyla helped him get ready for work. She helped him into lingerie, helped him select a dress, fixed his make up, and even tucked his limp weenie into his panties and taped it in place.

She looked up when she was done and saw the expression on his face. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“No lies between girl friends,” she spoke wryly, making him accept the situation. “Now, what?”

“It’s crude.”

“I’ve just handled your cock. What?”

“Well,” oddly, he wasn’t embarrassed, “I was just thinking that the last time I saw a woman’s head, like I just saw yours, was when she was giving me a blow job.”

Shyla stared at him, and he was afraid she had taken offense, then she grinned. “See? You’re already horny for blow jobs.”

He managed to widen his lips a little. “Isn’t that weird? I’m actually feeling horny.”

“Sex is in the mind, honey. It’s your mind that’s got a hard on.”

He chuckled, finally.

Over the last day the Marshal’s had handled his work.

He walked into the office and people tried not to stare at him. Women glimpsed, their faces froze, and they continued typing. Some of the lawyers at the drinking fountain actually managed to greet him.

He waved a hand, was too scared to talk, and went into his office.

Alan Baxter, the boss, entered his office. “Hey, Tom. I just wanted to tell you that every one understands. Any problems you come straight to me, got it.”

Tom nodded, and managed to haltingly whisper, “Th…thanks.”

“Now, is there any case you’ve got that needs extra attention, or even for you to recuse yourself?”

Tom shook his head.

“What about the Shyla Morgan situation?”

“Not a problem. The marshals actually moved her into my house. Better security.”

Alan nodded. “Unorthodox, but it makes sense. Well, you let me know if there is anything you need.”

“I will.”

That broke the ice for Tom. He had regained his power of speech, a very necessary thing for a lawyer, and he went to work.

All that day he interacted with fellow employees, and it wasn’t difficult. Get past the double takes, the hidden thoughts that weren’t so hidden, and it could have been fun.

During lunch some of the girls came into his office and talked to him. He was somewhat shocked when he was complimented on his looks.

“You’ve got such wonderful skin,” burbled Shelly from Receiving.

“And his hair is going to be perfect when it comes in.”

And the day passed.

Tom was still hurting, but life was taking over. He was starting on the road to recovery.

“How’d it go?” Shyla asked at dinner.

The two marshals looked up from cutting their pork chops.

“I survived.”

“Speak softer, higher tone.”

“I survived.”

One of the marshals, Donny, grinned. “You’re a natural.”

Which embarrassed Tom, but…so what?

“Okay, then, tonight we’re going to have a fashion show.”

“A fashion who?”

“You did well. Good. But you’ve got a lot to learn. Doing well as a man is nowhere near doing well as a woman.”

The two marshals were listening.

“So we’re going to go through all the stuff you bought yesterday, and you’re going to show them to our captive audience.”

The marshals looked at each other and shrugged.

So after dinner Shyla helped Tom change, and he showed outfit after outfit to the two marshals.

They often complimented, but what Shyla said, when they were changing in the bedroom, was fascinating.

“Fred was just talking. He doesn’t like that outfit.”

“He was? He sounded sincere to me.”

“Sounded, but wasn’t. He’s a polite man, but not forthcoming.”

Tom walked another outfit past the two marshals. Fred seemed happier this time, and Donny actually whistled.

Tom was terribly embarrassed. “These are guys whistling at me.”

“These are guys appreciating you as a female. Tell me, would you rather be appreciated for a babe? Or looked down upon as a skank?”

Tom blinked. “That certainly twists my mind.”

“Good. Hopefully it will twist you from being a stodgy, old male into a breath taking female.”

Tom was zipped up and showed off another outfit.

He was just getting ready to step into the front room when…DING DONG!             

He panicked. He was dressed like a woman. He was going to have to answer the door. He was going to be seen by—

Shyla giggled. “Stop worrying. The marshals will get it.”

Donny answered the door and came out of the foyer with a thick letter. He handed it to Tom.

Tom wielded his fingernails and slit the envelope open. He looked at his nails, which had bugged him all day, and said, “There’s a use for these.”

“What’s in the letter?”

Tom read, and his face dropped, dropped, dropped.

Shyla touched his arm. “Bad news?”

“My wife. Ann. She’s suing. She wants the house, the car, alimony.”

Fred muttered, “Women. They’ll take your left nut if they—“ He looked around and realized he was being inappropriate. “Sorry.”

“No prob,” whispered Tom.

“So where does this put you?”

Tom actually smiled. “She screwed up. She walked out, she abandoned me, and I know every judge in the county.”

“So does the marshal’s service,” murmured Fred, probably trying to make up for his earlier remark.

Tom’s smile went away. “Still, I’d rather this whole thing never happened.”

There were nods around.

Time passes. A month passed.

Shyla began sleeping in Tom’s bedroom.

First it happened because they got a little too drunk and just passed out on the bed.

The marshals, professionals that they were, didn’t seem to notice.

Tom woke up, then Shyla woke up, and they had dry mouth and dizzy heads.

Yet, giggling, they made breakfast and kept chuckling whenever they looked at each other.

“Maybe I better sleep with you more often.”

“Maybe you better,” he agreed.

That was on a Saturday morning. That day they went out for shoes, Tom was getting used to high heels and he needed some more and better ones. Afterwards they stopped for a quick lunch.

Two guys came up and tried to pick them up.

“Sorry, guys,” said Shyla, stepping in for a tongue locked Tom, “but we’re lesbians.”

The guys laughed, and one said, “Well, can you make out for us a little?”

Shyla laughed, leaned over to Tom and took his mouth for a ride.

The guys were appreciative and left.

“That’s one of the things I miss most about being married. I miss being able to just make out, to kiss, to…” he trailed off.

“Honey, you can take advantage of my mouth whenever you want to,” Shyla drawled.

That night, after dinner, they were watching a movie. After the movie Tom decided to turn in, and Shyla, ignoring the raised eyebrows of the marshals, held his hand and walked him down the hallway.

Inside his bedroom they kissed. Long and passionate. Their mouths, searching out nooks and crannies, were moist and warm.

Shyla ended up sleeping in Tom’s bed again.

And did so every night after that.

They lay, and cuddled. Were entwined. They felt each others hearts pounding.

Shyla examined his dick minutely. “It’s so soft.”

“It’s like a worm on downers.”

“It’s cute.”

“Will you say that when I get it back?”

“Do you wonder, sometimes, whether it will come back?”

“Every day. It’s a constant fear. Yet, in a way…I sort of like it.”

“You do? Why?”

“Because there’ no sexual pressure. I don’t have to perform. When I sleep with you its better than when I slept with my wife. We’d fuck till dawn, but…it’s better.”

Shyla went up on an elbow. She played with his dick, gave it a little suck, which made him sigh, but that was about all.

He bent to her and began sucking on her breasts. Then he was fingering her, and finally he was down there, eating, slurping, making rude sounds that she loved, and which turned her on.

She began to think about cuming. And she thought about it more and more.

He worked her body, polished it with his hands. He plumbed her plumbing with his tongue. He felt every square inch of her.

The cum got closer, and closer, and she didn’t say anything. She didn’t want to jinx the moment.

It hit, a big, warm wave of oneness with the universe. It went on and on, more than a normal ‘dick inspired’ orgasm.

Finally, she went limp, lay there, staring at the ceiling.

“Oh, my forkin’ Lord.”

“I did all right?”

“Oh, baby. You did.”

They lay there in the silence for long minutes. Then she said, “I can do that to you.”

“What?”

“Make you cum.”

He looked at her. “Not for a year.”

“There’s other ways of making love.”

He said nothing.

“We need to get a strap on, for me, but there’s no reason we can’t use it on you.”

Tom stared at her face.

She kissed him. She said, “Why do you think gays like anal sex?”

“I’ll feel gay.”

“You’ll feel gay if you’re gay. You don’t feel like a gay to me.”

Tom was thoughtful for a long moment, then Shyla said, “I read that anal sex was quite common in Roman times. It was considered okay to be the one doing the fucking, not so honorable for the guy on the bottom. Considering your situation, it doesn’t matter. Are you still horny?”

He nodded.

“Then we should consider this. There’s nothing wrong with getting a little relief, and, judging from history, you’ll probably like it.”

A very long moment after that Tom said, “Okay.”

Shyla kissed him. “I want to do this for you. I’ll see to get the strap on.”

Tom had to go to the courthouse occasionally, and he kept track of the filings, so he knew when Ann got a date for the divorce hearing. Thus far he hadn’t responded. And he didn’t intend to.

He would look at the legal documents he had received, and he had received telephone calls from her lawyer, but he refused to talk, simply said, “See you in court.”

He did, however, set a private investigator on the trail of the women who had transitioned him.

They had thought they were clever, that they could do bad things and stay hidden. They were ill informed and over confident.

Tom found the warehouse, found the landlord of the warehouse, found who the renters were, went through layers of subterfuge, and it was easy.

Tom wound up with a folder with the details of the six women who had kidnapped and feminized him.

He sat through many a night, sucked many a glass of whiskey, and pondered what to do about the women.

He still didn’t know why they had called him a cheater.

Months passed, and legal proceedings take a long time to come to fruition.

Tom kept dropping by the courthouse, and he noticed a man watching him. The man was five foot ten, had narrow features and slicked back hair. He sometimes wore sunglasses, and he frequently read a newspaper, seeming to cover his face with it.

Tom walked out of the courthouse and the man sauntered after him.

Around the block, looking in windows, seeing the reflection of the man trying to be inobvious.

He was definitely following Tom.

Tom went into the courthouse again, acting like he had forgotten something. He went to the cafeteria and sat at a far table.

The man sashayed in, looked around, spotted him, and sat behind a rubber tree at the other end of the room.

Tom dialed a number and waited.

“Donny here.”

“Hey, Donny, this is Tom. Somebody is following me.”

Tom could almost feel the grin coming through the phone lines.

“Describe him.”

“Dark suit, five ten, slender but not skinny. Wide shoulders, mean face.”

Tom went on and on, as a lawyer he was used to detailed descriptions, and he heard the scratchings of a pencil through the phone as Donny made notes.

“Can you stall for an hour? Then come on home?”

“Sure.”

Tom hung up, then began reading a book on his phone.

His shadow, whoever he was, wouldn’t know whether Tom was reading legal briefs or novels, and Tom didn’t care.

An hour later Tom shut his phone, stood up and stretched.

He walked out of the courthouse, and was aware that men were checking him out. Looking at his fanny. His boobs. His made up face.

He kept his smile on the inside. He was used to it now, and he even thought that men were sometimes foolish.

What did the shape of a woman’s ass tell you about her personality?

Nothing. But it told the woman something about the man.

Tom headed for his car and drove home. He made a quick call to make sure they were ready, then turned up his street and into his driveway.

But the man didn’t follow him.

There were four more marshals in the house, and men on phones indicated there were three cars on the streets with more marshals. But the fox had escaped the trap.

Shyla was scared, and Tom took her into the bedroom and they had a long talk.

“You think it was him?”

“Pretty sure, but you have nothing to worry about.”

“You’ve never seen how mean he can be.”

“You’ve got eighteen US marshals and me.” He grinned.

“You!” she chuckled.

“Hey!” he protested humorously, “I’ve still got a little male muscle left.”

She leaned forward and kissed him. “I don’t think I want your male muscle.”

Tom held her, and whispered. “My boobs are getting smaller again. Do you want me to get more shots?”

“How about full on implants?”

Tom nodded. Then, “What about my dick? It’s going to come back one of these days.”

She backed away from him, bit her lip. “We’ll handle that when the time comes.”

“You don’t want me with a dick?”

“I do! But…there’s a part of me that’s scared you’ll turn into a hairy chested child.”

“I would never abuse you.”

She said nothing. But she was worried.

“I’ve learned since Ann dumped me.”

“I don’t think she dumped you because you were a brute.”

“Maybe not. But being a woman…I’m a softer person.”

“Well, you’ll recover your penis, and then we’ll make up our minds.”

Tom nodded, and they kissed again.

Midnight is the quiet time. Midnight is when the day changes. Midnight is when the sneaks come out.

Tom was sleeping, Shyla was sleeping with him. Their limbs were entwined. They breathed each others air.

Fred and Donny were asleep in the spare bedroom. A third agent had been called in, but he was slumbering  in the front room. He wasn’t very good at night watch.

Click.

The garage door opened. A shape slunk through the kitchen.

The man in the front room stirred, but didn’t awake.

The shadow slunk closer, raised a hand, dropped it.

CLUNK!

The night watch man was going to be slumbering for a few extra hours.

In the bedroom Tom awakened. Something in the night. Hairs shivering on the back of his neck. His eyes were wide open and he knew something was wrong.

The shadow man slithered down the hallway, listening at the door behind which the marshals slept.

Tom stood up and walked softly to the door. He listened.

He was unaware that at the exact same moment the shadow was listening on the other side of the door.

Tom turned and opened his mouth. He was going to wake Shyla. The motion of the door opening stopped him.

He turned and the shadow moved into the room. He was holding a knife in his hand.

Tom tackled, wrapped his arms around the shadow. The knife went back and forth. Tom felt a few cuts and he tried desperately to contain the attack.

“TOM!”

The sound of feet in the hallway.

