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PART ONE

Tap, tap.

I blinked awake.

Tap, tap.

Somebody was tapping at my door. This time of night? It was pitch dark outside and I looked up to where the time was projected on my ceiling. 1:13. WTF?

Tap, tap.

I struggled to sit up and swung my legs out.

Tap, tap.

“All right…all right!”

I put my feet into my bunny slippers, pulled on my tatty, old robe, and shuffled through the house.

Tap, tap.

“Heysoos on a boat with no rudder!” I mumbled. At first I headed for the front door, but another tap, tap made me realize that whoever was knocking, if you could call that anemic scrabbling of fingers a knock, was at the back door.

Tap, tap.

I entered the kitchen and stopped. I could see a small shadow through the thin curtain at the back door. Small, like hunched over…or a small person. Suddenly I realized that I shouldn’t be opening the door, especially to such a secretive knock from a secretive shadow late at night. I mean, it could be a serial killer, or a home invasion, or just some wrong number with an ax to grind.

I picked up a knife, a big one, from the sink, and sidled up to the door.

Tap, tap!

“Who is it?” I spoke low, trying to make my voice husky. I didn’t want some home invader thinking there was a sexy, big boobed babe on my side of the door.

Well, I am, damn it! I’ve got double Ds, and I exercise regularly, and I take care of myself! And I don’t want some rapists jumping on top of me and…and…you know?

“It’s me.”

The voice was slightly high pitched, a combination of excited and…and female? Which of my friends would be sneaking around my back door late at night?

“Who is you?” I know, bad grammar, but, damn, I was fresh woke and confused and slightly afraid.

“Johnny. John. Open up, babe.”

That was definitely NOT Johnny’s voice.

“Johnny’s not a girl! Who are you?”

A sound like a sob came through the door. “I swear, it’s me. Something happened. Please, let me in. I need help!”

Whoever she was, she sounded weak and frightened. And she was a girl, and I’m a girl, and girls should stick together.

I pulled the curtain back an inch and looked out the window.

It was a girl all right. She was short, and she was bent over like she was trying to hide. She was holding a blanket around herself. I turned on the back porch light.

“NO!” the girl squealed, and she jumped to the side. I could hear the bushes make a big rustling sound and I knew she had fallen into them.

I giggled. I mean, what rapist, female rapist, at that, jumps off the porch into the bushes?

I turned off the light and listened as the girl climbed out of the bushes. I watched as she crept up the stairs again. “Please, don’t turn on the light! I don’t want them to find me.”

“Who?” I asked.

“The army! Please, Alyce, please let me in. It really is me.”

I frowned. She was a girl, and frightened, and somebody was looking for her…all of which made me want to help her.

But how could she be Johnny? The idea that a small girl could be my hunky ex-boyfriend was ludicrous.

“Go away,” I finally blurted.

“Alyce…Alyce. On the fourth of July I took you up to Morgan’s Landing and proposed.” She was whispering now.

“I gave you a small blue stone and told you I’d have it mounted.”

Fuck! “Who are you?” I whispered viciously. I hadn’t told anybody that. “Did Johnny tell you that?”

She was sobbing softly, “I am Johnny.”

I suddenly realized I was breathing hard. Something was wacky here…something…I needed to find out. And she was small, and I had taken a couple of semesters of kick boxing. I was sure I could kick this twerp’s ass if it came down to that.

And I had to find out what was going on.

Scared, breathing hard, I gripped the big knife I was holding tighter and unfastened the chain. I unlocked the door and stepped back.

The door opened quickly, but just a little, and the girl slipped into my kitchen.

I held the knife at the ready, but the girl just fell on her knees, bent over and started sobbing.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” She held her hands over her face and her shoulders shook.

“I’m going to turn on the light.”

“Oh…okay.”

I turned on the light and the girl looked up at me. I felt the world spin, I almost fell. I dropped the knife and gripped the counter and tried to stay conscious.

It was Johnny.

Johnny, the Johnny before whatever had happened to him, was six feet tall, 180 pounds, and ripped with muscle. He was Nordic blonde, had a firm jaw, straight nose and the clearest, blue eyes I had ever seen. He was a soldier at the local army base, and a more studly soldier there never was.

This Johnny, the Johnny after whatever happened to him, was five foot two, a slender body with boobs as big as mine. But the facial structure was the same! The jaw was firm, but softened in a feminine manner. The nose was a button, but straight. His hair was long, shaggy, but long. But it was the eyes that told me it was Johnny. Blue, clear, honest. Those were Johnny’s eyes. they were deep pools of soul that I had wallowed in and nearly fallen for.

And why didn’t I fall for him? Why didn’t I accept his ring and his proposal?

I don’t know.

Okay, I’m not being honest. I do know. There is something about a big, rugged man that frightens me.

I don’t want a soft man, or a woman, but…I want something softer than Johnny was.

Anyway, it was Johnny that had tapped at my back door, and it was Johnny who huddled on my kitchen floor and sobbed.

Johnny. So I had to help him.

“Come on,” I lifted him…her…to his…her…feet. Oh, fuck. I’m going to be all over the place on this sex/gender thing. Well, okay. I could sort through that later.

I led him through the house to the living room. I sat him down on the couch and said, “Wait here.”

He nodded and snuffled.

I ran back to the kitchen and poured him a stiff drink.

Johnny was a drinker. I had often seen him drink straight shots of bourbon. So I poured a couple of fingers of Old Granddad into a glass and brought it to him.

“Drink up.” I put the glass in his hand. Her hand. It was no longer angular and filled with knuckles. Now it was soft and feminine. His nails were even long, and they needed a bit of polish.

Johnny looked at the glass, put it to his lips and tossed the liquid down his throat.

“Ach! Fuck!” He choked and almost spit it up. “That burns!”

Apparently it wasn’t just skin deep, Johnny was now more in line with wine spritzers than straight shots.

Still, it did the work, and he started to calm down.

“What happened?” I asked.

“I…I don’t know. I was on guard duty. I was making my rounds and found a door unlocked on the big, square building at the back of the base. The one they don’t let anybody in.

“I should have called somebody, but I didn’t. I figured whoever had gone in was still there and I wanted to catch them. So I went in. I walked really quietly, but didn’t see anybody. Then I heard a noise in a lab. The lab was one of those with a big glass door. You see them in the movies all the time. The door is sealed and they do…whatever, back there. But the door was open so I went in. I remember smelling something, then I woke up. I was outside, laying on the grass. I had no clothes on.

“I didn’t know what to do. I was freaked out, I mean, look at me!” He shrugged and looked at his own body.

“I’ve got…I’ve got TITS!”

He was getting hysterical now, and I moved forward and held him, “Shh. It’s all right. It’s okay.”

He calmed down after a minute, and we just sat there, occasionally looking at each other, and my mind was racing.

“What time did this happen?”

“About midnight. I started my rounds at 11, and…I think midnight.”

“Okay, there’s only one thing to do.”

He looked at me.

“We’ve got to go back there and find out what happened.”

He stared at me, and his eyes were round with fright.

“Okay, let’s get you dressed.”

“Dressed?”

“What? You wanted to play ninja with your boobs all naked?”

He looked down at his chest and shivered, then he folded his arms over them.

“Take your arms down.”

“What?” He was so embarrassed.

I pulled his arms down and let his boobs unfurl. “I need to check your size. Yeah, you can wear one of my bras.”

“What? I’m not going to…” then he stopped. As a male he was averse to wearing women’s clothes. As a woman…he didn’t have much choice.

I pulled his hand and he stood up and followed me into my bedroom. As I ransacked my closet for clothes he could wear I was struck by the fact that he…she, was sitting on the same bed on which he had penetrated me. And quite delightfully.

Johnny was a good lover, thick cock, and he had spread me out on that bed many a time and plumbed my depths.

She had no cock now. He. Oh, fuck, whatever the person in the female body sitting on my bed was.

I tossed Johnny a bra. And I giggled. On a whim I had tossed him a sexy one. A half bra designed to lift and present.

The significance of the bra escaped him and he just looked at it.

“Put it on.”

He looked at me, I could see his mind spinning, and he tried to put it on.

I outright laughed. He got it backwards and couldn’t fasten the clasp in the back.

“Here,” I said, and I showed him how to arrange it upside down, fasten, and then slip it around so his tits would fall into the cups.

“I’ve seen you do this,” he blurted.

“It’s different when the bra is on the other foot,” I quipped.

“I’ll say,” he said, looking down at his big mountains. “Man, these are big.”

“You’re blessed, girlfriend.”

He looked at me at that one. Looked at me with a twisted, confused expression.

“Well, you’re not my boyfriend. Here,” I tossed him panties.

He figured out how to put those on, and he stood up in front of the mirror. “Fuck!” his jaw dropped.

“Sexy, aren’t you?”

“Did you have to …my…my boobs…they’re…”

“They’re big, and sexy,” and I reached out and gripped one and gently twisted.

“Oh,” his knees buckled.

“Feels good, eh?”

“Fuck,” he whispered, and I saw a hint of the old, horny Johnny in there. Funny, horny is horny, no matter what sex you are.

“Okay, put this on.” I gave him a sweat shirt, black, good for ninja work.

He slipped into it, and there is something so-o-o sexy about sweat shirts, the way they show the tits, and the fact that I could see his erect nipples really did it to me. I could feel myself getting wet.

I didn’t have long black pants, but I did have dark nylons and dark, green shorts. I handed him nylons and sat next to him. “You have to roll the nylons up your legs, like this.”

He watched, then he unrolled his own nylons. His legs looked black, which was good, I had seen hints of his ugly hair.

“You’re going to have to shave your legs,” I murmured, as I stood up and pulled the nylons tight.

“I’m not going to shave my legs.”

“You stay a girl and you will. There’s no way I’m going to let my…” I paused, “My friends have ugly legs.”

I almost said boyfriend, but he wasn’t anymore. Then I almost said girlfriend, but he didn’t look like he appreciated that when I had said it before.

“What now?” he said, pulled his own nylons tight.

I handed him shorts. He got into them. “That is so weird.”

“What?”

“I don’t have to stuff my package down.”

I smiled, but ruefully. Right then I was so warm I wanted him to stuff his package in me, but we had to go to the army base. We had to find out what had happened to him.

“Here,” I started to hand him athletic shoes, then stopped.

“What?”