Suddenly the light went on and two US marshals were pointing their guns at the shadow.

“You did good, Tom,” Fred said as the paramedics taped up his arms.”

“I took a couple for the team.”

“Yep. Better you than me,” Donny quipped.

Shyla was sitting next to Tom.

The shadow sat on the floor, his wrists handcuffed behind him. If looks could kill…

Shyla looked at the shadow. “Why didn’t you just go away?”

“You’re mine, you bitch.”

“And if you can’t have her then nobody else can have her. Right?”

The shadow, whose name was Ernie Morgan, glared at the marshal.

Donny smiled, “Well, now you got problems. With the charges testified to by Shyla for your racketeering, and your current little escapade, you should be in jail for a good, long time.”

“Ah…fuck you.”

At that moment more marshals entered the room. They bundled up the gangster and walked him out of the room.

“So that’s it,” said Shyla.

Fred knew what she was referring to. “By tomorrow noon we’ll have new assignments. We’ll be watching over some other witness in the program.”

“I won’t see you again.”

“Don’t say never, but…no.”

“Well, thanks.”

He grinned. “My job, missy.” Then he turned to Tom. “Good luck, man, or ma’am, or whichever you prefer.”

Tom shook hands, was aware of his long nails in the other man’s hand. “Thanks.”

Tom was okay, only a couple of surface slices, but he spent the day ‘recovering.’

Shyla happily helped him.

They talked, they drank, they ate, and the evening came.

“Okay, Tom. Are you ready to fuck?”

“Who’s first?”

“Up to you.”

They were in the bedroom and Tom was holding the strap on. He stood up and put it on.

“Let me use it first, then, if I’m still brave…”

Shyla was in a gown, no lingerie beyond that, and she lay on the bed.

“How does it feel to have a hard on again?” she teased.

“Weird. Good. Weird.”

They laughed, and Tom moved onto the bed and took her in his arms.

Making love with a dildo is far different than with a dick.

A dildo is unforgiving, even the softer latex kind.

Sometimes the sensations are better, sometimes worse. You have to find the tool that suits you.

Shyla knew what she was doing when she picked out a dildo for Tom. It was just hard enough, just flexible enough, and it had little nubs on the shaft.

Tom warmed Shyla up. He kissed her everywhere, fingered her, and she was moist when he finally put the tip to her pussy.

He slid in, and Shyla gasped.

He took his time. He was female gentle, and Shyla quickly relaxed.

“Oh, Tom…” he was balls deep in her, and moving so softly, and she groaned as he made love to her.

For Tom it was otherworldly. He had a dick, but couldn’t feel it. In a way he was scared of wielding it. He wanted to feel, to judge, to adjust his motions to the moment.

She ended up being hungrier than him. She turned him over and rode the dildo. She grasped his boobs and tilted her hips and drove up and down.

And she came. A good, hard, insistent cum that ravaged her body and turned her inside out.

They lay there, him playing with her breasts, and her just recovering.

She looked at him. “Well?”

“A very deep subject.”

She took off the strap on off him and put it around her own waist.

Tom scooted back on the bed.

“Turn over. All fours.” Her voice, though she had just cum, was a sexy growl.

Tom turned on all fours and Shyla rubbed lubricant into him.

Tom sighed. He wasn’t scared so much as nervous.

She rimmed him with lubricant, pushed gobs of the s tuff into him.

“I’m going to be pooping lube tomorrow.”

“Good.”

Then she put the tip of the dildo to his butt. She gently moved forward. “Relax, honey.”

He tried his best, but it took a while. He kept feeling little squirts of sharp pain, and she would caution him to relax, and they kept going and going, and eventually the tip of her cock was in him.

He sighed, and that was the sign. She gently pushed into him.

He felt the nubs on the dildo rubbing against his anal nerves, and it was like somebody had electrified his ass. It felt good. It felt so good it was scary. but in that moment he stopped resisting.

Shyla moved in and out. She reached around and cupped his breasts. He could feel the plastic balls moving up against his own balls.

For long minutes they screwed. At one point he felt like peeing, and the sensation whelmed over him. Then he was done peeing, and he said, “I think I’m done.”

Shyla pulled out of him and noticed the cum under his slack penis.

“You came.”

“I did?”

“All over the place.”

“Wow!”

“You’ve been officially relieved. Of course it will only last a day or two, then you’ll be hornier than ever.”

“Then you’ll have to screw me again.”

“Oh, no. I’m going to make you beg.”

Shyla put a towel over the wet spot and they went to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Ann and Greta stood on one side of the court. Tom and his lawyer and Shyla stood on the other side.

The judge recognized Tom immediately. He didn’t say anything, but he knew Tom.

Ann got up and made her case. She wanted property, cars, alimony, and a slice out of Tom’s ass. For proof she presented pictures of Tom walking Shyla to a motel room door. Number seven.

The judge studied the photos. “Tom?”

Tom and his lawyer stepped up to the bench. “We’d like to request an in chambers conference, your honor.”

The judge frowned, but so ordered. As the lawyers filed into the judge’s chambers Greta could be heard saying, “Where are they going?”

“Okay, gentlemen. Make it good.”

Tom’s lawyer stepped up. His points were clear and succinct.

“Your honor. The woman in that photo is Shyla Morgan, who is present in court today. She is in the witness protection program, and Tom was assisting her in her efforts to enter the community. He was liaising with the US marshals over such things as residence, licenses, work programs, and so on.

“Because she is in the witness protection program we ask the courts understanding in dismissing this case, without the possibility of bringing it up again.

“Tom’s wife jumped to a conclusion, has no real evidence, compromised a federal program, and had her friends kidnap Tom and feminize him. She then abandoned him, and has made no effort at communication this entire time.”

The judge was leaning forward no, and he wasn’t looking too friendly.

There was more, a lot of little bits and pieces. There were affidavits from two US marshal’s who thanked Tom for his help in assisting their client, and then in helping in the arrest of Ernie Morgan, a notorious criminal.

And there were six files describing the maiming of Tom for the purposes of feminization.

Finally, the behind the scenes conference was at an end, and the men, and one woman, marched back into the court room.

The judge sat up straight. “It is the finding of this court that Thomas Bensen is guilty of all charges.”

Ann and Greta sat up straight and grinned.

“It is decided that Ann Bensen will be awarded the sum of $1.”

Ann and Greta’s faces fell…fell…fell.

“Furthermore, bailiff, please take those two women into custody. And we will be issuing warrants for five other women.”

The deputies moved forward and surrounded Ann and Greta.

Ann was stunned, and she was moved along without incident.

Greta, on the other hand, was outraged. “What happened? What is this? What did you do?”

But nobody would tell her.

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


Squid Feminization!

A male to female game!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Beau, we’re letting you go.”

Beau stared at his boss. “But, Shiela, I’ve been working…”

“Yes, but it’s pretty obvious that you’re at a disadvantage, and your sales numbers are not as high as the girls.

The girls. That was the key. They were girls, good looking, and men bought in bulk from them. They would bat their eyes and giggle and…CHING! Another order. CHING! Another order. CHING!

“But, Shiela! I’m a great salesman! I’ve had the highest statistics for ten years running! Surely—“

“But the other salespeople are winning, and you’re no longer the top dog.”

“But my sales are still high!”

“But not as high as the others. Sorry, Beau. You’ve got two weeks notice. You’ll get a month vacation pay, and…” blah, blah, blah.

Beau stood on the carpet in front of her desk and knew what had happened.

The firm had started hiring women, and he wasn’t a woman, and he couldn’t compete with tits and ass and a smile that promised delight.

Three minutes later Beau walked out of the office.

He had two weeks, and then what would he do?

Live off his wife.

Unemployment.

Foodstamps.

Shame.

He drove home slowly and pondered his future.

He was a soft man. Slender, long hair, an oval face with petulant lips. He could probably get a job at MacDonalds, but…he liked sales. Unfortunately, companies wanted sexy women.

What was he going to do?
A half hour later he pulled into his driveway and stopped.

He had a house, and house payments, and insurance, and…what was he going to do?

He stepped out of the car and walked slowly to the front door. He opened it and walked in, and almost tripped a suitcase.

“Oh, good! You’re home! I thought I was going to have to call an Uber!”

“What…what is…”

“I’m leaving you, Beau. I want more.”

Nora pulled on her gloves, picked up her purse and keys and grabbed the handle of the suitcase. She brushed past him and out the door.

“More what?” He followed her out the door.

She spun on him. “I’ve fallen in love.”

“What? But…we’re married!”

“We’ll get a divorce. I’ll expect alimony.”

“But…but how can you leave me? Who is he?”

She looked at him sadly. “Beau, Beau. It’s not a he.”

His mouth dropped.

“That’s right, sweetheart. I’ve fallen in love with another woman.”

“But…but…but…”

She explained the facts of life to him.

“You don’t make enough money. You aren’t much of a man. Your dick is even…small.”

“But a woman has no dick at all!”

“Women know about dildos and such. Face it, honey, you can’t even compete with a dildo.”

She put her suitcase in the back seat, her purse in the front, went around and got behind the wheel.

“You can’t leave me!” he wailed.

She smiled, backed out, and zoomed down the street.

Beau stood there, slump shouldered, and whispered, “But that’s my car!”

For a long minute he stood there, watching the empty street as if his wife would suddenly return, laugh, and tell him it was all a joke.

Suddenly, he smelled something. EW! He turned. His neighbor, Josh, had let his big Rottweiler take a big dump on his lawn.

Josh was standing at the corner of his property, holding the leash. When Beau saw him he stepped off the property and gave a low whistle.

The Rottweiler, scratched his feet, tearing up a little lawn, and left the big, pile of smelly poop.

“Hey!”

“Sorry, neighbor.” But it looked like Josh was snickering.

Beau walked over to the big, steaming pile and looked down at it in disgust. He swung his foot to kick the feces into the street, but his foot slipped, swung up into the air, and he fell, his butt landing right in the warm goo.

“Oh…fuck!” he blurted.

On the other side of the fence Josh laughed just loud enough to be heard.

Beau took his pants off in the garage and put them in the washer. The washing machine working, he stepped into the kitchen and poured himself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. A libation that he sorely needed.

He swirled the liquid in the glass, heard the ice cubes clink, and lifted the glass…

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

He lowered the glass and picked up his cell phone. He didn’t recognize the number, and he almost hung up, but… “Hello?”

“Hello, Mr. Dandy. I know that you’ve lost your job, that your wife has left you, and that you just sat down in a stinking pile of shit.”

Beau stared at the phone. He looked around. WTF?

“Who is this?”

“The question isn’t who is this, it’s what can I do for you. And I can give you ten million dollars.”

Again, Beau almost hung up. This had to be a joke. This had to be…but the voice was an even baritone, sounded sincere, and… “And why would you give me ten million dollars?”

“I represent a group of elite citizens. We are bored, and we want entertainment. So we hack into security systems, CCTV, all that sort of thing, and we give contestants a chance to entertain us. If you can entertain us, if you can do the ten things that we ask of you, we will put ten million dollars into your account.”

Beau thought of several movies with that premise. For the third time he was tempted to hang up, but the temptation to end the call was growing weak. After all, ten million dollars?

He gavein with a weak chuckle. “What, you’re going to ask me to kill somebody? I’ve seen that movie.”

“Oh, no. We aren’t interested in pain and torture. That’s another show. What we are interested in is if you can become another person. We give you tasks, you perform them. It will entail a bit of humiliation on your part, and some sacrifice, but, if you have the courage…ten million dollars.”

Beau stood, looked down at his glass.

“Go on, Mr. Dandy. Take a drink. Think about it. Ask your questions.”

Beau tilted the glass and took a big glug. The liquid burned down his throat and splashed in his stomach. Suddenly everything felt surreal, out of control, like somebody was pushing the buttons of his life.

He lowered the glass.

“I hope that helps, Mr. Dandy.”

“It does,” he admitted. “Now who is this?”

He could almost feel the smile on the other end of the connection. On later reflection he would realize that this was the moment the person on the other end knew that he was hooked.

“I want you to think about something, Mr. Dandy. Ten million dollars will pay off your bills. With proper investments you will never have to work again. And, here is the sweet part…your wife has left you, abandoned you, and abandonment releases you from such bothers as alimony. That ten million will be yours to keep. All of it. And your wife can go piss up a rope.”             

A blurt of a laugh erupted from Beau’s throat. He thought he loved his wife, but—she fell in love with a woman? She had left him! She had walked out and…and told him his manhood was too small.

“There are conditions, of course, Mr. Dandy.”

“What conditions?”

“You must complete all ten tasks. If you fail to complete you lose everything you have won.”

Beau took another sip of bourbon. This time it didn’t burn. Things were happening in his mind and he was too distracted to feel the hot liquid.

“So you give me things to do, and I do them, and…it’s like I get a million dollars for each task.”

“It sounds like you don’t believe me.”

“You’ve got to admit, it sounds a bit ludicrous.”

“You’re right, it does, so how about if I prove it?”

Beau was silent for a moment, then: “How?”

“We’re going to put a million dollars into your bank account. We will give you the task, and then you can make up your mind. Will that be proof enough?”

Beau nodded, then realized that he needed to speak up.

“Are you watching me right now?”

“Yes.”

Silence.

“Hang up and we will take that million dollars out of your account.”

“You already put it in?”

“Check your bank, Mr. Dandy.”

Beau tapped his cell phone, looked at his bank account. He had had $473.28 in the account that morning, and he hadn’t spent anything, and…his eyes opened wide.

“$1,000,473.28.”

“Of course, if you don’t do the task, that money will disappear. But if you do, and you complete the following nine challenges, you would have $10,000,473.28.”

Beau was convinced. He lifted his glass and drank the rest of the bourbon. He felt nothing. It was like drinking soda water. It was real. $10,000,000. Pay off his bills. And Nora couldn’t touch it. Then he had a thought.

“Is this tax free?”

The voice laughed. It was a good laugh, an honest laugh. “No. But now that you’ve brought it up…we’ll pay the taxes for you. So you will be guaranteed the complete $10,000,000.”

Beau stared at his cell phone. He stared at the numbers. He considered the freedom this would give him.

“What say you, Mr. Dandy? Would you like to keep that money in your account? And earn nine million more? Or would you like to hang up.

Hardly daring to breath, Beau whispered, “What do I have to do?”

Beau hardly dared breath. He giggled. He had to…what the fuck? And…he wanted to! Badly!

And, fortunately it was dusk. If it was broad daylight he couldn’t have done it. But it was dusk, and he had a full load. He could do this.

But the dog…hmm.

He went to his office opened a drawer and took out a taser. A tiny light indicated it was at full charge.

He walked to the front door, not much daylight left, all gloomy. He could do this.

He walked to the end of the driveway and turned left. Around the corner and up his neighbor’s driveway.

The lay out of the land worked for him here, too. The driveway curved, there was a short hedge at the front of the property, and a tree. He could still be seen from the street, but they would have to look carefully. And he wasn’t going to be taking his own sweet time.

In front of Josh’s house was a three foot length of rose garden. The porch was brick, and there was a little patio in front of the roses.

Right behind the porch was the kitchen window and Josh could be seen talking to somebody. Laughing. No doubt at how he had let his killer dog dump a load on his neighbor’s lawn.

Beau stopped in the middle of the patio area, and at that moment Josh saw him.

Beau smiled, pulled his underpants down, and squatted.

The panic on Josh’s face was a delight. He could hear him yelling, “Hey!”

Beau grunted and pushed out a log.

Oh, God it felt good. Not just the relief, but knowing that he was finally getting back at his stupid neighbor.

The front door opened and Josh came out, Brutus on a short chain.

“What the fuck are you doing? Get out of my yard!”

Josh loosed another log. It criss crossed over the first one. He giggled. He felt like he could build a log cabin house.

“Do you hear me! Damn it! I’m going to turn my dog loose!”

Brutus was snapping and snarling and barking and generally going wild.

Beau held up the taser so Josh could see it.

Another grunt.

Josh held onto his dog tightly, and Beau was glad. He liked animals. It was the owners that he sometimes had the upset with.

“You…you…you…” Josh sputtered.

Beau finished, stood up and pulled his pants up. Now he noticed Josh’s wife staring out the kitchen window. He gave a cheerful wave, turned around, and went home.

Behind him he could hear Josh’s wife saying, “I told you not to…”

Well, he probably wouldn’t again. Brutus would be finding other places to shit.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy. You will notice that your one million dollars stays in your account. But if you can’t complete the next nine tasks it will. By the way, we will be blotting out names and posting your little trick on Facebutt.”

Beau grinned. He felt like a million dollars.

“Now, as to your next task.”

“Sure,” Beau said expansively. He felt like he could do anything. The unknown caller’s next words, however, made him pause.

Josh walked through the CVS pharmacy and had no idea what he was really looking for. Sure, he knew the words, and he knew what his wife bought, but it was the first time he had ever…there it was!

He selected a bottle of Nair, went to the counter and paid for it. Mildly embarrassing, but not really a big deal.

And, at home, he undressed, read the directions, and applied the Nair to his whole body. It didn’t take long for the burn to start, and he hopped into the shower and washed all the ugly, squiggly, little hairs down the drain.

Stepping out, he toweled himself off, and he felt truly weird.

One would think he would feel less, depriving himself of hair, depilating himself like that, but the opposite was true.

His skin felt electric. All his nerves seemed to be firing, and he had never felt his flesh feel so alive in his life.

And his skin now appeared white! Almost feminine. That was weird.

The phone rang.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy. You now have two million dollars in your account. Please use your cell and verify that this is true.”

Beau did, and he was delighted. Two million freakin’ dollars!

He took a screen shot. When this was all over he was going to send Nora a picture that would make her fill her panties!

“All right, Mr. Dandy. Are you ready for the next challenge?”

“Sure.” His confidence was climbing and he felt like he could whip a wild cat with his bare hands.

“Very well. Here are your next instructions…your next challenge.

Beau returned to the store, but now he was not feeling so confident.

First he went to a little rack on aisle 18. A the end of the rack, on a hanger, was a pair of shorts. They were real short, and a small size, but they were right where his mystery caller had said they would be, and he picked them up.

Next he headed for the cosmetics section, and his face started to glow a bit.

Nail polish.

His face red, Josh selected ‘Sally Hansen Insta-Dry,’ the color red,  and marched up to the front counter.

There were three people in front of him, and as the people were checked out more people came up behind him.

He kept his fist tightly closed over the polish and the enamel, but then his turn came and he had to open his hand and place the polish on the counter.

One time he had bought his wife Tampons, and this was just as bad.

His face bright red, he mumbled. “I’m buying this for my wife.”

The girl behind the register glanced at him, didn’t seem to care, and rang it up.

Beau studied faces in the display window behind the counter. Nobody in line seemed to care.

He took the little plastic bag and tried to walk slowly and confidently out of the store.

He felt about as confident as a poodle sitting on a chair made of cactus.

Outside, he breathed a huge sigh of relief. He had done it. The hard part was over. He headed for his car and home.

He had watched Nora put on nail polish enough times that he thought he knew what he was doing.

He didn’t.

First, he wasn’t flexible enough. He could get bent over enough, but it hurt, and he couldn’t hold it long enough.

Second, the stuff didn’t seem to want to go on smooth and slick like it did when Nora applied it.

He took a break and watched some girls put nail polish on their toes on the internet. Bless Youtube.

He went back, took deep breaths, and painted his toe nails.

It wasn’t a great job, and he knew it, and he was relieved when the phone rang.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Please check your account and you will find that you currently have three million dollars in your account.”

Beau looked at his account, and his heart almost stopped. Three million dollars! He deleted the picture of two million dollars and took a new one. Three million dollars!

“Of course the next challenge will be a little more difficult.”

“Okay,” he mumbled.

“We would like you to…”

Beau drew in breath.

The shorts he had bought had panties in the right pocket, and a boy beater tee shirt in the left.

Beau took his clothes off and pulled on the panties. They were stretchy, but very tight. And the thong ran right up his crack. It felt sort of cool. But…it was weird.

He put on the boy beater and it was too tight, too. He didn’t have a big chest, he wasn’t one of these muscular guys, but his slenderness was plain to see.

He sat on his bed and pulled on the shorts.

They were, indeed, too small and too tight. The bottoms of the legs were right up against his crotch, and they were stretched so tight a pimple on his ass could be seen.

He didn’t have a pimple on his ass, thank God, but he did have a groin.

His penis was outlined by the skin tight clothes. Even his balls could be seen lurking under the material.

And his panty lines were plain to see.

It made his ass look…feminine.

The cut of the pants made it look like he had a small bubble butt.

Just standing in his bedroom, looking at his wall mirror, he was embarrassed. It was like his clothes were painted on.

Finally, he put on a pair of shoes. He choose a pair of tennis shoes. At least his toenails would be concealed. Thank God!

Beau walked down the hallway, picked up his keys and went out to his car.

He drove downtown and parked in a parking lot. He sat and worried for a long minute.

He looked ridiculous. He looked like a sissy. He was a man, dammit!

And he had three million dollars in the bank. And if he walked in and got a pedicure, just a pedicure, he would have four million dollars in the bank.

Beau made himself get out of the car. He stood still for a long moment, took deep breaths, then walked to the front entrance and entered the salon.

It was bright and cheery inside the beauty saloon. there were several women at several chairs, women under some weird sort of hair driers, sinks, smells, and happiness.

Beau stood for a moment, wanting to run out. He watched as the women took notice of him. They looked at him, his shirt and pants, and down his pale legs to his tennis shoes.

Some of them giggled. Some of them smirked. All of them tried to hold it in.

Beau was stuck. He was supposed to walk in to this place and somebody would help him, but…

“You must be Beau.”

A woman, slightly taller than him and with nice, round globes, wearing a lab type coat, stood behind a counter.

“I…I…”

“Come along, Beau. Let’s fix those tootsies of yours.”

She came out from behind the counter, very beautiful, very curvy and  proportioned, and perfectly made up, and led him down the row of chairs.

It was like he was on parade, and he tried not to look at the workers and their clients. They giggled and made whispered comments, but he let himself be led to the end chair and sat in it.

“I’ll be handling you myself, Beau. My name is Sophia. Now, let’s see about removing this gunk and I’ll give you a little lesson on how to apply nail polish.

His face brighter than a stop sign, Beau remained mute for a half hour, listening, watching, learning.

Women came and went in the little shop, and he was mortified by their inspections.

Still, it came to an end. He stood up and Sophia smiled at her work.

His toe nails looked a hundred per cent better. And he even understood the process. It might take a while, but he would be able to paint his own toe nails in the future.

Not that he would. Once this stupid ten challenges thing was done he would never touch his toenails with a ten foot brush!

“One last thing, hon.”

Beau looked at the woman.

She held out a pair of sandals. They had low heels. His toes would be fully exposed.

Now he was mortified. He was faint, he was so humiliated. He gripped the arm of the chair he had been sitting in and held himself up.

Sophia bent down and slipped his tennis shoes and socks off and put on one of the sandals. Then the other.

“There we go,” she said. “All prettied up and ready to go.”

Beau stared at his feet, swayed, and sat down.

“Come on, now. Up and at ‘em.”

Sophia helped him to stand up.

“What…what…” Beau was out of it, he was looking at the world but nothing was computing. “What…”

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

“It’s your phone,” Sophia observed with a grin as his phone kept singing.

Dazed, unsure of himself, Beau took out his phone.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! You are awesome! And…you now have four million dollars in your bank account. Please verify.”

Beau pressed buttons and his daze of mind lessened. Four million dollars will definitely bring one back to earth.

“Oh, my God!”

Sophia was watching with interest, and he couldn’t help himself. He turned the phone and showed her the figures.

Her eyes went wide.

“Now, for five million dollars, Sophia would like to take you to lunch.”

Sophia barely heard the voice, but she nodded.

“Okay, let me go change and—“

“As you are.”

“As I…am?” Beau’s voice shrunk to a whisper.

“Come now, Mr. Dandy. The ladies in the salon have all seen you. Sophia is a very nice lady, and she’ll be by your side. And it is for a million dollars, after all.”

The phone clicked and Beau folded it and put it into his skin tight pocket.

“Shall we go?” asked Sophia.

Beau was aware that he was nodding his head, but he really wasn’t sure what was happening.

But…a million dollars. And he would have five million dollars.

Sophia led him past the giggling ladies and out to her car.

He sat down into her car, the passenger side, and shortly the night air was whizzing past his almost tearful face.

Sophia pulled into a parking lot and found a place.

Beau was hoping it would be some out of the way restaurant where he could hide his feet in a booth. No way.

Charley Coyote’s was the big nightspot in town. Celebrities went there, and even had to stand in line.

Sophia, however, did not have to stand in line. She sauntered past the line of people waiting to get in, dragging Beau by the hand.

Beau was aware of flashes going off. Paparazzi. Oh, my God! They were taking his picture.

A couple of women whistled at Beau, and there were some chuckles, but not too much. Beau was over the top, but people of his ilk did frequent the nightclub.

His ilk. What was his ilk? He looked like a damned fairy! But he wasn’t one!

Was he?

It is said that clothes make the man, and maybe they do. But do toenails make the man?

Sophia led him through the front part of the night club and out to the eating section. Then through the eating section to the patio. They sat at a table located in the middle of the patio, and Beau’s toenails were on full display.

The table was wrought iron with a glass top. It was small. If people couldn’t see his toenails from afar, they could look right through the glass and see his pretty toe nails.

“Would you like a drink, Beau?”

Beau did. Several drinks, and finally the alcohol muted his embarrassment. His face grew less red, and when Sophia asked him to dance he was fine with that.

Well, not fine, but at least not ready to bolt out of the club.

They sashayed around the dance floor. Sophia, taller than him, insisted on leading.

“Get used to it,” said Sophia.

She held his body in its skin tight pants and boy beater and whirled him around easily.

Beau could see people smiling at him, and he buried his face against her shoulder.

Sophia just chuckled, brushed his hair, and kept moving him around.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

They were in the car, heading back to the salon. Beau figured his challenge was over, and that he would be allowed to go home. And he was.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Wonderful. Simply wonderful. Our audience is particularly taken by you. You are, indeed, a natural woman.”

Beau was a little too drunk to object.