I tossed the shoes under the bed and went into the closet. I brought out some Mary Janes.

“Huh?” he grunted, taking one pair.

“We don’t want to wear white. These are black.”

He looked at them, shrugged, and sat down to slip into the Mary Janes.

Curiouser and curiouser…because I was getting wetter and wetter.

We stood up, and we were ready to go, except…looking at him I was so fucking hot. I wanted to rip his clothes off and…and…fuck! He didn’t have a dick!

Well, that was okay, I had a vibrator. And I really wanted to use it right then.

And, I wanted to use it on him. I wanted to lay him out and suck his tits and jam that vibrator to the hilt and turn it on. I wanted to watch him wiggle and moan and finally scream out an orgasm.

“What?”

What? Didn’t he feel the heat?

I went to my make up station and picked up a tube of lipstick. I was stalling, my mind was reeling. I could hardly control myself.

I turned to him and rolled the tube over my lips.

He stared, and he was breathing harder. Exultantly, I thought: Yes! Johnny, oh Johnny, boy or girl you are hot, and I want you.

“What are you doing?” but he was staring at me as of old. If he was a man he would have a hard on, as it was he probably had a ‘wet on.’

“There’s something we have to do before we go.”

“What?”

I gripped his sweatshirt and pulled him towards me. “Comb your hair.” And I painted his lips. I put that delicious red lipstick on his soft, feminine lips, then I was kissing him. I was moaning and my hips were thrusting. I wanted him. I was out of control and I wanted him.

He was shocked at first, but, good, old horny Johnny, he began to respond. He grabbed my tits and kissed back.

We staggered across the room, each trying to take control, and fell on the bed. Then I managed to be on top. I undid his shorts and pulled them down, then I pulled his panty hose down to his thighs.

“What? What?” He gasped.

I reached into the side dresser and took out my trusty vibrator.

I hope you believe in batteries…girlfriend.” I said ‘girlfriend’ viciously, daring him to object. I was too horny to accept objections to my speech and actions.

He was awkward, didn’t know what to do. He was used to fucking, not being fucked. I bent over his pussy and used one hand to rim it, to make the juices flow. I leaned down and Frenched his vagina, and he began to moan, and the juices came.

I put the vibrator to him, and forced myself to be gentle. I pushed the tube into him.

“Oh…!” He opened his legs further and arched his back.

“Take it, my lovely bitch,” I whispered, and I suddenly knew what I had been missing. No. I wasn’t a lesbian. But I wanted the softness that a woman could bring…but from a soft man, or a hard woman.

And I wanted to be in control.

Underneath it all I knew that Johnny was a man. I was making love to a man with a woman’s body. And it was what I wanted!

Such a delicious mix of ‘wrongs.’ So wrong it was right.

I reached ignition depth, he was grunting and groaning and holding to my wrists, and I flicked the switch.

MMMMM! The vibrator hummed and Johnny left the bed. I mean, he levitated, just bucked so hard he was airborne.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” his hips were writhing, twisting. He was trying to suck the dildo right into his hole, and I held on. I held on, and I held him down, and I even managed to get my head down and grab his tit with my mouth.

“Oh…fuck…oh…OH!” He came hard. Hard, sort of like a male, but deeper, like a female. Man, talk about the best of both worlds. He was getting the best of both types of orgasm.

It lasted a long time. He kept whining and moaning, and his hips felt like they would were relaxing, and suddenly he would buck again.

And again and again and again.

But, finally, he lay, depleted, and he pushed my wrist away. “Please…please…”

God, I felt good. And I felt powerful. And I needed to be sated. I sat back, leaning into the corner of the room. I sat cross legged and pushed the vibrator into myself. It went in quick and smooth, I was so fucking wet and horny I needed no foreplay. I began to jam it in and out.

Johnny got up on his elbows and stared, open mouthed.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, desperate to reach my own orgasm.

“I can’t,” he said.

“Then pull my tits! Slap my pussy. Help me!”

He scrambled to me, reached both hands up and grabbed my tits. He pulled gently, stroking the nipples, again and again.

“Fuck, yeah!” I groaned, and that did it. I went over the top, my hand stopped moving and my hips started jerking. God, it was a big one, and I held on and rode it through the heights of pleasure.

Fuck..fuck…fuck!”

Then I was done.

He stared at me in awe.

“Man, male orgasms are puny compared to that.”

“Yeah.” I lay for a second, breathing hard. Then I forced myself up. “Come on. We’ve got to get to the base.”

We got off the bed and hurried through the house.

“How’d you get here?” I asked.

“I walked. I stole that blanket off a line and snuck through a hole in the perimeter fence and walked.

Good. We were ten miles, if we went around the base, from the front gate, and that would be manned. We were only a mile from the back fence, and there wouldn’t be anybody there.

Fortunately, the moon was up, and we scampered over an old country road. Thinking about it, I knew exactly where we were going. At one point we held hands, and were self conscious, but…almost victorious. We had screwed, and I had finally fucked him without holding anything back, without that little niggling sensation of something being not quite right.

And he had fucked me and… “Johnny?” I whispered, suddenly worried.

“What?”

“What are we going to do if we can’t change you back?”

I don’t know. I don’t…every time I start to try and consider that I sort of go blank. It’s too much for me to think about.”

We walked without talking then, each lost in their own thoughts.

What would Johnny do if he stayed a girl? How would he live?

What would I do if Johnny remained a girl? And, I admit it, there was a part of me that wanted him to remain a girl.

But there was a part of me that wanted him to have a big dick again. I had had him as a girl, and we had broken through, and now I wanted my old Johnny back. I wanted him without that little voice telling me something was wrong. I wanted to be fucked without that distraction.

We reached a place where a path led through a small meadow. It was just a foot path, overgrown, but we took it. A minute later we were staring through the rusty fence that surrounded the army base.


PART TWO

The base was a small one, and locals knew that it was not on the big list of army bases. It was a small place where the army conducted experiments. I learned this from Johnny, and from a few of the locals who liked to gossip.

But what experiments were conducted there nobody knew.

Of course not. It wouldn’t be secret then, right?

And Johnny was completely clueless. He was just a regular army dude with a good record who followed orders.

So he guarded the base, rattled doorknobs, did a little sentry duty, and spent his free time in town. Until he met me. then he spent his free time with me.

He wanted to leave the army, marry me, and put me in front of a stove with bare feet and a passel of kids.

Well, okay. I could live with that. But…I couldn’t completely fall in love.

At least, before I couldn’t.

Now? Hmm. Maybe I could. Funny thing, even though I had just had to big O of a century, I wanted more. Standing at that back fence I could feel my pussy start throb again.

“What now?”

I pushed my horniness aside and we stared at the cluster of buildings. There was no activity. Just a few dim lights. The only sentries would be on guard duty at the entrance, or the one who was rattling doorknobs. Who was supposed to be Johnny. Who was not on duty.

“There’s a hole over there about fifty feet.”

We walked through the Florida night, and it was spooky. Even though I had grown up there, I always worried about snakes and gators and horny men with big dicks.

I mean, I have nothing against horny men with big dicks, I just prefer to do the choosing, not be chosen against my will.

We found the slit in the fence and squeezed through. A couple of snags, but nothing ripping, and we were walking through thick grass towards a parking lot, and beyond that, square buildings.

The night was silent, except for the rasps and scolds of the Mocking Bird.

We came to the parking area.

“Which building?” I whispered. There was nobody around, and I could have talked out loud, but sneaking tends to make you whisper.

“This way.”

We cut across the parking lot, again holding hands, and I could feel myself growing so damned warm down there. What the heck was wrong with me?

We came to the back door of the building, and it was closed.

Johnny turned the knob and it opened. “I think I came out this way.”

“What about whatever it was you smelled.”

“There’s a little room at the back of every building. Gas masks. Other stuff.”

We entered the building and, sure enough, within ten steps he pulled me into a room that was not much more than a closet. He found two gas masks and he showed me how to put one on.

We continued through the building.

It was quiet, and the lights were on low. We could see, but there were a lot of shadows. We slithered through the shadows and we came to a door.

“In here.”

He opened the door slowly, and we entered.

It was a laboratory. Long tables with beakers and bunsen burners. Lots of computers. Lots of books. It looked like a well used room.

At the far back right hand corner of the room there was a door. We could see a line of light under the door. We headed for that door, and I suddenly tripped and almost fell. I felt around on the floor and picked up some clothes.

“Mine,” he whispered. “I must have taken them off right here.”

Suddenly, he bent over and picked something up. It looked big in his hands, and I realized it was a rifle. It was his rifle. He must have dropped it when he smelled…whatever it was he smelled.

He moved a little more surely, holding the rifle at the ready.

We both looked like big insects in our gas masks.

He looked at me and made a ‘come on’ motion with his head. We crept to the door and he put his head to it and listened. The rifle was in his hands and ready to be used.

The door opened.

I don’t know why Johnny didn’t shoot, his rifle was leveled, but he didn’t, and we stared at the person who had opened the door.

She was an inch taller than me, maybe three inches taller than Johnny. She was wearing a lab coat that was much too big for her, and she was ugly.

I don’t mean that in a mean fashion, it’s just that she was skinny, sort of skanky, and wore glasses. But it was the make up that did the trick. She was wearing make up, and it looked like the efforts a five year old first makes. The foundation was splotchy, the lipstick was smeared, and the eye shadow was garish.

“Don’t shoot!” she yelped.

“Who are you?” demanded Johnny, the soldier in him taking over. The gas mask made his voice harsh and muffled.

“Doctor Haroldson. Don’t shoot!” His…her…hands were up. Her eyes were wide with fright. The lab coat was open in the front and we could see bare flesh, including a couple of mousey looking tits.

That was the moment I got it. That was the moment I understood.

“Johnny.”

My voice was welcome, because he was on edge, and he might have shot Doctor Haroldson. His nerves were strung pretty tight.

But he didn’t shoot, he gulped, and stared at the doctor.

“What?” His voice sounded raspy and unsure.

“He’s a she.”

Johnny blinked and tried to understand, and then he got it.

The woman holding her hands up was like him. His nameplate said Dr. Gunnarson Haroldson, a male name. Yet he was a she.

“Oh, my God.” Johnny breathed. Then anger filled his voice and he moved forward, shoving the doctor back with the point of his rifle. “What did you do to me?”

“I didn’t…please…you’ve got to understand.”