“You will confirm that you now have five million dollars in your bank account.”

Beau did so, and Sophia smiled as he grinned.

“Now then, Sophia will take you home, where you will get plenty of rest. In the morning she will pick you up and start you on the way to six million dollars. What say you?”

“Sure, yeah.”

“Or, you could ask her to spend the night. I’m sure she would love to spend the night with a millionaire.”

Beau hung up the phone. He considered the mysterious voice and what it had said.

He had suffered through unbelievable embarrassment, and the idea of asking Sophia to spend the night was nothing compared to what he had gone through.

He turned to her. “You’re going to take me home now.”

“Yep.”

“Would you like to spend the night?”

Sophia kept her eyes on the road, but glanced at him. She bit her lip.

“I’m not in the habit of sleeping with men I just met.”

“Oh,” that actually saddened him. Things were going so well, and this small refusal…it didn’t feel good.

“However, if it’s NPA, I wouldn’t mind sleeping with you.”

“NPA?”

“No Poke Attached.”

Beau laughed. Was aware that it had been some time since he had laughed. “Sure,” he said. “NPA.”

Fifteen minutes later Sophia pulled into his driveway. They entered the house and he showed her around. At one point—he was showing her the swimming pool—he felt her eyes on his ass.

He spun around. “Were you just checking me out?”

Smiling, she said, “Absolutely.” She took him in her arms and began kissing him.

Sophia was a world class smoocher. Her lips were hot and warm and she knew how to use them.

She, being taller, bent him back a little, made him feel smaller, maybe even a bit feminine, and traced his mouth with hers.  For a long minute they made out, then she raised a hand to his chest, his skin tight boy beater, and felt his pectoral. It was like she was feeling his tits, though he didn’t really have any.

“Mmmm,” she whispered in the night. She grabbed his crotch and gently squeezed his package. He had been somewhat erect all night, but now he was super stiff.

She undid his pants, then pulled them down. And pulled down his panties.

In the darkness of the patio she bent to her knees and took him in her mouth.

“So this is NPA,” wondered Beau.

“No worry of pregnancy,” she whispered back, hefting his balls, making his knees weak. “And I don’t even care if you cum in my mouth.”

With such a fine invitation Beau couldn’t help himself. Having bare skin, painted nails, it had made him horny. He had been horny all night, and then Sophia had danced with him, pressing her body against his, and now…now she was sucking on his penis.

“Oh, fuck. I’m going to cum!”

Sophia worked even harder, and Beau felt the trigger click. His balls roiled and semen shot up his shaft.

Sophia sucked him neat, not spilling a drop, and he jerked and twitched and emptied his load.

Finally he was done, and she wiped her mouth and stood up. She kissed him gently, and he was a bit put off—he could taste the semen on her mouth—but he managed to go with it.

“Do you…do you want me to get you off?”

She was holding his penis and she shook it. “Honey, I’m sorry, but you’re just not big enough.”

He laughed, she laughed, he had just cum and his penis was shrunken.

But he had the feeling that she was talking about his dick being too small…even when it was hard.

That was what Nora had said, and now Sophia, and…he was now feeling a certain lack of confidence.

“Let’s go to bed now, hon. Tomorrow will come early, and I want to ready to rock.”

“Do you know what my next challenge is?”

“I do. But I’m not allowed to say.”

He frowned, but didn’t press it.

They slept in the same bed, and she masturbated on his fingers, then they slept.


PART TWO

“How was your night, Mr. Dandy?”

“Oh, it was good.”

Sophia giggled and ate her cereal.

“And are you ready for your next challenge?”

Six million dollars? Yeah!

“I think so.”

“Very well. Today you are going to get a…”

Beau blinked. He hung up the phone.

“Well?”

“You’re going to give me a make over.”

“Isn’t that going to be fun?” She was cheeriness personified.

“But…”

“Aw, what’s the frown for, my little teddy bear?”

“I…a makeover? Men don’t get those. We get a hair cut. We cut our own nails.”

“And now you get to get your very own make over.”

Beau said nothing. His face could not be said to be happy.

“Heck, you’ve already got red-tipped tootsies, and you went dancing with me in that silly shorts and boy beater. What’s the big deal.”

Beau thought about it. She was right. And the contest was only going to last a few more challenges. Then he could wipe off the face paint and undo everything else in quicksnap time.

“Okay,” he made up his mind. Of course his mind was already made up. Five million dollars makes up a lot of mind.

They walked into the beauty parlor at nine in the AM, and there were already people there. Three old ladies were getting their hair done, two young women were having their nails done while they talked a mile a minute on their cell phones, and a young girl was cleaning up.

No sooner had Sophia put him in a chair than a couple of workers showed up to help.

One went to work on his hands. One went to work on his hair. And Sophia waited a short while, then started his make up.

Beau sat, and it was sort of peaceful.

Of course his heart was pounding, and his cock was back up again. He was going to need another blow job. Now if none of the girls noticed his boner in his skin tight clothes…



Nice cock,” mentioned Sophia, then she giggled, and the others giggled. 

Beau, planning on sleeping peacefully through the transition, wound up with a face redder than a tomato.

His toenails were done, so the girls prepared his hands. His fingers were trimmed, sanded, the cuticles pushed back, and they brought out a fake nail kit.

“Make them long,” said one of the girls.

“He’s getting used to them.”

“He’ll learn.”

They eventually settled on mid length coffin nails. Beau sighed and tried to relax.

“Use that glue. It’ll hold better.”

Hmm.

But he was trying to doze.

Hands worked on his hair, washing, curling, drying.

His nails took shape. Long, red shape.

Then Sophia started cleansing his face, and priming him.

He couldn’t sleep now, because his cock was really waking up.

He almost wanted to ask the girls if they got all excited by putting on make up, but he decided to hold his peace. They were already talking about his dick, and one of the girls kept placing objects in his lap, right on his dick, prior to using them.

The girls chatted, and laughed, and a couple of hours later they were done.

It was eleven o’clock and Sophia pulled him out of the chair turned him around.

Beau’s eyes opened wide, and he was aghast. His face was feminized. He looked like a girl. His hair was long and wavy and it looked like they had added extensions to it it, his lips were painted red, his eye’s had dusky eye shadow.

In fact, the only thing lacking was boobs!

He studied his body in its tight fitting clothes.

He murmured. “I can’t go out like this.”

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy!”

“I can’t go out like this!”

“Check your bank account.”

Beau worked his long fingernails over the phone with difficulty, but managed to bring up his account.

He was a mixed man at that point. Six million dollars…but looking like a girl. Fortunately, nobody would see him. He just had to go home and hide.

“And your seven million dollar challenge is…” and he explained it.

“No!” protested Beau.

“Come now, Mr. Dandy. Surely a little embarrassment is worth seven million dollars.”

“Well, yeah, but…do I have to?”

“Nope. You can quit now and all that money in your account will disappear.”

It took a long second, but Beau finally whispered, “Okay.”

Sophia’s eyes were alight when she took his hand and led him out of the salon. The girls waved good bye and said they hoped they would see him again.

Beau hoped not.

They drove across town to the mall, and the closer they got the more mortified Beau felt.

Sophia parked at the far end of the parking lot, it was crowded at the mall, and they walked to the entrance.

Walked amongst all the other mall goers.

The mall goers who glanced at his skin tight body and giggled.

Or, and this was a shock, appraised him.

He did look like a girl, after all. A flat chested one, but still a girl.

“Cheer up,” said Sophia at one point. “Raise your head and let the world know. There aren’t many as beautiful as you.”

Beau mumbled something, and now his face was the color of a sun burned cherry.

Inside the mall Sophia knew where she was going. She led him to a dress shop and bought him several outfits.

“You should be glad,” she nudged him. “Do you know how many ladies would give their eye teeth for a shopping spree like this?”

They went to a cosmetics store and bought tons of bottles and tubes and potions and solutions. The women in the store all looked at Beau, and a few of them realized he was a man—he did have the Adam’s apple, after all—but most accepted him as a woman.

They went to a lingerie store, and now Beau felt like he was out of his body, just a piece of meat being tugged around on a string. He heard a keening in his mind, sort of like tinnitus, but really loud.

Sophia talked to the girls, asked advice, and the girls spoke to Beau, and Beau suddenly realized people were talking to him. He was the center of a half a dozen beauties, and they were all chatting away, and it was about him. He heard words like transition, and transformation, and…something changed.

Suddenly the embarrassment faded.

In fact, it felt like some big piece of his mind had flipped over and proved to be…harmless.

Sophia noticed it. She noticed him starting to respond to questions, showing his teeth in a wan smile, looking around as if realizing where he was.

They finished shopping, and he had a big bag of kinky underwear. He had slips and bras and panties and…and bras? And why did they all have such big cups?

Sophia led him into a shoe store.

Flats. Low heels. And…high heels!

Lots of high heels!

She picked out sandals with heels, patent leather, sling backed, open toed…all sorts of heels.

He stood, a couple of inches taller, and Sophia had to buy some heels so she would be taller than him, and so she could act as an example when she taught him how to walk in heels.

They walked slowly through the malls, festooned with shopping bags, so many shopping bags that nobody could see how his ankles wobbled and he fought for balance.

Out into the parking lot and sunshine, and Beau started to giggle.

He looked like a girl. He was wearing lingerie and a dress, and nobody cared.

Oh, they looked at him, but now all the people didn’t even see him as a man. They saw him as a woman.

And he was learning how to make his heels click.

Click, click, click.

The sound of a powerful woman.

A sound designed to make men turn and stare because…damn! Look at that babe!

They stopped at a restaurant on the way home. Beau was loosening up. He didn’t object, he didn’t protest, he just went into the restaurant with Sophia.

They ate. He learned how to cut his hamburger into small pieces and eat like a lady. Heck, he learned to sit like a lady.

And he and Sophia talked. They discussed everything from politics to sports to the latest book.

It was easier being a woman than it was being a man. The words began to flow, he watched women around him, and he started trying to ape their mannerisms.

Sophia smiled. She was enjoying herself. She was getting paid for this, and it was fun. Beau was a pretty good sort, and he was adapting well to his situation.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

Beau was so into being a woman he was startled. Sophia laughed at the look on his face. “Go on, answer it. A phone is a girl’s best friend.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! You now have seven million dollars in your account.”

Numbly, Beau checked his phone. Yep. Seven million smackeroonies. But the real surprise was that he had adapted. Something was different in him now, and he didn’t care about being a woman…except that he liked the feel of the lingerie, the swish of the skirts. He even liked the feel of the make up on his face.

“Are you ready to go for eight million dollars?”

“Uh…yes.”

He was surprised by the certainty in his voice. Yes. He was a different person. He was learning how to not care what other people thought. He was learning to live his own life, free from judgement, free from considerations and other bull stuff.

Twenty-four hours before he had been fired, his wife had left him, and a dog had shat on his lawn.

But what did it matter?

His boss didn’t know him. His boss was a sexist pig. Well, piglet.

And his wife…after all he had done for her, loved her, supported her, cared for her…and she just up and leaves him? And not even for a man! For a woman! For a lesbian!

In fact, considering all that had happened to him, considering all that had been done for him, Sophia and the mystery voice seemed to care more for him than those other people.

“Okay, Mr. Dandy. Going for eight million greenbacks, here’s what you have to do.”

And then Beau wasn’t so sure.

And he was.

And he wasn’t.

His mind, which had seemed so clear cut and sparkling a moment before, was right back in the muddled up mix of the contest.

But, eight million dollars, he stood up when Sophia stood up, and he followed her out of the restaurant.

“You’re amazing,” Sophia said, gazing down on him.

Beau lay on a gurney and was being wheeled through a hospital. Two nurses accompanied him, and he had just had a long meeting with a doctor. He had been measured, and given medical tests, and…and he was about to go in for surgery.

Beau smiled, and watched the ceiling pass over him. Toot toot. The breast implant express.

They wheeled him into a room filled with machines. Machines to help him breath, to measure his biometrics, machines for everything.

The doctor walked into the room holding his gloved hands up. His face mask was tied on and he wore a white gown. He smiled at Beau. “Okay, Mr. Dandy, ready to go to sleep?”

Dandy nodded, the doctor nodded to the anesthesiologist, and the anesthesiologist placed a cup over Beau’s face.

“Count backwards, ma’am.”

Ma’am. The doctor knew, the nurses knew, but the anesthesiologist…did he know? Or was he just predicting the future?

Beau woke up. One second he was somewhere indefinable, living in grey and experiencing nothing, and the next second he was looking at a recovery room. The room was white, with green drapes, and a monitor over his head beeped continually.

“Hello, Beau.”

Sophia was sitting in a chair to the side. She was sitting up and she reached for his hand.

“Beau looked down.

His breasts were large under the sheets.

They would never flatten out and sag, they were too well built for that.

He would always have to wear a bra.

He blinked.

Always?

But he had planned to get these things taken out after the contest was over, after he had his ten million dollars all sewed up.

But looking at his new tits, he was suddenly uncertain. He had risked his life for this boobs. Every operation has risks, and he had risked all.

And they were…big.

“Wow,” he said.

“Those are really beautiful,” said Sophia. “And they’re large!”

“Are they larger than yours?”