I moved in behind Johnny, then I moved up next to him. Gently, I pushed the barrel of his rifle down. “Don’t shoot…yet.” I eyed Haroldson, tried to let him know how much danger he was in, that Johnny really would puncturate him.

I think he believed.

“Sit down,” I said, nodding at a chair.

He sat.

Johnny stared at the doctor, his eyes were wild. I pulled up a chair and sat down opposite him. He wasnt’ wearing a gas mask, so i didn’t think I had to. I took my mask off. “Time to talk, Doc. Now tell us what happened.”

Johnny had started to say something, maybe to warn me when i had taken off my mask. Now he just took his off.

“Nothing happened!” Haroldson burbled. Obviously, he didn’t want to talk. Heck, he would probably be breaking all sorts of national security laws if he did speak.

“Johnny,” I said.

“Yes.”

“If he doesn’t start talking within three seconds I want you to pull the trigger.

“All right,” and there was savage exultation in his voice.

“No…no!” The doctor put his hands up, palms out.

At that point I was pretty sure that Johnny would shoot him. But we needed answers. Still, if I interjected, if I stopped the countdown, he would just weasel down and clam up.

“Three,” I said.

“I can’t talk! You can’t make me! I—“

“Two.”

“Please, it’s the army! They won’t let—“

“One.”

He slumped. I held a hand up and Johnny relaxed.

“Okay.”

“What happened to Johnny.”

Haroldson looked at Johnny. “You’re the soldier who walks around base, checking doors and things.”

Johnny said nothing. He only looked like he wished he could pull the trigger.

“The work we do on this base is very hush hush. Only a few people know about it. Congress certainly doesn’t.”

“What do you do?”

“We’re working on a gas that will incapacitate enemy soldiers.”

“Incapacitate? Gas is against the Geneva conventions. Incapacitate how?”

“That’s the glory of it. Normal gas kills people. The kind of gas we make changes people.”

My mind leaped ahead. “Into women.”

Haroldson nodded. “If we can change an enemy soldier into a woman that will first create massive shock. The soldier will be confused, try to figure out what happened, and he won’t be so willing to fire his weapon.

“Second, women are not as…volatile as men. At least, not in the violent sense.”

I knew where this was going. “Women will sit around and talk about hormones. They won’t be so willing to shoot first and often.”

Haroldson nodded. “Exactly. Third, they won’t be as physically strong. It will be easy for men to, uh…to, uh…”

I shook my head. “Men will be trained to beat up the women.” I was disgusted. “What then? A little rape in the name of God and country?”

“I…we didn’t consider…I mean.”

“Shut up.”

He shut up, but only for a second. then he looked at Johnny. “Can I examine you?”

“What?” Johnny snarled and raised his rifle. Doctor Weasel, for that’s how I shall always think of him, shrunk back in his chair and put his hands up in fright.

“Wait a minute,” I snapped. “Hey, weasel face, why do you want to examine Johnny?”

“I made a breakthrough a week ago. I started testing the gas on myself. And that’s why…that’s why…” he looked down at himself, “That’s why I’m a woman.”

“And that’s why you get off on it? That’s why you’re playing with make up? You kinky, little weasel.”

“No!” He was begging. “I mean, yes, I was experimenting with make up because I don’t know how to change back.”

“What about the other scientists?” asked Johnny.

“They know what happened, and they’re…they’re watching out for me. They try to change me back. But I stay here all the time and they bring me food , and we…we…” he stopped talking and I realized he was starting to cry.

I looked at Johnny. “He can’t change you back.”

He held off the tears and blurted, “But I might be able to! If I can examine you I might be able to…I might…”

I was disgusted with the little worm. Wormette. But what else was there to do?

“Johnny, give me the rifle.”

He handed me the rifle and I pointed it at Doctor Weasel. “Okay, fuck face, you can examine Johnny. But one false move and I’ll drill a new asshole right in the middle of your forehead. You want to shit your brains out through a new asshole?”

He shook his head.

I stepped back, found a chair and sat down. I kept my rifle trained on Haroldson.

He was nervous, of course, he had a loaded weapon aimed at him, but he worked quickly. He took Johnny’s blood, led us out to the laboratory, and began looking at it through a microscope. Then he put it in vials and added chemicals, and finally put the vials into a centrifuge machine. We watched the little tubes spin around in the ultimate mixer.

“What are you making?”

“The antidote. At least, I hope it’s the antidote.”

“Don’t like being a girl, eh, Doc?”

He got the funniest look on his face.

“What.”

“Nothing.”

I lifted the rifle and aimed directly at his nose. “The antidote is spinning, and we can figure out how to work a syringe, so I suggest you speak quickly.

He nodded, his head looking like a jackrabbit humping.

“One of the things we have been doing is trying to develop more powerful pheromones.”

“What’s that?” asked Johnny.

“Perfume,” I answered. “A smell designed to cause horniness in the opposite of the species. Right? Doc?”

He nodded.

“So what?”

“Well, uh, I’ve always been a geek. Never had a girlfriend. Then, when I changed into a girl…”

I got it. I laughed a short bark of laughter. “So all your fellow scientists are getting horny, and they take it out on you.”

“They’re drawn to me,” he admitted. “They get these big erections, and they…they love me…”

“That’s the real reason you haven’t left this building. You have all these guys coming to you, making love to you. You don’t want to give that up.”

“That’s why I wasn’t working on an antidote.”

“No. You were staying inside and trying to make yourself pretty for the daily gang bang. Right?”

Miserable, he nodded. Then he brightened up. “But I had an idea for an antidote, and I was able to examine Johnny, and…and I think I can do it.”

“How soon can I return to normal?” Johnny asked.

“I don’t know. It only took a short while to change into a woman, but…I don’t know.”

Johnny looked at me.

I looked out the window. I had just seen a light go on in one of the far buildings. “How soon before your scientist guys show up?”

Haroldson looked at the clock. It was five o’clock and the sun was just starting to brighten up the world. “An hour. They usually show up at six. The soldiers start their patrolling before then, but they don’t com e in here.”

I sighed. “So, you’ve got an hour, and then, if Johnny isn’t back to normal…” Did I really want him ‘normal?’ Huh! “…then I decorate your face with bleeding, little holes.”

“No…but…no! I can’t guarantee…it’s probably going to take longer than that!”

Huh. Stalemate. In spite of all that had happened, I didn’t want to shoot the little weasel. We needed the antidote.

“He could shoot me up and then we go home.”

“You’ll be AWOL.”

“AWOL is a lot better than…” then he frowned. I think he saw it then. Being AWOL was not better than being a female.

“The army will be looked for the six foot me. Not the big-titted me.”

I blinked. Of course. I looked at the Doc. “What about him?”

“What about me?” He was like a frightened rabbit.

“Who cares? He’s not going to talk about this…he would have to admit what was happening, what he had done. Right, Doc?”

“No! Good, Lord…no! I can’t risk somebody finding out about you!”

“So he shoots me up, we go home, and we hope that the worst that is going to happen is I lose pay for being AWOL.”

“And if you don’t change back?”

“He’ll change! He’ll change!”

I sneered at the weasel face. “What if you don’t change back?”

“Then we come back and kill him.”

“We aren’t coming back. We can’t risk it.”

“Then we’ll have to deal with me being…a woman.

Him a woman. My Johnny, a woman.

I looked at Doctor Weasel Face. I glanced back at Johnny. I sighed.

“Okay, Doc, here’s how it’s going to go down. You’ll shoot up Johnny and we’ll disappear, and you better pray that it works. Otherwise we’ll come back here, and even if we don’t get to kill you, we’ll tell the world what you’ve done. You got that?”

“I do. Yes. Yes. Please. Thank you.”

Time passed about as slow as it could, and yet every time I looked at the clock I could feel the deadline looming.

Finally, five minutes before six, Doctor Gunnarson Weasel fucking Haroldson loaded up a syringe and went to Johnny. He glanced at me, made sure it was all right, then he stuck the needle into Johnny’s biceps.

I looked out the window. A car was coming towards the building.

“Okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” Haroldson responded.

“Let’s go, Johnny,” and I grabbed his arm and pulled him around.

Downside. Johnny was loopy. He staggered, and I put my shoulder under his arm and pushed and almost carried him out into the hallway.

We went to the backdoor, and stopped. The car was circling into the rear parking lot.

I turned Johnny around and we made our way down the corridor to the front of the building.

I opened the front door just as the back door opened and we stepped into the front parking lot.

Fuck. It was getting real light outside. I guided Johnny across the front of the building, then across the parking lot. Any second more cars would be coming. Any second we would be caught trespassing on a secret military base.

We staggered across the parking lot. I heard a car in the distance and I pushed Johnny. He fell, and I dove after him, into a shallow ditch.

I poked my head up and peered through the weeds. Yep. A car. And it was headed for the building we had just come out of. We had made our escape just in time.

“Come on,” I nudged Johnny.

“I don’t…feel good.”

He was dazed, his eyes were half closed, and when I pushed a lid up his eyeball actually rolled in the socket.

“Come on,” I pushed him with a foot and he rolled over in the ditch.

“Don’t…please…I need…I need…”

I didn’t know what he needed. I just knew we had to get out of there.

“Come on!” I started kicking him, not letting him pass out.

He rolled, then began crawling. We crawled through the muck of a Florida drainage ditch and hoped to God there weren’t any gators. Slowly we crossed the area behind the parking lot, and, finally, what seemed like a lifetime later, we were at the fence.

“Go on,” I pushed Johnny. He struggled. He was out of it. He fell through the hole in the fence.

I slithered through after him. Excellent. Now we only had to walk a mile.

I will always remember that morning. Johnny staggering as if drunk, falling and crawling. Me, exhausted, beaten, desperate to get him home, safe from the grip of mad scientists and army doctors.

We were covered in mud, our clothes were ruined, and we had bruises and scratches. Mosquitos swarmed over us, a stray cur growled at us..until I threw rocks at it and acted like I was going to go after it… and we were near dying of thirst. Still, we made it. The sun was bright and shiny. It was warm, Florida warm, which meant a minute’s exertion resulted in buckets of sweat.

We made it. I pushed Johnny up the stairs and into the house. I maneuvered him into the bedroom and pushed him onto the bed. He snored, and I stared at him; no change yet.