“Oh, yes. You’ve got a pair of mountains to be proud of.”

A short while later the doctor came in, counseled him, and left. Shortly after that a nurse came in with a wheel chair.

Just getting out of the bed and into the wheel chair Beau knew he needed to be wheeled out. The boobs were so big he was totally off balance. If he walked he would likely fall.

So he rode in the wheel chair to the hospital entrance, and Sophia brought her car around.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

Beau answered his phone.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Your bank account now has eight million dollars in it!”

Beau checked, and sighed with happiness. He hurt a bit from the operation, at least felt uncomfortable, but he was rich. And he wasn’t maimed, or disfigured…he was…busty. And sort of proud. In a weird way he appreciated the mounds on his chest. He couldn’t wait to take off the thick bra that was supporting him and see what he really looked like.

“What’s next?” he asked.

“What’s next is a day of rest. Tomorrow night we will discuss your final challenges. Until then, rest up, recover, and prepare yourself mentally.

Beau found himself nodding, then he hung up the phone.

“Do you know what the challenge is going to be?”

“I know what nine is, but I have no idea what ten is.”

Beau sighed. In his mind he thought, I’m going to make it.

Then he had another thought, and it was a quite serious one.

They arrived at Beau’s home and Sophia helped him up the walk and through the front door.

The old homestead. The same old same old. Except it was all different.

It was different because he was different.

The changes in his mind, he looked at his home, his wife—ex-wife—his career…it was all different now.

Things that had seemed important were no longer important.

Things that had had him worried all night and throughout his life…no more.

He was changed.

He was immune to people and what they thought of him.

He was different.

And it felt good.

Inside the house Sophia let him walk on his own.

It felt so weird, staggering a bit, his body overbalanced. He had to get used to a whole, new body.

And that was okay.

Sophia went back to the bedroom straightaway. When Beau arrived she was taking off her clothes. She smiled at him and revealed her body.

He sat down on the bed and stared at her.

“What?”

And the important thought, the only important thought in his life right now, popped out.

“Do you love me?”

She was sitting in his wife’s vanity chair and she turned to look at him. She bit her lip and she actually seemed to be worried.

“It’s not supposed to happen, but it does. I think I do.”

He nodded, lowered his head and thought.

His wife didn’t love him. And he didn’t think he loved her. Not after the hateful things she had said, not after the way she had treated him.

Sophia, on the other hand, treated him with kindness and respect. The question now was…did he love Sophia.

She came and sat on the bed next to him. “What do you think.”

He was silent for the longest time, sorting through his thoughts.

Normally, such a question had to be dealt with quickly, no doubt allowed. But they both knew the reality of the moment. She was his guide, for lack of a better word. She had obligations to the mystery voice and his people. Yet, those obligations would likely be discharged on the morrow, and then…then there were decisions to be made.

He looked at her. “What about all the stuff I’m going through?”

She pressed her lips together, gave a wan smile, and said, “What about it? You’re you, no matter what sex your body is.”

He nodded, and she blurted, “Do you want to fuck me?”

Then she was hugging him, and she was crying. “It wasn’t supposed to happen. I’ve helped people in these situations before, but you…you’re special!”

He held her, felt her tears on his shoulder.

She sniffed. “Can we fuck?”

He gave a rueful smile. “My dick isn’t very big.”

“I don’t care.”

Beau got undressed. He left the bra on, but he took his panties off, and Sophia stared at his little nubbin.

“You sucked me last night. You know how small I am. How can you fall in love with me when my dick is only this big?”

“I told you. I’m falling in love with you, not your silly, little penis.”

The way she said it made him chuckle.

They slipped into bed and held each other. She felt his dick, and he felt her pussy. They lay there, occasionally kissing, always fondling, and the moment grew.

Beau put a leg between hers and rolled over. She spread wide, and held him, and they felt the awesomeness of the way their breasts brushed each other.

“You are so stacked,” she said, and they laughed.

Then he put his penis in her. Sort of.

Four inches isn’t much, and it rested just inside her vagina.

She felt it. And it felt good, but it was frustrating. It was as if, not to make a pun, she was short changed.

He couldn’t thrust too far, and he couldn’t pull out too much, but he could do those motions a little. So they humped and bumped and made the most of a delicate situation.

In the end, he squirted, and it wasn’t much.

But it wasn’t because of the shortness of his dick that made it so…lacking. It was the changes in his mind.

And, having cum, he began to work on her, and this was when the fun started.

He slithered down and used his mouth, enjoying the taste of himself in her.

Then he used his fingers, and his fingers had more girth than a penis. As long as he knew how to use his fingers he didn’t need a penis.

For an hour they fucked then, him bringing her to multiple orgasms, and him being pleased not by his own orgasm, but solely by the fact of giving her orgasms.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

It was four in the afternoon, and Beau and Sophia had had a delightful day. They had gone out to eat, come home to swim, and Beau had even gotten out of his bra for a short while.

It was heavenly to experience his breasts.

He felt like a real woman.

But now it was four and the dreaded phone call had come.

“Are you ready for your ninth million? Mr. Dandy?”

Beau nodded. “Yes. I am.”

“Excellent. Get dressed and be ready. Your limo arrives at six o’clock.”

Beau hung up. “Let’s get ready.”

They took their time. Beau was still learning, and he would be for a while, and Sophia taught him how to dress up.

He wore a slinky, black dress with a slit up the side, and cut low enough to show his boobs. He was a few inches taller courtesy of high heeled strappies.

Sophia brushed his hair out, fixed his make up, and then got ready herself.

At six o’clock, precisely, the limo drove up.

Sophia and Beau click clicked down the walk and the driver held the door open. The way he looked at Beau he had no idea he was a male.

Sophia and Beau sat in the back seat, had a drink, and the limo took them downtown.

They stopped at a club and the limo driver held the door for them once again. They got out and looked around.

A line of people waiting to go into a warehouse. But they weren’t just ordinary people.

They were beautiful men and women, who might be women and men.

It was difficult to tell, but an Adam’s apple here, a gesture there, a look always…these people were not all that they seemed.

“Come along, Beau.” The fellow was large and well dressed. He had a squarish face and a sly smile.

They walked to a side entrance, up a short flight of stairs, and into the back area of the building. A woman was waiting for Beau.

“Hello, dear. You look lovely.” The woman’s name was Marsha, and she gave Sophia and Beau hugs and air kisses, and led them into a small room. The only thing in the room was a piano.

“What is this?”

“Sophia, you may go. You can pick him up after the show.”

“What show?”

Sophia squeezed Beau’s hand and left.

“Beau, your ninth challenge is to go out and entertain the people.”

“What?”

“We know you like to sing, and I’ll accompany you on the piano. Any requests?”

Beau was once again dazed. It was one thing to go out in public, it was another thing to go out in public and demand to be the center of attention.

“I can’t do this.”

“A million dollars bets you can.”

He was silent at that.

“How about ‘Shot through the heart?’ It’s easy, easy to follow, got a nice, bouncy rhythm, and any mistakes you make will be covered by the music.

Beau sook his head in the negative, but Marsha kept smiling and nodding in the positive.

Sophia went to the bar. This was it. They were getting close now. She was pretty sure Beau would be able to sing on stage. And even if he was terrible, the crowd would love it.

She wandered through the crowd. She didn’t know anybody, but…oh, fuck! And she suddenly knew what the ninth challenge was really all about.

The curtains drew back and Beau stood with a microphone in his hand.

He was beautiful, and the crowd immediately hushed.

Marsha played the piano, set up the intro, and before he knew it he was rasping out:

You're a real tough cookie

With a long history

The crowd loved it, and not just because they were kind. They loved it because he was doing a good job.

Knock me down, it's all in vain

I get right back up on my feet again!

He was doing perfect! He was a hit! And then the other shoe dropped.

“Beau? Beau?”

Nora climbed on to the stage.

Was helped onto the stage, probably by the people behind the mysterious voice.

“Is that really you?”

Beau stopped singing, and his heart dropped. From the highest heights he had suddenly been dropped into the proverbial pits of despair.

“This is what you do?” She was a bit soused, and she was mean and vindictive. “You changed into a woman? What are you? A transvestite or something? I’m ashamed of you.”

Beau’s face turned grey. His eyes were tormented.

But, Sophia realized from the audience, If he had any feelings of love left for this monster…they were gone now.

“Nora,” he mumbled.

She rode right over him.

“Your dick is so short. I can’t believe you did this!”

The crowd was silent. There were a few unhappy faces, but they had been taken by surprise. Given enough time people would have spoken out, but they didn’t need to. From the pits of despair Beau suddenly snapped, “It wasn’t my dick that was small, it was your hole that was big!”

Nora blinked and stopped, her mouth open. For the years of her marriage she had taken control, but the worm had finally spoken up.

She tried to gain the upper hand again. “You aren’t even a man!”

He said, “But I’m better looking than you.”

That was when the crowd woke up. A smattering of cheers grew, then became a deluge of cheers.

Nora was confused, and a woman, her new lover, was dragging her from the stage.

And the music started up again.

Hit me with your best shot!

When it was over Sophia came back stage and collected Beau.

She was happy and proud. And so was he.

They left through the side entrance and the limo driver found them.

Once in the back of the car: TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

They got out at the Bonaventure and rode up an outside elevator. They held hands and watched the city reach out to the horizons.

“Wow.”

“Yes. Wow.”

At the top they were escorted down a long hallway and into a penthouse. As they entered the hand clapping started.

There were hundreds of people, all dressed to the nines, all cheering, clapping Beau on the back.

They were led through the large room to a man sitting on a couch. He was holding a cell phone and he put it aside as Sophia and Beau approached.

“Congratulations, Beau. Nine million dollars. That’s quite a sum.”

“I…yes…thanks.”

Beau stared around the room. He met eyes, received thumbs up, and was the man of the hour.

“Have a seat, Beau.”

There were cameras, and the scene was shown on big wide screen TVs around the room, but most people tried to crowd in and listen from as close as they could.

The Mystery Voice smiled, and said, “As I told you in the beginning. We are a jaded group, always searching for a thrill. We live vicariously through you.”

Beau nodded, and and Sophia held his hand tightly.

“This last challenge. If you refuse, you may simply stand up and walk out. Nothing said. Of course your riches will evaporate and you’ll be back to, what was it? $427.28?”

Again, Beau nodded.

He was nervous, but not frightened. All the things they had asked him to do, he was different now. Heck, he could walk out without the ten million dollars and still be a winner. The changes in him were that profound.

But…ten million dollars. It would be better to have it.

“Your tenth challenge, the one that secures for you all the cash and even the friendship and admiration of all these kind people.”

“Yes?” Beau raised his sculpted eyebrows.

“We would like you to…”

Beau lay on the table in the center of the penthouse. He was covered with sheets, except for his groin. His legs were apart and his package, small cock and all, were fully exposed.

Sophia stood next to him, holding his hand.

Around them were the people, packed together, jockeying for a better view.

“You’re sure about this?”

“Yep. I’m too small. I can’t really satisfy you, and, let’s face it, I couldn’t even satisfy my wife.”

“Yes, but…”

“Besides. We can always get dildos. Strap ons. Think of the variety we’ll be able to experience.

Sophia tried her last argument. “But I’m one of these people! I’m rich! You can keep your dick and still be worth ten million dollars. More than ten million dollars!”

From the crowd a voice yelled. “Doctor coming through!”

The crowd parted and a doctor, complete with white gown and a very sharp looking scalpel, came through. He stepped up to the table and asked, “Last chance, Beau. Do you want to go through with this and get the ten million dollars? Or do you want to walk away?”

Beau patted Sophia’s hand and looked the doctor in the eye.

“Do it, Doc. I’ll be a better person for it.”

The crowd cheered, and the doctor reached for Beau’s nuts.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


She Wanted It Bigger

Man, did she get a surprise!

Grace Mansfield


AUTHOR’S NOTE

This story is a take off on a previous one I wrote, ‘He Wanted It Tighter.’ A reader wrote in, he loved the story, but pointed out that I was always writing about guys being over sexed boneheads, and couldn’t a girl sort of be that way?

Well, my first response was that guys are oversexed boneheads. But then I thought about it…and I decided to give to give Lucas his day in the sun. Here you go, honey. Hope it’s what you wanted.

PART ONE

“Lucas…you won’t believe what I bought.”

I looked at my wife with a slanted eyebrow. “A new Ferrari?”

“Come on…” Boy, was she excited. Her beautiful blues were shining.

“Okay, a swimming pool. I need a dip.” I did, too. Tired from work, I needed a drink and a dip.

“Get real…” She was almost jumping up and down and I grinned. I love it when my sexy wife jumps up and down. She’s well endowed.

“An all expense paid vacation in North Korea? Yippee! I get to meet a dictator.”

She suddenly went sad on me. That’s my wife, she’s always got lots of energy, especially when she gets some great, new idea. And when other people aren’t as excited she gets sad.

“Okay, Misty. I’m sorry. Tell me what great, new thing you bought.”

I loosened my tie and headed for the kitchen.

“It was on sale and they just delivered it…”

I poured myself a drink. bourbon and Coke. It’s the only way to fly.

“It’s made in Bangkok, and I got the big, economy size…”

I sipped, mmm, bubbles of fizz up the nose, a bit of the sweetness of Coke, and the real juice slithered down my throat and went wooosh!

“Okay, so what is it?”

“Here!” she held out a little box. It was black with white lettering and a little image that looked like a retarded atom.

I took it and read it. ‘Ultra Core Gel. The superior choice for penis enlargement and penis growth.’

I gave her one of those looks. Head down, eyes up, are you serious?

“Honey! Honey! You’re going to be so big!”

I sighed and kept reading, and, oh, the hype…

A bigger penis can mean a world of opportunities.

As if all those Fortune 500 companies hired you because of the size of your dick. I could see it now, fuck the resume, drop your drawers and let us measure you. Gave a whole new meaning to the word ‘performance,’ you know?

And:

When it comes to penis enlargement supplements,

you should know there are rundown used cars

and there are exotic Italian sports cars.

And I had just been joking about a Ferrari. Silly me.

And:

The only supplement with VI-PEX and STEM technology.

Man, those Bangkokians were really getting high tech!

And, at the bottom of the box were four big words:

SIZE!GROWTH1LENGTH!HARDNESS!

I handed the box back to Misty and shook my head. “Sorry, babe.”

“What? What do you mean sorry?”

She opened the box and took out a squat bottle. She started to unscrew it. “Take your pants off.

I placed my hand over hers and stopped her unscrewing. Unscrewing? Does that sound funny?

I said, “Look, I appreciate the gesture, but I’m not about to put some foreign substance on my poor Willy.

“What? Why not?”

“First, because it’s from Bangkok, and, let’s face it, they do weird stuff over there. They make men into ‘lady boys.’ Do you want to risk that?”

“But it’s guaranteed to make you bigger!”

“Yeah, about that. I’m not big enough for you?”

She got that pouty look. “You’re big enough…” she went back to being excited, jumping up and down, “but Lucas, I’ve always been curious! I mean, what would a truly stupendously, big penis feel like? Can you image? So big it takes your breath away, you feel like all your nerves are being blasted, and deep, so deep!”

“Look, babe. I know you’ve always liked big, and I know that I’m only 9 inches, but can’t you content yourself with that? I mean…Ultra Core Gel? It sounds like something a Nigerian scientist would invent.

She blinked at that one. Okay, I sort of blinked, too.

But I was right! Putting strange chemicals on your best friend is not a wise thing to do. I mean, your ding dong could get burned, or turn colors, or become permanently soft, or misfigured, or…or… “I’m not putting that goo on my pecker.”

She lowered her eyes and frowned. For a second I thought she was going to try the tear thing. But she looked at my face and realized that I was serious.

So she tried the other thing. “Okay, if you can’t do this one, little thing for me…then I’m not going to spread my legs for you. Ever again.

I kept the smile off my face. “Oh, no. You mean I have to…to masturbate?”

She got a shocked look on her face. “Don’t you dare!”

“But…but…but I have to! Men are built different! All that nasty semen, it has to go somewhere. Why, it might back up in my balls, my balls would start to swell up and…and they might explode!

“They won’t,” she turned away.

“But you can’t take a chance, honey. Why, if my balls exploded…maybe my cock would explode.” I stopped myself from saying that her Bangkok Dick Goo might definitely make it explode, “could you imagine that? My poor, little dick goes BANG! and not in a pleasant way. All I’ve got left is a stumpy, little thing that could never please you.”

“Oh, shut up.”

I turned her gently around. She looked up at me with those big, innocent eyes, and I said, “Honey, are you really going to forsake my little dingaling over this?”

I took her hand and placed it over my crotch. She could feel me throbbing.

My wife may not be the sharpest tool in the shed, but she certainly was the sexiest, and I really did love her.

She felt my cock pulsing, and she tried to keep a frown on as she squeezed it.

“Honey? Are you really going to give up cock? I mean, if you don’t use your pussy it might start shrinking, get all shrivel-y.”

Her frown was trying to transmute into a giggle.

“No more cockie for Misty. No more cockie for Misty.” I chanted as I took a big gulp of whiskey and pulled my pants down.

Okay, I’m not the biggest tool in the drawer, but 9 inches isn’t bad. And Misty, my loving wife, had agreed with me on several occasions.

I placed her hand on my shaft. She has small hands and she had to use two to get around my knob.

“Just think, this little pussy pleaser will no longer give you pleasure. Why, you might start to have to diddle your own self off.”

I kissed her. She has the most delicious lips, and there was nothing I liked more than sucking their softness.

She kissed me back, and her hands were starting to move back and forth.

I unbuttoned her blouse and let out her big girls. Oh, they were magnificent. Double D? Hell, she was way beyond double Ds. And maybe that was why she was so obsessed with big dicks. I mean, every guy forever stared at her boobs, and that was understandable, but it might make her size conscious. It might be the subtle, psychological reason that she was obsessed with big dicks.

My wife, the size queen.

But, I understood.

I mean, every guy wants to fuck every girl, so why shouldn’t the ladies wonder what a truly big pecker would feel like?

I undid her bra and her bosoms, truly incredible, fell into my hands.

I left off the kissing and went to the nipples. I massaged her breasts and sucked one nipple, then the other, back and forth.

Misty arched her back and murmured, “Oh…”

“Honey,” I said, “Please don’t give this up…”

And, she fooled me. She actually pushed me away, in spite of her own flowing juices, and stamped her foot.

“I mean it! You don’t try Ultra Core and you don’t get any!”

I sighed. God, she made me horny. The only thing sexier than a beautiful, big-titted woman is a beautiful, big-titted woman that you love.

“You’re making me sad,” I said, and I finished my drink.

“You’ll be sadder when I’m done with you,” and she flounced off.

Heck, she was probably right. but…no Ultra Core for me. I poured myself another drink.

So the evening went. We ate, I read a little, then we watched TV.

Misty was determined to bend me to her will. She wore a sexy negligee and a half bra. Man, that woman…she is built!

And, I have to admit it, my cock was at full mast all night.

Then we went to bed. She was naked. Very naked. Like all the way naked. And I couldn’t sleep. Knowing her big breasts, her luscious lips, her incredibly tight pussy, were just a roll away.

But she was determined. And she gave sultry sighs and kept her back to me.

I tried spooning. The feel of my weenie pressed between her buns always does it to her.

But it didn’t work this time.

And, finally, I turned over and tried to think of baseball. My damned cock was hard as a metal baseball bat.

She rolled over and spooned me. Fuck! I could feel her large breasts pressed against me. Her nipples were stiff and I could feel them poking my skin. She reached around and grabbed my cock. She began stroking it.

I rolled over, and so did she.

“Damn, Misty! If you’re going to withhold your charms I get it, but don’t tease me.”

I rolled over, and she rolled over and spooned me again.

Finally, after a few rolls that led nowhere, I got up and went into the living room.

That was probably the first night we slept separately since we were married. I didn’t like it.

And so the week went. She would greet me at the door wearing next to nothing, or just nothing. She would be all made up and sexy, and she would kiss me passionately. And play with my favorite toy. And…nothing.

Whenever I started to rev up the motor she went cold.

Fucking bitch! How do women do that?

And, by the next weekend I was desperate.

I jacked. I had to. I hadn’t jacked since I was in high school and caught a glimpse of Mrs. Johnson’s bloomers. But…I was desperate.

And Misty picked up on it right away. Suddenly, I wasn’t hard. I wasn’t desperate. Laying in bed she felt my big cock just lay in her hand. like a dead slug.

“What the fuck? Did you whack off?”

I turned to her. “Honey, I’m sorry. It’s the only time I have masturbated since we got married. But if you are going to tease me and not please me…I’ve got to.”

We had a long talk then, and, miracle of miracles, she actually apologized.

When’s the last time a woman ever did that? Eh?

And we went back to kissing and snuggling and, a few nights later we once again consummated our marriage.

And I thought she had forgotten about Ultra Core Gel. Silly me. She had gone to plan B.

Another week passed, and we lived our lives. We worked, we went to a movie on Friday night, we played golf on Saturday morning, we had a small barbecue party for a few friends on Saturday night, and we drank a little more than usual.

In fact, Misty kept feeding me drinks. I’m talking to Johnny and Russ, and Shirley and Bonnie, and she kept a drink in my hand.

The others drank beer, I drank whiskey. Coke and bourbon. How could I say no.

And, by the time everybody left I was feeling a bit sloshy.

Not stupid drunk, just sort of dumb drunk. I had to be careful when I walked, and I had to be careful when speaking. And I did have to be careful. After all, I wanted to get amorous. It had been a few days, my cock was feeling a bit sprightly. Heck, it was harder than a tire iron for a big rig, and I needed some relief.

“Great party, hon,” I said carefully, bringing in some dishes.

She put another drink in my hand even as she put the dishes in the sink.

“Hey, I don’t know how much more I can take. I’m getting pretty high.”

“That’s good.”

“Why’s it good?” I asked, looking at the amber fluid in the glass.

She turned to me, gave me a sexy look, and said, “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck a sloppy drunk.”

Oh, God! I quaffed that drink in a second. I put the glass on the counter and I took her in my arms. “Your command is my wish, el babe-o.”

We kissed, and it wasn’t one of those little peck-a-roonies. Or a quick nibble. It was a full bore lip on lip juice-a-roonie.

Man, she gobbled me. She chewed my mouth half off, and she whispered, “I put on some new lipstick for you.”

I had already smushed it off her, but I said, “You are the most incredible, beautiful woman in the world.”

“It had plumper in it.”

“Plumper?”

“Makes my lips plumper. Did you like kissing plumper lips?”

“Oh, God, I drunkenly mumbled. “Plumper lips are better.”

“So bigger is better,” she whispered, and she kissed me.

And I didn’t get it.

We went into the bedroom. Well, she went, I staggered along with her arm to help me keep balance.

She pulled her clothes off quickly. Normally she is slower, almost acts shy, but this time she was in a hurry. I guess she really did want to see what it was like to fuck a sloppy drunk.

She pushed me back on the bed, squatted on me and fed me her tits.

“Do you like my big boobs?”

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled over a mouthful of nipple and flesh.

“Do you like how big they are?”

“Oh, honey. Your big breaths are the besht.”

She giggled and said, “So bigger is better.”

“Oh, yeah,” and I didn’t get it.

She pushed my head down and I began Frenching her pussy.

Oh, man, there is nothing I like better than pussy pie. Especially when the pussy is tight and sweet smelling like Misty’s. It has always amazed me how tight she is. Mmm. Good.

She pulled me up, somehow turned me over on my back and that was okay. Cowgirl is good. Woman in control is great. I prepared to let her take the reins and fuck me into stupidland.

She squatted on me, then stopped.

“Honey, I’m too tight. I need some lube.”

“Well, baby, you better get shome lube. Some lube.”

She laughed and hopped off me. A quick dash into the bathroom and she was back. She slathered the lube all over my cock. Heaps and gobs. So much she used a wash cloth.

“Isn’t that too much?”

“Oh, no,” she said. Besides, I’m so tight, and you’re so big…”

“Okay, baby, come to papa…”

“Not yet, let me get you in the mood some more.”

“Oh, baby, I’m in the mood. Now.”

She giggled. I loved her giggle. Man, did I want to sink my pecker into her lush bush.

But she put me off, she kissed me, sucked my nipples, and she played with my balls…for a long time.

And I didn’t think about it much at the time, but she kept glancing at the clock. And then, maybe 15 minutes had passed, she gleefully yelped, “Time!” And she hopped on me.

I mean, she sank right down that pole and splatted.

“Good, Lard!” I muttered, “How much lube did you use?”

“Enough, baby. Now come on. Fuck me good.”

I flipped her over and started pumping.

Normally, I take my time, but we had already taken our time. My edge was actually over-foreplayed out, so I just rammed and slammed and jammed, and Misty held on. She likes to be a rag doll every once in a while.

And, I’ll admit it, I was a little drunk, I wasn’t the nice polite lover that some women require.

But…heck…sometimes it’s fun.

Misty started moaning under me.

I gobbled her breasts and she manhandled my balls. I kept slamming my pelvis into hers.

She rolled her head back and started to cum.

Oh, yeah. That’s what I like. Nothing makes me cum like my wife cumming.

“Fuck…fuck…” she whispered and bit my shoulder.

“Yeah….yeah….OOOH!” I began to shoot. Ooodles and noodles of white squirtem, deposited directly into her quim.

We lurched and surged and let the white heat take us into oblivi-land. Man, it was good.

And…it wasn’t. Too much lube, she felt a little loose. But I didn’t think anything about that. After all, I was drunk, and drunks are notoriously stupid

And I didn’t get it.

I awoke the next morning with a groan. Oh, my head. It felt like somebody had put the shot…and hit my noggin. Fuck.

I slid out of bed. I was still a little drunk, but more hung over. I staggered into the bathroom and sat and let the water drain.

Funny thing. You drink a lot of water and you drain a lot. But you drink a lot of booze and sometimes your mouth is dry. It was one of those times.

Still, I remembered the night before, and I smiled. I had the most beautiful wife in the world. And we had just made mad, passionate love.