I awoke at eight thirty that night. The sun was almost down and the horizon was blankets of red and orange. Still, it was warm.

Johnny was still sleeping. I stood and studied his body. It still looked small, it looked like he still had boobs. My heart was taking a beating. I wanted Johnny to be happy, I thought he would be happiest returned to being a man. But…I sighed, and went into the shower.

He was awake when I came out. I stood him up and pushed him into the shower. The water was cold, and I began stripping his dirty clothes off him.

The sweatshirt. I tugged it over his head. He stood, still encased in a tight bra, his tits peeking over the edge, his nipples stiff and rigid. Fuck.

I unbuckled his shorts and pulled them down, and that’s when I knew something was different. Under his shorts there was a package.

My eyes opened. I looked up at him. He was leaning against the wall, head up, absorbing the cascading water.

I pulled his pants all the way off and stared at him. It looked like he had his full package. He was well endowed to begin with, and it looked like he was back to being well endowed. Which looked funny because his package looked a lot bigger on his small body.

Still, he stood under the water, not noticing. Just lost in his exhausted thoughts.

I stood up and pushed down on the waistband of the pantyhose and his panties. The nylon rolled up and shimmied down, and that’s when he felt it. He could feel something flopping down there, and he looked. His eyes went wide.

“I’ve got it…it’s back!” His voice was amazed.

I stripped the panty hose and panties off him.

We stood there for the longest time, looking at his cock.

It erected, a beautiful swelling that kept getting bigger and bigger.

I took it in my hand and he groaned, and laughed, then he sobered up I stood there, his cock in my hand, his big balls hanging, and he whispered, “I’ve still got tits.”

And he was still short. And his hair was long and his lips full. He still had swelling hips and…and his tits were double Ds. Big on his small frame.

“That’s not necessarily bad,” I whispered.

“It’s not?”
I bent my head and began to suckle his breasts. His nipples, already hard, became like steel pencil erasers. I pulled on them with my teeth and tried to get as much of his tit into my mouth as I could.

“Oh,” he whispered, his legs buckling. He had to push against the sides of the shower stall to hold himself up.

I raised my face to his, I kept my hand around his cock.

“I like tits,” I murmured, and we kissed. Our tongues entwined and we breathed each other in. I began to move my hand up and down.

“Oh,” he breathed, holding himself up.

I slid down his body and took his shaft in my mouth. He groaned and I moved my mouth back and forth, licking and slurping. I held his balls in my hands and squeezed them and tugged them.

“Oh…” he repeated. “Oh…”

But I kept returning to his tits. Those glorious mammaries. Those fun bags, those sweet sacks, those warm and soft breasts. I felt them with my hands, kissed them with my mouth. I tugged on them, cupped them, hefted them, and gobbled them.

He braced himself. His tits were highly sensitive and he shivered and shook.

“We need to get out,” he managed to say.

We stepped out of the shower and I dried him off, paying attention first to his groin area, then to his breasts.

He sighed, and I knew the heat wasn’t lessening. If anything, he was getting hotter and hotter. And well he should. After all, he didn’t just have a package hanging out in the open…he had glands on his chest out for all to see.

I pushed him towards the bed, and I was almost insane with desire. All I wanted to do was get him down and ride him.

He was willing. He lay on his back and I squatted over him. He reached up and felt my breasts, then I slid down his big shaft. I felt him fill me, and I gasped with pleasure.

We remained motionless for a moment, staring at each other, feeling the filling feeling. Then he began to move up and down.

Up and down, in and out, warm flesh against warm flesh, our juices flowing. He put his hands under my boobs, held them from bouncing, and I went up and down harder.

I held his tits, squeezed them, and tilted my hips viciously. He gasped as the lip of my cunt slid over the shaft, exciting it, pulling it.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered.

We were face to face now, grunting, groaning, immersed in our pleasure, our hair mixed together, our boobs touching.

“Can you cum?” I asked. After all, he had cum just the night before. It was a fair question.

“I think so.” He was smiling, I could tell he was getting close, on the edge. So I knew I better hurry up.

I didn’t make it. He started to groan and twist his hips, and I felt his cock spurting inside me. I groaned in light frustration, tried to get over the edge, but he was done squirting by the time I was getting close. He would be limp any second. I stopped moving and lay on him, breathing deep, horny beyond belief, yet robbed.

“Why did you stop?”

I looked at him, started to say something, then realized…he was still hard!

Oh, yes! I began fucking him again, moving viciously, determined to get my cum before he softened.

“Easy, easy,” he laughed. “It doesn’t feel like I’m going to get soft.”

So I relaxed, and that actually helped. No push, no rush, and I began to feel the surge of urge in the deep down. I could feel the waves rising, and soon they were trying to engulf me.

I gave up easy, and they swept over me. I could feel myself as if swaying in deep ocean currents, unable to help myself. The heat rose up and cooked me, and I was mumbling in ecstasy. I held to him, and he laughed from somewhere far away, then I was deposited on the bed, next to him, almost sobbing with the pleasure of it all.

We lay there, regained our thinking. Oddly, it was mostly me doing the regaining. He seemed to be aware of what was going on. So he had fucked me stupid, but he was still a genius? What’s up with that?

“Wow,” he said. Then, “Want to go again?”

I blinked. I was totally and truly fucked out. “Are you kidding?”

“Uh, yeah. No. I mean, I really feel good, like I could go again. I guess Harldson’s formula did something.”

“You’ve still got tits.”

He looked at his chest, cupped his breasts. “Yeah, but is that bad?” He looked straight at me, and it wasn’t like it was a question. It was rhetorical.

I went up on an elbow. God, she was beautiful. And I realized that I was thinking of him as a her…sometimes. I played with her nipples and she moaned and enjoyed it.

“What are we going to do?”

“Well, we could go and kill Haroldson.”

But he was not serious. I think he was even joking.

“What about being AWOL?”

“They’re looking for a man. When people look at my chest they aren’t going to think man, and as long as I keep my erections under control, tie my cock down or something, I should be okay.”

I leaned and kissed his nipple and he moaned.

I leaned back and said, “So you’re okay with being…half and half?”

“The best of both worlds.”

“Really?”

“Really.” Her beautiful blue eyes focused on me.

“But I’m not a lesbian!” I protested.

He shrugged. “When you are…here I am. And when you’re not…here I am.” He smiled.

I lay back and watched the ceiling. Fuck. I was with a sexual freak, and I liked it. In fact, there was a huge part of me that craved it. I could fuck a man or a woman, and never cheat on either. What the hell was going to happen to me?

He leaned over and rubbed my nipple, then took it into her mouth. I felt my juices flowing; I felt the heat in my groin start up all over again. Heysoos! We had just done it, I should be good for a couple of days, at least. But I wasn’t. I wanted it all over again. I wanted to feel his dick in me. I wanted to suck her tits. I wanted…both him and her. fuck!

He didn’t give me any more of a chance to think, he just rolled over and began playing me. His hands roamed, his penis brushed against my body, and I felt myself opening my legs, pulling him into me. God, I wanted it!

A day later we realized a couple of things.

First, he was a satyr. A horny goat. He could never be satisfied. He just kept cuming and cuming, and his dick rarely went down. We realized this when I finally had had enough, my poor bruised pussy needed relief, and I pushed him off me. He said okay, but he ended up following me around, staring at me, groping me, his penis actually dripping.

Yep. Satyr. According to the dictionary it was a man with strong sexual desires.

That was him all over. Mr. Stay hard, drip and beg for relief.

The second thing we realized was why I kept responding to him. I mean, why didn’t I just close my legs and be done with him?

Because Haroldson had been working on Pheromones. Haroldson was drawing men to him.

In Johnny’s case he was drawing me to him. Which made me wonder. Was it just me? Or would he draw all women to him?

Only one way to find out.

We went to church that weekend. I figured it would be the safest place to do our experiment. After all, bible thumping Christians would be averse to jumping his bone.

Boy, was I wrong. We almost caused a riot. We parked the car and three old ladies—old like past menopause—were in the parking lot, gathered around him, talking a mile a minute, even pushing me roughly aside. Fucking bitches.

And, across the parking lot, I could see two men coming towards us. And they had a gleam in their eyes. So Johnny’s pheromone effected both women and men.

I hustled Johnny back in the car and headed for home. Hopefully none of them knew me, or where I lived.

Johnny was relieved. He was horny, but he wasn’t so insane that he couldn’t think. The three women couldn’t think. Which led us to an interesting conversation.

“How come you don’t go nuts?”

“Well,” I answered, I do want you all the time, but…but I guess I’ve just been around you so much that I’ve built up a little resistance.”

“Not too much, I hope.”

“Nope,” I answered with a grin, and we jumped out of the car and ran for the house, the bedroom, and a nice, deep fuckaroo.


EPILOGUE

The FBI showed up one rainy night. They were looking for Johnny. Johnny, or Janey, as he preferred to be called, looked them right in the eye and said he didn’t know anything about a soldier named Johnny.

We stayed pretty much in the house. I did the shopping and errands. He took long walks in the country when I was gone.

All the time we were hoping that he wouldn’t run into any women. We certainly didn’t want to end up with a stray on the porch.

A year later the army base closed. Johnny and I paid it a visit. The buildings were all locked up, the front gate was chained, and when we broke in we found the lab was empty. No trace of Doctor Weasel Face Haroldson. Fine with us.

I had a feeling what had happened. Somebody had discovered Haroldson pulling the train, and he was locked up somewhere. Probably in some institution with severe air filters and no way of sharing his pheromones with horny men. I wondered if he had ever figured out make up, or whether he wore a dress. It’s funny. Some people are suited to a dress, some aren’t. Lucky for me, Johnny…Janey, was.

Janey earns her money on the internet these days. She has her own cam channel, talks to guys for a few hours and they pay. She never has to do anything, but…it’s almost like her pheromones travel right over the wires and through the air of the internet. I know they don’t, but…but something is happening.

The result is that we are getting more and more money. Every day our purse swells, and there is no end in sight.

We’ve talked about buying the army base, we heard it is up for sale. All that land, all those buildings. All that privacy.

We could fix the fences, and then, I don’t know.

Build an army?

Hire a bunch of prostitutes?

Pay them with Johnny’s dick?

And here is the funny thing…I love Johnny. We’re even married. Though we had to search far and wide for a preacher who had a cold and couldn’t smell anything. But I don’t mind sharing him.