I stepped into the shower and started soaping. My dick had some gooey stuff on it, the lube must have really been thick, and I stroked my dick and cleaned it off. I didn’t sing, as is my wont, because I didn’t want to wake Misty up. And the hot water sobered me a bit, took away most of my headache, and by the time I stepped out and dried off I was feeling pretty chipper.

Humming happily to myself I buffed my butt with the towel and stepped back into the bedroom.

The washcloth Misty had used when putting lube on my cock was laying on the floor next to the bed.

I leaned over and picked it up and went back into the bathroom. I lifted the hamper top and stopped. There was a curious yellow substance on the wash cloth. I frowned and looked at it. Weird. Didn’t look like any of Misty’s make up, or feminine products. Huh. Must be something new. So I started to toss it into the hamper and…stopped. My eyes focused. My heart stopped. I saw the empty box in the trash.

The empty Ultra Core Gel box.

Empty.

The empty bottle next to it.

Empty.

With a yellow residue around the neck of the bottle.

I looked at the wash cloth.

I looked at the residue on the bottle.

I looked at my dick.

I looked at the wash cloth.

The same yellow substance.

I finally got it.


PART TWO

“MISTY!” My voice was not gentle.

“Huh…uh…what?” she sat up. She hadn’t drunk as much as me, and she was alert, and I could see it in her eyes.

“You put that shit on me!”

“What…huh?”

Playing dumb.

I yanked the covers off and grabbed her by the biceps and made her face me. “You put that fucking Ultra Cock Gel on my pecker! Didn’t you?”

“Ow!”

I let go immediately. She may have done the stupidest thing out of all the stupidest things ever done in the world, but…I don’t mistreat women.

Although, I have to admit, the tone of my voice didn’t support that idea at the moment.

“You fucking put that bigger dick goo on me. I saw the empty box, the empty bottle. You knew I didn’t want that!”

She started to cry.

God, I hate it when women win arguments by crying.

But, I was so mad I didn’t cave to her manipulation.

“Don’t even start,” I warned. “You knew I didn’t want that stuff on me, and you did it anyway.”

She actually started to blubber. Like for real. “I’m sorry, I just thought…I really wanted…”

“You wanted a big dick and you didn’t care how you got it, even if it meant sacrificing my health.”

“But you’re all healthy! There’s nothing wrong with you!”

“How do you know? How do you know what is going to happen? How could you do this!”

Oh, I was beside myself.

“But I’m sorry! I’ll make it up to you!”

I ran out of words. One second I was spouting, and then…then it was all too much, and I sputtered to a stop. I stood there, and shook my head.

Misty was actually feeling honestly contrite. She saw how upset I was, and I think she was actually sorry for what she had done.

I turned around and walked out of the bedroom.

She was after me like a shot. “Lucas? What are you going to do?”

I went into the living room and picked up my cell phone.

“Honey? Baby? what are you going to do?”

“I’m calling Rod Livingstone. That’s what I’m doing.”

Rod and I go back a long way. We were in college together, and when he went to med school we stayed in touch. We were still in the same town, we hung with the same crowd, and we even were room mates for a short while. Till he got married.

So, if anybody was going to tell me the straight goods, it would be Doc Rod.

“Rod, Lucas here. I’ve got a problem, can I come talk to you?”

Misty was sitting listening to me, sniffling her eyes out. She still wanted to win the argument by crying.

“Sure, man. Come on over.”

Glaring at Misty I walked out the door, hoped into my car, and squealed my tires down the driveway.

Rod lives uptown. Has an apartment near the hospital, and has no trouble affording it.

Heck, we both did well after college. I wasn’t there, however, to talk about stocks. I had more important things on my mind.

He buzzed me up, I took the stairs three at a time and when I entered the hallway he was at his door, looking the other way, at the elevator.

“Hey, buddy. You‘re in a hurry. Must be serious.”

“Man, it’s more serious than sepsis,” I walked past him and headed for his office. I plopped down in the patient’s chair and waited for him to have a seat.

“So, would you like a drink? Or would you like to get down and dirty?”

“Both. You mix and I’ll talk.”

Rod got back up, went to the wet bar and mixed us a couple. As he poured and stirred I explained the situation.

“Misty got some crazy idea in her head about wanting me to have a bigger cock.”

He turned and gave me the stunned gimlet eye. Having been roomies he knew I wasn’t hurting in the package department.

“So she orders this crazy stuff, the ‘Ultra Cock Gel,’ and gets me drunk last night and slathers it on, pretends it’s lube. I wake up this morning and found she’s put this…this STUFF on me. And I have to know if it’s dangerous.

He was sitting now, and we were drinks in hand, and he nodded. “Okay, I’m not going to so much as chuckle. I know you’re a clean freak, I understand this can actually be traumatic. What was the name of the stuff?

“Ultra Cock, I think. It was a Gel.

He turned to the computer on the side of his desk and began typing. After a half a minute he said, “Is this it?” He turned the monitor towards me.

“Yeah, that’s it.” I recognized the box and the bottle.

“Hmmm,” he began reading. He mumbled. “It’s called Ultra Core Gel,’ not ‘Ultra Cock,’ though I like your name better. Let’s see, bigger penis, safe, yeah, right, harder, stronger…my God, look at these pictures!”

I looked over his shoulder.

Some of them were obviously photo shopped. Big penises, 12 inches long, and the background was warped where they blew the photos up.

Others were…real. I gawked.

“Before is soft, after is…what’d they use? Some kind of special lens? This would look big on a fucking elephant!”

Picture after picture of giant penises. Close ups, with a far away backgrounds. before and after. A penis next to a forearm.

Then we came to ‘the one.’ And it was a horse’s dick. I swear, it was an actual photo of a horse’s dick, and they were trying to pass it off as human!

Rod started laughing.

I blinked. his laughter was contagious, and I could feel myself wanting to at least chuckle.

“Okay, okay,” he finally muttered. “I know this is serious, but let me read the ingredients.”

So he read the fine print, blew it up so he could read it.

Over his shoulder I saw ‘WARNING! Ingredents pat pending! ‘

He chuckled again. “Can’t even spell ingredients.”

And, finally, he swiveled back to me and grinned. “Well, he drawled, the patient will die if he gets another boner.”

I knew it wasn’t serious then.

“In mah perfessional opinin,” he mocked, “Ya better stay away from skanky pussy and shrunken tits.”

I was finally starting to smile. God, it felt good. Like he said, I’m a clean freak. And a health freak. I am very careful about what I put in my body.

He sobered up. “Seriously. There are absolutely no harmful ingredients in this thing. Ingredents,” he mispronounced with a grin. “You might feel a teensy, weensy burn, they probably want to convince you that something is happening, but, honestly, nothing. Nada. Zilch. Zip.

“Fuck,” I said.

He stood up and poured a couple of more drinks.

“So, tell me about your lovely wife and how you are inadequate.”

I snorted. “I can’t believe it. I mean, I always make her happy. I don’t know where she got this bug in her bonnet.

He toasted me, “Here’s to women.”

I lifted my own glass. “They can be smart, and they can be dumb, and they can always be aggravating.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We sipped, and I was starting to feel good. Heck, I still had a bit of alcohol in my system from last night. This would put me right back on the edge.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?”

“About the fact that your dick is too short for your wife? No, just kidding. But…there’s got to be some way to make Misty see the light. I mean, false alarm this time, but giving people ‘potions’ can be damned dangerous. Some Lady Boy could had pissed in your mdeicine, and then your pecker starts shrinking…Misty has to become educated as to the dangers here.”

“Hmm. I don’t know. I like a practical joke…but I’ve always been careful around Misty.”

“Heck, you guys are solid. If I had to bet on who’s going to remain married for the rest of their lives I would bet on you guys.”

“Yeah, but…” I cogitated.

And he cogitated.

And we drank.

And, suddenly, he raised a finger. “You know, there is something…”

“What?”

And he told me.

Oh, fuck. I started laughing right then, and I laughed all the way home, and it was hard not to laugh when I entered the house.

“Honey? Is it all right?”

I nodded, very serious. “Rod says I’ll live, but there could be side effects.”

“Really? What kind of side effects.”

“Well, it’s not going to get bigger, if that’s what you’re hoping,” I spoke dryly.

“Lucas,  I told you I’m sorry. What are these side effects?”

“He said I might feel a bit of numbness.”

“Numb?” she started to look worried.

“Yeah, like my nerves in my cock might be damaged.”

“What?”

“It’s too soon to tell, I might not know for a week or so, but…he wanted me to have you call him.”

“Me?”

“Look he just used a bunch of medical mumbo jumbo. I couldn’t follow it, except for the fact that my dick might have no sensation. That’s sort of where I stopped thinking. He said he’d be home until three. So call if you want. Or don’t.”

I made a show of being thoroughly unhappy and I walked back into the bedroom.

And I listened. It didn’t sound like she was moving, then I heard her footsteps into the hall. And she turned into my home office. Excellent. She was going to use the landline.

I listened, tried to time it right, and I did. I lifted the phone in our room and listened in.

Ring! Ring!

“Hi, Misty.” Rod sounded appropriately serious.

“Hi, Rod, Lucas just got home and he was saying something about losing feeling down…down there.”

“Oh, man. This is one of those calls I wish I didn’t have to…Listen, Misty, I didn’t want to panic Lucas, but the situation is serious.

“Oh, God. No! I didn’t want to hurt him. I didn’t….”

“Misty, I’m worried that his penis may never feel anything again. At that point it might start to shrink. It’s the stupid old saying, ‘Use it or lose it.’”

“But what can I do?”

“Well, there’s two things. First, sex is good. If gets enough sex he might be able to get past the infection.”

“Okay. I can do that.”

I grinned mightily.

“And the other thing, this might be embarrassing, but I need to tell you…”

“Just tell, Rod. I need to know what I can do.”

“Well, there’s a specific enzyme in saliva that will fight the infection.”

“There is?”

“Yes. It’s called the ‘Ineedalotofblows’ enzyme.” He muffled his voice and coughed a little bit so she couldn’t make out exactly what he said.

“Ineed—“

“Yes,” he interrupted her, “the problem is that it can’t be administered by hand.”

“Don’t they have bottles of it or something?”

“No, and it is only in the saliva. And the saliva must be applied without any contact with oxygen. You can’t just spit in your hand and rub it on his dick.”

“So how do I…oh.”

“Yes, it’s got to be applied orally. By you. And a lot of it. If you could keep his penis immersed in saliva I’ll bet that would defuse the whole situation, maybe even completely cure him.”

“Oh, okay.” I could hear the determination in her voice. She had done her man wrong…and she was going to do him right.

I held the phone away and covered my mouth.

“Did you hear something?” she asked.

“Like what?”

“Somebody…it sounded like laughter.”

“Nope. But I’ve got a loose connection here. Must be something on my end.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Now, those are the specific medications I can recommend, but there are a few other things.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“Well, he’s got to take it easy. He should be in bed a lot, and lots of good food. And, I know this may sound sort of silly, but chocolate has a lot of healthy benefits. If he eats chocolates…that might really help. And alcohol. Alcohol will definitely put him in the pink.” I almost laughed out loud at his choice of words.

“And, for God’s sake, don’t get him upset. If he gets aggravated, the blood will flow, and we don’t want him excited. We just want him relaxed and peaceful. Except for the, uh, other medicine I’ve prescribed.”

And Misty, bless her heart, said, “So he must remain calm, except for when I, uh, administer saliva.”

“You’ve got it, my dear. You’ve really got it.”

“What if…what if he cums when I’m putting the saliva on him?”

“That’s okay. It means he’s feeling things. Cumming is good. The patient should have as many orgasms as you can give him.”

I could feel the conversation winding down, so I hung up the receiver as gently as I could. Then I hopped onto the bed and made like I was dozing. A minute later I heard her enter the room. She came to the side of the bed and looked down on me.

“Honey?”

“Uh…oh, yeah?” I yawned and faced her. I kept my face carefully neutral.

“Uh, I talked to the doctor, and honey, I am so sorry. If I had known there was any danger I never would have—“

“It’s okay,” I mumbled. “I know.”

“If there’s any way I could make it up to you…” she leaned over me and began to fondle my crotch.

BOING!

“Well, thanks, but I don’t think…”

She had my zipper down and my cock was growing rapidly.

“I mean, I’ve been bad, and I love you so much…if there’s anything…does this feel good?”

She had her hands in my pants and was fondling my balls.

I gulped. “Oh, God. Yes.”

“Then you can feel it?”

Oh, crap!

“Yeah. Sort of. I can feel the balls, but my dick…it’s well, sort of.”

She pulled my penis out and put her mouth over it. She stared at me, those sexy, baby blues wormed into my heart, and she began to suck my cock.

I’ve been around a while. I’ve sampled a few ladies, and I’ve experienced a few blow jobs. but I have never…NEVER…had a blow job like the one she gave me right then.

I mean, she slurped. Her plump lips went up and down, and her tongue caressed my skull. And all the time she was looking at me with her big, blue eyes. God! It was good.

And she handled my balls gently, squeezing them, treating them like they were ben wah balls, rolling them around and squeezing them.

Heysoos,” I said. “I can almost feel that.”

“Oh, honey,” she almost sobbed as she sucked my dick deep into throat. Her lips were tender and carrying, and she took her time.

Thank God I had just cum. But even at that, I almost came again.

And she would stop every once in a while and ask, “Did you feel that? Was that okay?”

I kept nodding, and trying not to respond with too much excitement.

Finally, I bent and lifted her up, brought her to me.

“Honey, that was spectacular. At least, I think it was. And I thank you. But I was intending to mow the lawn today.”

“Oh, no!”

“What?”

“I mean, I need some exercise, and some sun, I was thinking of mowing the lawn myself.”

“But the power mower doesn’t work. That’s a lot of work using the old push mower.”

“That’s okay. That’s great,” she bubbled. “I’ll get lots of exercise.”

“Well, okay. If you insist. Maybe I can come out on the patio and…and get some sun.”

“Of course, honey, here, let me help you.”

She got under my arm, treated me like I was fragile, old, and needed a rocker. She helped me out to the patio and helped me into a lounge chair. “Now you just sit here and I’ll—What are you doing?”

“Getting up. I need a beer.”

“Oh, no…no. I’ll get you one.”

She pushed me back in the lounge chair and ran into the kitchen. She brought out a bottle of Corona and asked, “Is that cold enough?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

“Okay, you just stay here and I’ll do the lawn and you just relax and…and call me if you need anything. Okay?”

“Call you I…sure. I’ll call you.”

I sat on the lounger and drank my ice cold beer. The sun warmed me, and I dozed a little, and listened to the sounds of her grunting as she pushed on the rusty, old mower.

“Huh…huh…” every step was torture. I could hear the gears grinding, and the blades needed to be sharpened. Poor girl.

“Lucas! Lucas! Are you all right?” She bent over me solicitously. I noted how her breasts were hanging down.

“Uh, yeah. Sure.” God her globes were big. And round. And golden. She had loosened her shirt while sweating on the lawn and I had a look at the most incredible cleavage in the universe. I licked my lips.

“Oh, you had me worried. You were sleeping and…”

“Nothing wrong with a little sleep, honey.”

“No…I guess not. Would you like me to help you in?”

I looked at the lawn. She had actually cross cut it! And with that old piece of crap mower!

“Well, yeah.”

She helped me up, walked me into the house.

“Did you want to go to bed?”

“Uh, no. I was thinking of watching a little football. Is that okay with you?”

Normally she hates football. but now…heh heh… “Oh, absolutely. Here, you sit right here, I’ll turn on the channel. Is that okay?”

I settled back amongst the pillows and wished my wife had tried to poison my dick sooner. “Oh, yeah.”

“And, here, let me get you a beer.”

A moment and she was back. “I put a couple of in the freezer for a half. I know you like them cold.”

“Wow. That’s nice of you.”

“And I went to the store. I had an urge for chocolates. Would you like one?”

“Sure!”

She opened a box, picked one out and fed it to me.

“Mmm, thank you.”

“Okay,” then she was pulling my penis out of my pants. Oh, my God! She was sucking me off…again!

Up and down, gobbling the head, playing with my balls.

“Is that good, honey? Can you feel that?”

“I can feel it a little.”

“How about this?” she worked her lips around the lip of the head and sucked and pulled.

“Oh, are you playing with my balls?”

She almost sobbed, but caught herself.

Finally, after a few minutes, I was so fucking close, I said, “That’s good, honey. But the game is about to start.”

Oh, the look in her eyes. I tell ya, for a minute I almost felt guilty. Almost.

She put my penis back in my pants and left the room.

I watched football for a while. Great game.

Misty worked in the kitchen, and I smelled the most delicious aroma.

I turned the TV off and went into the kitchen. “Mmm, smells good.”

“You shouldn’t be up…here sit down.” She pushed me into a chair, then, God of Gods, brought me an icy beer. Oh, Lord! I had found heaven!

“What are you making?”

“Ribs. I know you like ribs. And I thought…” God, she looked so sad.

And she started crying. “I want to make up for what I did to you!”

I pulled her to me and hugged her. She sniffled for a while. And I smiled. Then I moved her back, held her at arm’s length, and said, “Honey, I’ll recover. It’s okay.”

Well, she sobbed some more, then she got up and finished making dinner.

That was one of the best dinners I had ever had in my life. She had picked out the juiciest ribs, boiled them, charred them, and smeared them with honey barbecue sauce. Oh, God, I plucked the meat off the bone with my bare fingers and knew the Gods were jealous of me right then.

And the whole dinner Misty waited on me, she barely nibbled on her own food, and the look on her face. Oh, man. I definitely was feeling a bit guilty.

But, being a staunch fellow, I had determined that I had to go the length. So I let her worry and wait on me, and after dinner I watched Keanu Reeves blow away about a million bad guys, not her favorite movie, but she stayed the length and rubbed my back and sniffled occasionally.

Then, bed time. And here is where it got nefarious.

I’ll tell the truth, I was feeling so damned guilty, but Rod had outlined a plan, and I had to do it. I absolutely had to.

She helped me to the shower, washed my back, soaped my hair, and dried me off. Then she put me in bed. Naked. On my back. My dick in the air.

She went into the bathroom and I could hear her making herself beautiful.

I, of course, reached under the mattress, took out the little bottle of spray and pumped it over my dick. I instantly felt the coolness trying to shrink me. And I thanked God for her blow jobs, because I didn’t go down all the way.

She came out of the bathroom, and she was a dream. I had never seen her look so beautiful. Her hair was up, with little tendrils emphasizing her delicate skin. Her lips were plump and red. Her eyes were deep blue with the eyelids a lighter shade.

And her body. Took my breath away. She was wearing nothing under her sexiest negligee. Her boobs were thrust out, her nipples were stiff, and some of my hard on came back.

She crawled onto the bed and I was afraid she might try to suck me off. I didn’t want that right then.

Fortunately, she squatted over my pecker and sat down.

I didn’t feel a thing. Not a blessed thing.

“Honey?” she watched my bored eyes.

“Are we doing it yet?”

“Oh, God!” she began moving up and down, frantic, desperate. “Can you feel that?”

“A little it. You want to sit all the way down?”

“Oh, God, I am!”

And, after a while, after ten minutes of desperately bouncing on me, she leaned forward and collapsed. And cried.

That was the worst moment for me. That was the guiltiest.

Yet, I saw it through.

And, if you wonder what that little spray was, and how I could feel so little of her amazing, delicious pussy…Doc Rod had given me a ‘numbing spray.’ Promescent. A bottle just as black as her Ultra Cock Gel.

The difference was that I really couldn’t feel anything. But that wasn’t the worst. What was next was even worse. It was almost cruel. And I began to feel sorry that I had agreed to this. My poor wife.

The numbing spray being on my cock, it transferred to her pussy, and, suddenly, she stopped feeling! The nerves in her pussy went to sleep! She’s banging away, and suddenly, she’s crying and saying, “I can’t feel anything!”

“What?”

“My pussy! It’s gone numb!”

“No! Oh, my God! The infection…it must be contagious!”

She sat up, her tear streaked eyes filled with horror. “What?”

“I don’t know what else to think!”

“What will I do?”

“There’s only one thing we can do!”

She stared at me.

“We’ve got to call Rod!”

Okay, here’s where it gets nasty. I had made a deal with Rod. If he backed me up, if he helped me with this practical joke…I don’t know how to say it but blurt it out…I would let him look at my wife’s pussy.

Just look! Not touch!

Hey. It’s a guy thing. He had always been jealous of me having such a beautiful wife, and he wanted…just for a minute, to see the brand of heaven I had bought.

So I picked up the phone and called him.

We ran up the back stairs. For one, we were in a hurry. Three steps at a time. Medical emergency. My wife’s pussy was broken.

For another, she was so panicked, in such a hurry, that she didn’t change her clothes.

We entered the hall and caught him staring at the far elevator. He turned, and his eyes near dropped out of his skull.

Misty, in a filmy negligee, a sexy negligee, her big breasts bouncing, and though her pussy was numb, her nipples were hard. Rubbing against the negligee material, the cool night air…her nipples stood up like soldiers at attention.

For all of his professionalism, Rod gulped. He couldn’t stop staring at her nipples, her boobs, her snatch.

“Rod! You’ve got to help me!”

“Uh, why don’t you have a seat in my office.”

Misty ran into his office and sat down.

Rod murmured, “Holy fucking cow! She’s fucking gorgeous!”

“The joke has to end, Rod. I’m feeling really guilty.”

“And you bang that every night?”

“And twice on Sunday. Did you hear me?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Bang on Sunday…oh, yeah, the joke is over. Okay. Let me have my look and I’ll end the joke.”

We entered the office and he went around his desk and sat down. No drink tonight. I sat down next to Misty.

“What’s going on, Misty?” He was all concern.

“My…I can’t feel my…”

“Your pussy?”

Oh, that son of a bitch. He was going to milk it.

“Yes. My…my pussy. We were, uh…engaged…”

“You were fucking.”

What a cad!

“Yes, we…we were fucking, and my pussy suddenly went numb! I couldn’t feel a thing!”

“I see. Well, let me examine you.”

We went out to the living room and Misty laid on the couch. She spread her legs and Rod got down there with those glasses with the little binocular thingies on them. and peered into her pussy.

Thank God he didn’t touch, I was close to losing it as it was.

“Mmm…humm…yes…I see.”

“What do you see? Will I be all right?”

“Well, hmmm.”

“Rod?” I spoke softly, but there was a level of warning in my voice.

He looked at me, and he flashed me a smile, then he backed off. Thank God.

“Come into my office and I’ll tell you what I think has happened.”

I helped Misty off the couch and we all trooped back into his office.

We all sat down.

Misty’s eyes were wide open, her blues were focused on Rod as she waited for his prognosis.

“Well, Misty. It’s pretty serious.”

“Am I going to live?”

Rod blinked at that. And my guilt level was going out the roof. I didn’t intend for her to feel that bad!

“Well, uh, yes. You’ll probably live to a ripe old age.”

“But my pussy! My…my pussy!” she started crying.

Rod knew he had to end it then.

“Misty,” he spoke sharply and she looked up.

“Wha…what?”

“Do you understand the seriousness of what you did? Putting that Cock gel on Lucas?

“I understand now. I know I shouldn’t have. If I hadn’t done that then I wouldn’t have contracted the infection, or whatever it is, and—“

“MISTY!”

She looked at him.

“There is no infection.”

“What?”

“What you did was so serious Lucas decided to teach you a lesson.”

Shit. Thanks Rod. Don’t take any of the blame. Throw me under the bus. But, considering what was happening, I could actually understand his reticence for taking any responsibility. It was kind of a cruel joke, now that it had come to fruition.

“What?” Her eyes fluttering like the wings of a butterfly on speed.

“There was no infection. Lucas is fine. His cock is fine. You’re fine. There is no problem here.”

“What? But…but my pussy! It went numb!”

“I gave Lucas a bottle of numbing spray. It is quite harmless. When you had sex with him it got into your…uh, nerves. That’s why you couldn’t feel anything.”

“But…I…you…he…”

Her eyes were moving back and forth between us. Neither Rod nor I laughed. We knew we had carried it too far.

“Then Lucas is fine…his penis is okay.”

“Right as rain.”

“And I’m okay?”

He nodded.

“And…and my pussy…it’s okay?”

Rod couldn’t help it. He smiled.

Fuck.

And Misty got it. The whole thing crashed into her brain and came out the other side. She looked at me. “You did this.”

“Honey…”

“This was all one of your stupid practical jokes!”

And I remembered why I never played practical jokes on Misty.

She turned to Rod. “And you were in on it.”

“Honey? Misty?”

She turned back to me and the look in her eyes. The deepest layers of scorn. The black on the bottom of the pot. The shit on the bottom of the shoe. “You…fucking…you…”

She turned to Rod, “And you…you…” and, suddenly, she understood something else.

She looked down at her body. The flimsy negligee, her huge mounds poking out.

She looked up at me.

She looked at Rod, and I could hardly hear her when she said, “And you looked at my pussy.”

Rod’s face twisted, he was holding it in. To him it was funny. But he didn’t have to go home and face the music.

Misty looked at me, she stood up and tried to cover herself.

“There’s a lab coat.” Rod pointed at a coat stand near the door.

Misty grabbed the lab coat and put it on.

She stood there, and she started to cry, and suddenly I never felt so bad in my life. Fuck. This joke wasn’t so funny after all.

Well, we went home. And Misty wouldn’t talk to me for a week. Just glared at me. And I hung my head. And I didn’t dare laugh.

Heck, I didn’t feel like laughing at all.

And we didn’t have sex for a month. And, I have to tell you, when we finally did, her glaring at me, it was hard to cum. So I didn’t even try. I did my duty, got her off, and pulled out and hid my head.

And I didn’t even sneak into the bathroom and palm myself off. I felt that guilty.

But, months passed, and we did love each other, and one day we actually talked about it.

Man, did I grovel. I have never groveled so much in my life.

But, as all good things must come to an end, so must all bad.

One day she didn’t glare so hard, and one night I was encouraged to squirt—God, what a relief that was—and life began to return to normal. Whatever normal is.

One day we even talked about it. And, a couple of years later she even chuckled. I knew I was okay then, but, man, what a long road to recovery.

You know? It would have been easier if I had just slathered the Ultra Cock Gel on my dick and just shut the hell up.

It would have been a lot easier.

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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