Heck, I can’t keep up with him, and he needs relief, so…why not?

Does that make me a pimp?

Well, if it does, at least I’ll be a happy pimp.

END
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My Neighbor Feminized Me


PART ONE

I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’ve always been this way. Obsessed with bosoms.

Breasts. Mammary glands. Those wonderful, delightful mounds that sit upon a lady’s chest and make my own gland do a…boing!

Oh, I’ve read the crap psychiatrists talk about on the net: patients have a mammary fetish, doubtless stemming from their own lack of, or surplus of, breast feeding.

They say that about anybody who loves breasts, and they can’t just accept the fact that bosoms are the heart of the world. Sure, maybe I loved mother’s milk when I was an infant, or maybe I didn’t get enough, but babies don’t get boners from breasts, and I do.

When I see a mother breast feeding a baby I can’t stop from staring. I slip my sunglasses on, act like I’m staring at something off to the side, but my eyes are locked on that wonderful, dripping tit.

And if I’m in a restaurant I am constantly watching women who have large ones. Who invariably spill a crumb on her expanse of flesh. Who realize it, and act like nothing happened. And I envy that crumb, and wish I was one.

Of course, I didn’t realize where this fetish would lead me. If I had…

I was doing the lawn, I cut lawns around the neighborhood, and I saw…brassieres.

Mrs. Johnson hung her brassieres on a clothes line.

I know, who does that, right? People have washing machines. People even hand wash those flimsy, delicious undergarments. They run their hands over the cups, use a mild soap, wash the sweat of their bosom off the cups.

Well, no matter who doesn’t hang their sexy underthings on a line in the backyard, Mrs. Johnson did, and I had noticed it, and I was hooked.

I came back that night. Tiptoed across the lawn, then realized I had left footsteps in the dew.

The moonlight was bright that night, and I stared at my path in horror. I definitely did not want Mrs. Johnson to see evidence of my visit to her clothes line. I did not want her to stop hanging those delightful boulder holders. Funny, I didn’t even think about the shame of being caught. I was just too obsessed.

So I grabbed a rake and rubbed all the dew off the lawn. I didn’t know what else to do. And I made that lawn clean and neat, grabbed a red bra off the line and took off.

Ah, God! That first bra! That was the needle that hooked me, addicted me, changed my life.

I hid that bra under my mattress, then in a shoe box in my closet, then in a little box in the garage storage attic.

I was terrified that I would be caught. And I couldn’t let go of that bra. I rubbed it on my privates. I kissed and even licked the insides of the cups. I wore it. Oh, how I wore it.

I wore it with softballs in it. I wore it with water balloons in it, and had a fright when one of them burst. I was terrified that I had broken the bra. I put it in the drier and sat in the garage, hoping and praying, watching the machine go around.

It was good to go, and so was I.

And, let me say it outright, I masturbated endlessly to it.

Yeah, I guess you could say I was obsessed.

But, as all clothes do, the bra finally wore out. The straps were stretched from my own shoulders, the cups were near splitting from all the things I placed in them.

A broken bra. What to do? What to do?

Heck, that was easy, pay a visit to my favorite brassiere store.

Late that night, only a slice of moon, and there weren’t any bras on her line. A pair of nylons, and that was all. Sheer, body hugging fabric.

I shaved my legs and wore them until they wore out.

But my real love was bras. So, on another night, wearing Mrs. Johnson’s stockings under my pants, I slithered through Mrs. Johnson’s yard, walking on the redwood chips around her roses and avoiding the lawn.

Bonanza! Three, incredibly wonderful brassieres, just waiting for me. I took all three, sniffing them, one at a time, then slinging them over my shoulder. I was half way home before I realized that that was stupid. If her bras all disappeared Mrs. Johnson would stop leaving them out. And I needed her to leave them out. I really needed her to do that.

So I went back and hung two up, then left with the third. It was a shelf bra, and I thought that was sexy, but shelf bras don’t hold the condom’s filled with water very well. The condoms tend to sag over the lip of the cup, and even fall out.

So, a week later, unable to help myself, I stole another bra.

And, over the months I stole more. I tried to hold myself down to one bra a month, and an occasional pair of nylons. Or panties. And, once, a corset.

I was in heaven. I had taken to wearing the garments under my clothes. Especially in the winter, with a bulky jacket, I could get away with it. I even wore the bra, and put socks in the cups, just a small pair of bumps on my chest. But I kept the jacket half open, and hanging a bit, so as to hide the bulges on my chest. And I walked a little hunched. Actually, I had to walk hunched, because I had the most terrific boner I had ever had in my life.

Oh, I was stiff. My pants were bulging big time. I walked quick, a little hunched, and tried to stay seated.

None of my friends noticed. But then, which of them would ever suspect that I was a..sicko.

At least that’s the way I thought of myself. Because I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

I would just salivate for a week or two, then make a midnight raid, and then fondle and sniff and wear those incredible under things.

I couldn’t stop myself. I just got so hot, so hard, and I couldn’t think.

I was worse than a heroin addict.

Which brings us to a certain, dark night.

I was starved for her flimsy bras. I hungered for a sniff of her flesh on the inside of the cups. I wanted to wear a bra in the worst way.

I waited up, couldn’t sleep, actually, and about two in the morning I set out.

The Johnson’s live next door, and I slipped out the side door of the garage and tip toed back along the walk. We didn’t have a fence between our properties, but a big, thick bush. Better than a fence, it insulated sound, was too thick to see through, and there was a little slip through between where the bushes ended and the Johnson’s house.

I slipped through, and walked up the side walkway.

I peered around the corner.

It was dark under the eaves, and the patio stretched to the lawn. The lawn was a bean shaped patch, and the roses ran around the edge of the lawn. In the middle of the roses was the clothes line. In the near darkness I could make out shapes. Zingo bingo, it looked like a dozen bras, all hanging in the breeze, waiting for me to come and make my selection.

Seeing those delicate bits of underwear I could hardly breath. I was light-headed, near dizzy, and I walked on the inside of the circle of rose bushes.

I was in heaven. I bent my head and sniffed. A wonderful thing, but the cup material was too thin. I needed something to hold big, water filled, condom balloons.

The next one was thin, not much more than a long band aid.

The next one was garish. Even in the moonlight I could see the bright redness. I could never wear that under my shirt. That was too much. I moved to the next bra, and…bingo!

White, full, straps thick enough to support my fake ‘titties.’

I took it off the line, held it up and inspected it. I sniffed it. I couldn’t help myself, it was a warm night and I was only wearing a tee shirt, and I slipped my arms through the straps and held it up. Gazed at my chest, flat for the moment, and I reached into my pants. My boner was so hard. It was so hard it was difficult handling it inside my pants. I undid my zipper, undid my belt, and my prick burst free.

Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God! I stroked myself, felt myself building, the sheer pleasure, the promise of tits on my chest, and I felt it…I felt it…AHHHH!

FLASH! A white light filled the yard. Even though my eyes were closed I perceived it.

And I was frozen. Like a statue. Like a petrified tree. Unable to move. My mind shattered. I was in that dilemma, the worst thing in the world had just happened…I was caught!

“Well, well.”

Another flash. I tried to stuff my dick in my pants, but it was stiff and throbbing and shooting gism. All I succeeded in doing was messing up my pants. And Mrs. Johnson’s nylons.

She came out from under the eaves. She was a tall, statuesque woman. Great boobs, thin waist. Long hair that hung down her back. And, even though it was dark, I knew she wore her red lipstick.

Flash. Flash.

“Hello, little Jerry. Though perhaps I shouldn’t say ‘little.’”

She walked slowly around me. She was wearing a peignoir, but I couldn’t tell what color it was. This close, even with not much light, I could see her large breasts. They were in a bra. A half bra, and I could see the nipples under the peignoir.

Flash.

And, finally, I began to think. “Please, Mrs. Johnson…” my face was on fire with humiliation. I was shivering with fright. “…don’t tell my mother.”

She snorted, a delicate grunt in the night, and continued to walk around me.

“So you are the one who’s been filching my panties and bras.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’ll do your lawn for free!”

“Oh, yes. You certainly will. And you’ll do a lot of other things.”

I started to turn, to follow her path around me, but she said, “Don’t move, little Jerry. I want to remember this moment forever.”

She circled me again. Flash. Flash.

She stopped in front of me. She stood, one hand on her hip, her hip tilted up, her head tilted slightly to the side.

“So. What do we do now?”

“I can go home, and—“

“That was a rhetorical question, Jerry. No answer required. And, to tell the truth, I know what comes next.” She turned on her heel and walked towards her house. “Come inside.”

Unable to do anything else, my legs feeling about as lively as dead stumps, I followed her. It was the ultimate walk of shame.

I entered her house. It was dark, and then it got darker. She pulled the shades.

I stood in the pitch dark for a moment, then she turned on the living room lights.

I was standing just inside the sliding doors. To the left was a large kitchen. To the right was a hallway leading to bedrooms.

She had money. I knew that, and she lived well. She had good furniture, everything was clean, and she always dressed nicely.

“Follow me,” she led the way across the living room and down the hallway. She turned into a small bedroom that was fitted up as an office. There was a big, L shaped desk, a big Mac with a big screen, filing cabinets, a big screen TV in one corner, and artwork on the walls.

“Stand there.”

I stood, shivering, and not from the cold. If it’s possible, I was shivering because I was too hot. Heated by humiliation.

She sat down behind her computer and began pressing keys. After a minute she stopped and stared at the screen. Then she looked up at me. “Take off your clothes.”

“I don’t…I can’t…”

“I have uploaded everything to the cloud. The next step is Facebook. Take off your clothes.”

Shivering became shaking. I have never been so scared in my life my mother was going to kill me. And, worse than death, everybody who looked at Facebook would laugh at me.

Caught, wearing a bra, masturbating, actually cuming.

Slowly, sniffing, starting to cry, I stripped off my clothes.

She smiled when she saw her nylons, then grinned when she saw the mess I had made on them. The sperm was still wet.

I stood, and she contemplated me.

“Jerry,” she finally said. “In my kitchen there is a six pack of Pepsi in the fridge. The glasses are in the right hand cabinet. The fridge will dispense ice. Go pour two Pepsis and bring them here.”

“I…I…” Tears were coming out of my eyes. I was blushing so furiously that I was probably a source of light. Red light.

“Go. Go.” She made a flicking wave of her hand, and I stepped back, turned, and made my way down the hallway, across the living room, and into the kitchen.

Even though I had squirted, I had a boner. It was stiff, rigid, and it swayed and bobbed as I walked.

I found the glasses, filled them with ice, then took out a couple of cans of Pepsi.

My body was still shivering, and my dick kept hitting things. The counter, the fridge door, the counter again. And my nipples. I stared down at them. They were stiff, hard as…hard as…hard as I don’t know what.

I picked up the glasses and walked back through the house.

Mrs. Johnson was still sitting behind the computer, hands clasped behind her head, swivel chair tilted back, her eyes closed and a smile on her face. She opened them and leaned forward when I entered.

“Here,” I blurted, holding both glasses out to her.

She laughed. “One’s for you, Little Jerry.”

She took one, put it to her red lips, and sipped.

I stared at her creamy throat. I imagined that liquid going down the pipe, behind those overwhelming tits of hers.

She placed the glass on the desk and spoke wryly, “Take a drink, Jerry. It will help.”

Like a robot, I lifted the glass, drank some liquid, and didn’t. feel a thing. I was shattered, crying openly now, my whole body was red, tingling with humiliation.

I had been caught. I was a pervert. I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

“Jerry, I have caught you. I have caught you wearing one of my bras, your penis in your hand, and actually shooting semen.”

“I’m sorr—-sorr—sorr—“ I blubbered.

“Tell me why you are sorry, Jerry.”

“I was wearing…wearing your…your clothes. I was…jacking…jacking off. I don’t…please…don’t tell my mother…I’m sorry!”

By the end of that choppy sentence I was wailing.

She stopped smiling and pursed her lips, It looked like she was kissing at me.

“Tell me, Jerry. Are you sorry you wore my underwear? Or are you sorry you got caught?”

“I’m sorr—sorr…I didn’t mean…I—“

“Answer my question.”

“I’m sorry I wore your underwear!” I blurted. This was getting worse and worse. I was literally burning up with shame.

“No, you’re not.” She shook her head slowly, watching me.

“No…I am…I am…”

“Jerry, Jerry,” she sighed. She wasn’t smiling, but I think she was smiling on the inside. The cruel woman was really getting off on my situation, my embarrassment. She suddenly changed tacks.

“Jerry, why did you do it?”

“Wear…wear your under…underwear?”

“Unless there is some other heinous crime you’ve committed.”

“I don’t know!” I wailed miserably.

“But you’ve been wearing women’s underwear for some time now, correct.”

I hung my head and nodded. I was gulping and gulping.

“So you get off on wearing women’s clothes. All clothes? Or just underwear.”

“I don’t know. All clothes. I don’t know.” Now I whispering. I was one second wailing, one second whispering, and didn’t know what to do. This was totally the end of my life.

“Okay. Look at me.”

I did. And it hurt to look her in the eyes.

She was beautiful. She had blue eyes, the kind that seem stark, piercing, and they were gently framed by eye liner and shadow. Her lips…her lips…they were red. Were they redder than they had been when we had first entered the house? Had she reapplied her lipstick?

“Do you like to wear panties.”

I nodded, lowering my eyes.

“Keep looking at me. Don’t take your eyes off me.”

I looked at her again, and it was funny. Her eyes were focused on me, almost like she was…she was consuming me. If that makes sense.

“Do you like slips?”

“Yeah.”

“Bras?”

“Yes.”

“Have you worn any of my corsets?”

“One.”

“And did you like it?”

I was dying here. Every question she shot at me made me feel smaller, less human, like the dirty, stinking pervert I was.

But she wouldn’t let up. She kept asking me questions. Did I like nylons, had I ever worn garters. What did I pad the stolen bras with. Had I ever put on make up. She kept going on and on, and I kept feeling like I was shrinking more and more.

Finally, she reached into her desk and pulled out a tape measure. She stood up and walked around the desk. “Hold out your arms.” She measured them. Then she measured my neck. My dick bumped against her leg but she didn’t seem to notice. And my chest. And when my dick bumped against her again she looked down at it and smiled. And my legs. She measured every part of me. And she even measured my dick. She stretched the tape measure out along side it, then she wrapped it around, taking note of my length and circumference. Her hand wrapped around it, I was throbbing, and even though I had just cum, I could feel it about to squirt again.

“How small is it when you’re not hard.” She let go and I managed not to cum.

“Not very big.”

She held up her thumb. “As big as this? Bigger? Two thumbs? How long?”

I answered as best I could, and now the deep shame I was feeling was replaced by a hair prickling sensation.

And she measured my head.

“How much do you weigh?”

“140 pounds.” I’m not one of those big, beefy guys. I’m slender.

Finally, done, she sat back down. She sipped her Pepsi, leaving beautiful red lip marks on the glass. She watched me.

“So, my little pervert. Here’s how it’s going to go. On Friday night you will come to me. I am going to tell your mother that I need help at my cabin, and you will help me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She gave a quirky smile, somehow pleased by my response.

“Excellent. Then—“

“What’s going to happen to me?”

“Oh, you’ll probably live a long life and…” she grinned. “Right now?”

“Yes. Are you going to tell anybody?”

“That depends on you, Little Jerry. If you do everything I say…you might survive. But if you displease me, if you even hesitate to follow one of my instructions…then those pictures I took will be all over the internet. Little Jerry Smith. Pervert. Crossdresser. Masturbating to bras.”

Each word dug into me, and she seemed to take great pleasure in the digging.

“But…but I’m sorry.”

She sat back in her chair. She was still wearing her peignoir. It was pink, translucent, and I could see every square inch of her mammoth breasts.

“Sorry, eh?” Then she said the oddest thing. “Let’s see how not sorry we can make you.”

Then: “Go on home now. And I will see you this Friday night.”

I bent to pick up my clothes.

“Leave those.”

“But…but I’m naked!”

“So?”

I stumbled back through the house, between the drawn curtains and onto the patio. I went through the bushes, into the garage, and tip toed back to my room. All the way I felt my cock swaying in the night. The redness slowly left my body, but not all the way. In fact, I would be blushing all the way to Friday night, and then beyond, though I didn’t know it.

I woke up the next day, and found that I was still ashamed. I hadn’t slept much, all I could do was wonder at the mess I had gotten myself into, and even when I slept I think I was humiliated.

“Jerry? Are you feeling well?” Mom felt my forehead. “You look red, and you’re a little hot.”

“Oh, I’m okay.” I mumbled. I was okay, if you think that being found out as a pervert is okay.

“Well, Mrs. Johnson called. She needs some furniture moved at her cabin and she asked if she could take you  up there. But if you don’t feel well…”

But I had to go! I couldn’t risk pissing Mrs. Johnson off! “No, no. I’m fine. I think I just got a little sunburn.”

“Well, if you’re sure.”

“I’m sure.”

“Well, good. I told her yes, and I know you need extra money, so it’s all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No problem.”

And my mother nodded, finished breakfast, and was shortly off to work. And all the while I was praying to the Gods…to Mrs. Johnson. Don’t tell my mother.

And I thought about what would happen if my mother found out what I had done, what I had been doing. I was her pride and joy, a good son, holding down the fort since Dad died. If she was to find out that I wasn’t such a good son, that I was a pervert that wore women’s underwear…then my life was over.

I was taking out the garbage when Mrs. Johnson backed out of her garage. She saw me and waved. No sign that she had caught me jacking off in the night. Just a neighbor waving to another neighbor. No sign of my deep shame.

I had a couple of classes that day, and I went to them, but I didn’t hear much.

The teacher was talking about Gettysburg and the Civil War and…and I had my own Gettysburg. I had visions of being dragged through the mud in female underwear, screaming that I was innocent, put in front of a firing squad who went to fire, but couldn’t. They were all laughing and point at me too hard to shoot their guns.

“Mr. Smith? Did you say something?”

I had been so lost I had blurted out a protest, ‘no,’ and hadn’t even realized it.

“No, ma’am.”

“Yes, you did. I heard you say ‘no.’ Just what is it about my lecture that you don’t like?”

“Nothing…I mean…I like your lecture…”

“You don’t act like it. Are you feeling well? You’re awfully red.”

I stood up and began walking out of the classroom. “I’m sorry!” I blurted. Sorry that I had been caught. Sorry that I was a pervert. “I don’t feel well.”

“You should report to the…”

The rest of her words were obliterated by a closing door.

I made it through the next class. I don’t know how, I was red and trembling, but I exited the class at the end of the hour and headed off across campus.

“Hey, Jerry, you feeling okay?”

Ron Hartwell was my best friend, but he didn’t know I was a pervert, and I wasn’t going to tell him.

“Yeah, I just feel a little sick. I’ll see ya.”

“Okay. Call me if…” then his voice faded away.

I went home. I watched TV. I did some chores. All the time I worried.

Mrs. Johnson had caught me. She had taken photos. She was going to release the photos on the net. My life would be ruined. People would always laugh at me. I would be kicked out of college. No girl would ever consider me. there was nothing I could do.

And so the week passed. A nightmare of torment. A hell of scrambled thoughts. Always red, always embarrassed, always dreading Friday night.

Friday night. What was she going to do to me? Was she going to call the cops? Would my mother find out? How was my life going to end.

And then, like magic, in spite of the lo-o-ong amount of time it had taken for me to get there…it was Friday.

Friday, and I could hardly breath. My heart was pounding all day. And evening came, and it was time to leave, to enter the den of the devil and be destroyed. I kissed my mother good bye and went next door.


PART TWO

“Good evening, Jerry.” Mrs. Johnson opened the front door and invited me in. I stepped past her, and my dick surged. I mean, she was GORGEOUS!

She was wearing shorts and a blouse. I could see her bra through the blouse, and her breasts were showcased.

Her hair was combed out and tied in a pony tail. Her make up was severe, mascara perfect and lips plump and red.

I walked into her living room, and found several boxes stacked on the couch.

“I’m going to have you take these out to the car, but first…come with me.”

I followed that amazing ass down the hallway, and, interestingly enough, I was calm. Now that the moment had arrived, now that she was going to…do whatever she was going to do to me, I was calm.

Only a little red. Only a little heart pounding. But a LOT of hard dick.

“I hope you didn’t masturbate.”

I blinked. “I…no, I didn’t”

“Excellent. I had forgotten to tell you, but I don’t want you masturbating any longer. I’ll give you something to help you with that. I know how easy it is for young men to lose control and…what do they call it? Flog the chicken?” She chuckled.

We entered her bedroom and she said, “Take off your clothes.”

I understood this, I had done it before, but it was still difficult. She was an older woman, and being naked in front of her…I began to grow dark red all over again.

I stripped, and when I was naked, nothing but my bobbing cock in front of me, she tossed me something. I caught it, looked at it, and my eyes grew big.

“Put it on.”

It was a bra. A firm one, built for use. Built to carry large objects.

Dazed, not understanding, I fastened the clasps in front of me, slid the bra around my body, and slipped my arms through the straps.

She was sitting on the bed, watching me. Heck, she was scouring me with her eyes.

“Now these.” She indicated a pair of breast forms on the bed.

“What?” Stunned, not comprehending, I put the forms into my bra. They were a perfect fit.

“Now this.” She handed me a heavy duty tummy shaper. That would cinch my waist, make it smaller. Much smaller.

I stepped into it, pulled it up, and with some struggle, felt my waist shrink a few inches.

“It’s hard to breath.”

“Take shallow breaths. Put this on.” Panties. And then stockings, which snapped to the straps dangling form the tummy shaper. And a dress. An actual dress. It was light blue, shimmied in the light, no cleavage allowed.

I pulled it on, marveling at the feel of the material sliding over my skin.

“Now, come sit.”

I sat at her make up table. She sat next to me.

“What is happening?” I asked. Actually, the question was pulled out of me. Just sort of exploded into reality.

“Shut up.” She said cheerfully, and she turned me to her and began cleaning my face. She cleansed and moisturized me, then looked down at my penis. It was sticking out from under the corset and making a stiff point in the dress. She smiled and touched it. I groaned.

“Time enough later, J.” She went back to working on my face. “I’m going to call you J. It’s feminine enough, and when we’re around other people, your mother, they will be able to accept a short cut for your name. It will be our secret. A very delightful secret that will remind you of me every time I call you by that name.”

“What are you doing to me?”

“Fulfilling your dreams. Now hold still.”

She went through the steps, laying foundation, blush, powder, then she worked on my eyes. She gave me light blue shadow, then painted my lips red.

“God, would I love to stain your lips, or do some other permanent make up.”

“I don’t…”

“Shhh,” she turned my face this way and that, inspected me minutely.

“Okay. It’s time to nail you.”

My eyes opened and she giggled. “To put nails on you.”

“Nails? Fingernails?”

“Not nine penny from the hardware,” she quipped.

She took my hands and prepped the nails. She filed and trimmed and cleaned, and then glued on long nails. They extended a half inch beyond my fingertips, and I suddenly had claws. And she painted them deep red. Red claws. Bloody claws. And she covered them with some kind of fixer.

“This will make them hard, but you still have to be careful. Don’t want to break a nail. Okay?”

“Okay,” I mumbled.

By now I was beyond red. I felt like I was outside my body. My whole body prickled, and I kept glancing in the mirror, or looking at my hands.

She had only trimmed my eyebrows a little, didn’t rob me of being able to return to masculinity after the weekend, and my lips were round and red, she had used a plumper, and I looked like a girl

And, I admit it, a sexy girl.

Except that I had boy’s hair.

She fixed that. She brought out a wig and placed it on my hair. She fastened it with some sort of clips, then had me stand up and look in the full length mirror.

I was a girl. A young woman. A fashionable young lady.

I had a girl’s face and hair. I had large boobs, My shape was rounded and sexy.

She spritzed me with perfume and giggled.

I looked at her. I had never felt so…nice…in my life. And yet, I had never felt so…worried. “What are you doing?”

“Come help me load the boxes, then we’ll take a long drive, and I will tell you. In fact, I’m not going to tell you, not until we reach the cabin and get unpacked. Until then, I want you to just enjoy this moment.”

She led the way back to the living room, and she had me move boxes from the living room to the garage. She drove a big SUV, and I managed to load all the boxes into the back area.

Then she told me to get in, and she started up the car. She had backed in, the better to make a quick getaway, and later I would realize the better to avoid my mother, and she spurted down the driveway and into the street.

The traffic was light, but she drove slowly.

“Don’t want to get caught by a cop,” she told me. “How would we ever explain you?” And she giggled. She seemed extremely happy.

I sat in the passenger seat. I was a lady, but my dick was sprouting under the material.

“Don’t worry, we’ll handle that later.”

She drove out of town and began the long trek into the mountains. It was getting late now, and we followed a winding road into a deep forest. As we drove she tried small talk.

“How are you doing in school?”

“Uh, okay.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No.”

“A boyfriend?” And she giggled.

“No!” I was aghast. Just because I liked to wear girls clothes and get hard didn’t make me gay.

“Take it easy, J. I’m just joking.”

I didn’t see anything funny. I was being kidnapped, feminized, and I was worried about the pictures going out on the internet.

We went through a drive through and she ordered for me. “Chicken strips and french fries. Strawberry shakes.”

I got brave enough to say, “I like hamburgers.”

She smiled at me as we waited in line. “Young ladies should only eat what won’t mess up their lipstick.”

So I slid fries and strips into my mouth and chewed, and sucked on a straw, and wished I had a chocolate shake. But girls like pink, I guess.

We left the fast food place and entered the loopy roads of the high mountains. We weren’t far now, and Mrs. Johnson smiled her secretive smile as we took the last few turns. Then, at the end of a long road, no other cabins around us, she pulled up to an A frame. On the other side of the A frame was a lake.

“Okay, J, we’re here. You want to bring in the boxes?”

I stepped out of the car. I was wearing Mary Janes and the gravel was rough on my feet. While she turned on the lights I began carrying boxes into the house.

The boxes were all Amazon, and they weren’t very heavy. Five minutes and I had them all stacked next to a couch.

Mrs. Johnson was lighting a fire in the big fireplace, and I looked around.

Wood beams and wood walls. A loft above the entrance. The back of the building was all glass, and I could see the moon reflecting off the light chop of waves.

“There we go.” Mr.s Johnson stood up and wiped her hands off. Then she turned to me. “Would you like a drink?”

“Uh…yeah?” I was young, but old enough to drink. But not old enough to understand how somebody could crave alcohol with their every fiber, except for right now.

“In the kitchen you will find Pepsi and bourbon. The frig should give ice. Fill with ice cubes, half and half on the liquor. We don’t want you wasted. I’m going to go slip into something more comfortable.”

I went to the kitchen, mixed the drinks, and turned back to the living room. I almost dropped the glasses.

Mrs. Johnson was wearing a bra and a thong. Her breasts were heaving over the top of the bra, and she licked her lips as she looked at me.

“Come, let’s sit on the couch,” she said. “I have a story to tell you.”

I followed. She sat, she patted the cushion next to her. I sat next to her. She sipped from her drink, said, “Woo!” then put an arm around me.

She pulled me close. I could feel her breasts pressing against me. I could feel her delicate breath on my cheek.

“Do you dream, J?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Stop saying ‘uh.’ It’s a conversation waster, and it makes you sound stupid.”

I resolved never to say ‘uh’ again in my life.

“I dream.” The fire crackle happily. We each sipped. I looked at my lipstick marks on my glass.

“I married Mr. Johnson when I was but 19. He was so handsome. He was a stud. He was from a wealthy family, played football…he was everything I ever dreamed of.”

Not being too suave, I asked, “Did he die?”

She grunted, but didn’t upbraid me. “No. No. He’s out there somewhere. He’s taking care of me financially. I’ll never have to worry, but…” she stopped.

“But what?”

She didn’t answer, but continued her story.

“So we married, and a few years passed, and I noticed that he didn’t like to do it. That when we did do it, it was a struggle for him. That caused a rift in our marriage. We went to counselors, we talked about divorce, children, anything and everything that we thought, in our delirium, might save our marriage.

“Imagine, children to save a marriage, now there’s a silly thought.” She pressed her lips to my temple and said, “People need to grow up before they have children.”

I was electric. The most beautiful woman in the world was holding me. I was a girl. She had kissed me. And, to top it all off, I could already feel the light headiness that good bourbon imparts.

“Eventually, however, I found out the truth.”

She stopped talking, got up, took my glass and hers and went into the kitchen She came back with fresh drinks. She handed me one and I looked at the lip. Red lipstick.

She grinned. “If that’s my glass, you’re kissing me. Would you like to kiss me, J?”

“Uh…” then I realized what I had said. “Sorry.”

She laughed, a merry tinkle, and plopped down next to me. Now she didn’t hold me, now she leaned against me, and she started rubbing the bump in my dress.

“I came home one day. Got off work early, and discovered what the problem was. It wasn’t me. I wasn’t lacking, it was him. He was wearing clothes. Clothes like you’re wearing. And I knew…my husband was a cross dresser.”

I was frozen. What she was telling me, and the way she was rubbing my cock, it had blown my mind.

“Oh, I had a fit. I was a child. I gave him grief, and I drove him away. I treated him like shit, and he finally left me. Odd, I thought he was the one with the problem, but it was me that had the problem.

“I had a few rough years then. I drank, took some drugs, and when I was stoned out of my mind…I sought out cross dressers.

“I was guilty, you see. I had destroyed my marriage. I had treated my husband badly, and there was some piece of me that wanted him back, that wanted to understand it all.”

“Did he come back?”

She smiled wanly. The fire crackled. She snuggled a bit, reached under my dress and grabbed my cock. She didn’t move her hand on it, that would have caused an orgasm. She just held it, and continued her talk.

“No. I had destroyed our relationship. We’ll never get back together, and we both know it. He’s got somebody else now. Somebody, a beautiful woman, who will accept him for what he is. And that leaves me.”

She took a long drink, demolished the alcohol, put the glass aside, then moved me around. We faced each other on the couch. Our faces lit by the crackling flames. Our breathing heavy, our faces flushed.

“I discovered you stealing my clothes, and it was like God gave me a second chance. Oh, I don’t want to marry you, I just want to experience you. I want to help you, create you, make it all right for you to explore who you really are.”

We stared at each other. Our faces were inches apart. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to move our faces together and press our lips together.

“J?” she breathed.

“Yes?” And now I wasn’t embarrassed. I was horny. I was in love.

“Will you make love to me?”

Then she leaned forward and kissed me, gently. I felt her warm lips on mine. I felt her breathing on me. I began to kiss her back.

She placed one of my hands on her breast, and she placed one of her hands on mine.

Then we were coming together, pressing our bodies against each other. She thrust her hips forward and felt my cock. She held my face and devoured my lips. She reached down and grabbed me. And held me. And stopped me from shooting.

She laughed. “I know. I know. Don’t worry.”

She began taking my dress off. She slipped it over my head, somehow without removing my wig.

We meshed again, as if our lips were the ultimate liquor and we were addicted.

I undid her bra, and those magnificent breasts tumbled forth.

She took off my bra, and the forms bounced on the floor in front of the couch.

We squirmed, we wiggled, we swallowed each other’s saliva and tongues and lips.

I bent my head and took a nipple in my mouth. I sucked, hard, and she groaned and pulled me to her and arched her back.

She stroked me, then she ducked her bead and took me in her mouth.

I was close then, and I had no control, but she backed off, grabbed my penis hard, and controlled me.

Then we fell off the couch and were on the floor, tangled in our discarded clothing, humping and writhing and trying to figure out how to get my dick into her.

Finally, she grabbed me and rolled me over and sat on me. My dick stood up against her belly. She raised up, moved forward an inch, and lowered herself, slowly, excruciatingly, on my cock.

I felt her lower lips kiss the head of my cock, then I was slipping in. I could feel the folds of her vagina as she took me. I felt the rapturous slither of wet flesh along my shaft as she sank to my balls.

She sat on me then, staring into my eyes, playing with my nipples, wondering what Gods had blessed us. Then we started the final rush. She ground on me and groaned, almost a howl. I reached up and grabbed her nipples, roughly, and I could see she liked it, and I pulled.

Another low moan, then a whimper, and I knew she was going over the top.

And so was I.

I was hot and horny, I hadn’t masturbated for days, I hadn’t cum since she had caught me, and I was desperate.

“Oh…fuck….fuck me.” She wailed.

I thrust up, and the cork popped off the bottle. I could feel the champagne shooting up my dick. I could feel my balls tensing and pulling up I could feel that deep throb at the base of my tool.

And she was holding on to me now, squeezing me, arching so that her tits pressed into my chest. Harder, harder.

I thrust my dick upward and felt my sperm splatter in her cave. Thick ropes, white cream, my essence.

And she was caught by some rapturous wave, being tumbled across far sands, feeling the burn of some ancient and foreign sun.

Then we were collapsed on each other, breathing, trying to remember who we were.

Not that we cared.

We slept up stairs in the loft. It was warm, and we were tangled in sheets and each other. I kept waking her up by sucking on her nipple. And she would giggle and stroke my cock. Then we would sleep a bit more, wake up, and do it again.

The sun broke through the trees, a beautiful golden morning, and we roused ourselves. And she grabbed me and threw me down. I realized that though I was a guy, she was older, and actually stronger.

“I go a gym every day,” she explained.

She worked on me then, plucked my eyebrows just a little bit more, and made me use Nair and shower.

It felt so electric to have no hair. Now I really enjoyed the feeling of lingerie. Though we had done it twice the night before, I was hard again.

“You have to get rid of that,” she accused me, acting like it was bad, and making me laugh.

So we went for a long swing. jumped off the end of the pier and stroked out to a platform bobbing in the water. We wore no clothes, she just laughed when I suggested them. “Nobody wears cloths out here.”

Then we swam back, and she rushed me into the house and, before I could get hard again, she made me sit back on the couch and she fiddled with my groin.

It felt weird, something hard going over my cock, then a click. I looked down. “What the…?”

“It’s called a chastity tube. You’re going to wear it until Sunday night.”

“But it’s strangling me!”

“It’s containing you, helping you be chaste, storing your juices up for me.”

“But I don’t want my juices stored up.”

“Do you want to fit into a dress without the unsightly bulge?”

That stopped me. Yes, I wanted a hard on, and I wanted to sink it to the balls in her. But I was also obsessed, and I realized not just with boobs.

Yes, boobs were the key, the trigger, the thing that fascinated me about women. But the whole picture included all lingerie, having actual boobs, wearing make up and looking like a woman.

She grinned. “Now, let’s really do you up right.”

She helped me pull on another corset, this one tighter, and I felt my breath squooshed right out of my body.

Another bra, and my breast forms. Funny, I already thought of them as ‘mine,’ as if I had actual breasts.

And I discovered what was in the boxes.  Mrs. Johnson had ordered me clothes. That was why she had measured me. I had extra underwear, dresses, even shoes. Real high heels!

I wore a short skirt, the kind that shows legs al-l-l the way down to the ground. I wore boots with low heels. Very classy with open toes, which showed my red painted nails. I wore a tight fitting tee shirt, and it looked like the boobs I was wearing were totally real.

Then she slipped another wig on me, made me into a redhead with lots of curls, and adjusted my make up to the new hair color.

I was smoking hot. I was slim and big titted, my face was perfectly girlish, and even sultry. And my lips…I loved the plumper she was using on them. I wondered if it would wear off before I got home.

By the time we went out to the car we were laughing and giggling. Two girls on their way to town, though the town we were going to was just a little collection of tourist shops.

She drove, I played with the radio. We couldn’t stop touching each other. I felt her boobs. She ran her hand over my lap. Even though I was caged, it took my breath away, and I discovered something: being caged makes you horny.

Your dick wants to get out, it’s constantly struggling. It’s more sensitive to…everything. If the car went over a bump a thrill shot through my groin.

Mrs. Johnson, to say the least, loved it. She kept saying she wanted to stop and just kiss me. She called me her daughter, and when I laughed, she grudgingly admitted we were more like sisters.

Were we in love?

Yes and no.

We wanted each other, and I knew we always would. But she didn’t want marriage, she just wanted a relationship. Then she could go back to being herself, and call on the relationship only when she felt the desire.

I loved her, but only as the young can, uninhibited, knowing it was for a moment, but…what a moment!

We drove up the little main street and looked at all the shops. There weren’t many people, but I knew this afternoon the real rush would begin. Until then, we had a couple of hours of walking through little places, holding hands, her brushing the back of her hand across the front of my skirt. Me bumping into her tits with a bare arm.

We wandered through the shops, picking up things and discussing them, and, at one point, I had an interesting realization.

“You know,” I whispered in her ear, “I actually don’t even know your first name.”

She laughed. She whispered back, “Tammi.”

And I thought, Tammi and J, out on the town. Two girls having the time of their lives.

I whispered that to Tammi, and she smiled, and I cold see she was taken up by the idea.

Then we went to a small eatery. We sat outdoors and ordered salads. I wanted a hamburger, but she convinced me I had to act like a girl in every way. Besides, the little bits and pieces were perfect for chewing with lipstick on.

Finally, tired but energized, we hopped back into the car and drove back to the cabin.

There was a console between us, and I wanted to crawl across it and ravage her, but consoles are not sex friendly.

We arrived at the house, and I had a super treat in for me.

First, we had a couple of more drinks. Then we sat on the deck, holding hands, trading kisses every once in a while. And she said: “To really understand what it is to be a woman, you have to learn to make love like a woman.”

“How do I do that?”

“Well, the first stage is…you’re going to have to make me cum…without your dick.”

I squealed, “Wha-a-at!” And we both laughed.

“Then, tomorrow, before you go home, I’m going to deflower you.”

“Deflower me? Like steal my virtue?”

“Like a man deflowers a woman,” she spoke softly, gazing into my eyes.

“But I don’t have a pussy, and you don’t have a dick.”

She nodded, sipped a little more bourbon and Coke, and said, “There are ways. I will show you your pussy, and I do have a penis. A rather large one, if you like, or a small one if you insist on being a scaredy cat.”

Well, I was a manly…uh, girl. And size didn’t scare me. Besides. I was half drunk. “I’m not scaredy cat.”

“Wonderful. Then perhaps you could get the show on the road by getting down on your knees and showing me how well you can ‘lesbian’ my pussy.”

‘Lesbian’ her pussy? Oh, my God. Did she really say that?

I sipped the last of my drink, then stood up. I swayed a little bit, and then place a pillow on the deck and knelt on it.

She lowered the bottom half of the lounge and slipped forward so she was half laying on the thing, her pleasure palace on display and ripe for the picking. Uh, licking.

I bent forward, placed my hands on the deck between her legs, and slowly moved my head forward.

She was hot with lust. She was breathing hard and looked flushed. She gulped the last of her drink, then put it down on the deck.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned as I took my first lap, a long slow lick up the slit, my tongue sliding between the labia and ending up on her clit.

I sucked her clitoris then. I pulled it into my mouth and sucked on it and chewed on it.

She gasped, and thrust her hips into my face.

I pushed her down, spread her legs more, and put my whole face against her pussy. I fucked her pussy with my face. I used my nose and my lips, I could hardly breath, and I ground my face into her.

She placed her hands over my head, my ears, and she humped me.

Then, when she calmed down, I drew back and using three stiff fingers on her. I put them into her and began shoving them back and forth. I could feel the lip of her vagina with my knuckles, and she cried out in wonder.

Again and again, my hand like a piston, ramming and jamming, feeling the juices flow. And before I knew it, she was bucking, on the edge of an orgasm.

I slowed down, pulled my hand out, and she cursed me. “Oh, you asshole! Fuck me! You bitch! Fuck me!”

So I did her again with the three fingers, and I used one of my fingers on the other hand to diddle her clit at the same time.

“Fu….fu…oh…ye-e-es…” She wheezed, holding my wrist and helping me fill her. And this time, when she started to climb the mountain, I pushed her, pushed her right over the edge.

“OHHHH!” she wailed like a siren, yet guttural, like a cave woman.

Then I just sat there, my fingers in her, but not moving. Her holding my wrist, but not pulling. And we breathed. And she caught her breath again. And, finally, the slightest of moves, she pulled my wrist, so I pushed my hand into her, and we were off  to the races.

We did that four times that afternoon. Until she was exhausted and wanted only to sleep.

While she slept I tried on some of the clothes she had bought me. I wished I had a real set of boobs, I wondered what mother would think if I started taking hormones.

I loved a grey dress with a plunging back, and I tried on the high heels with it. I strutted back and forth in the cabin while Tammi slept in the loft. Listening to the heels click, and loving it. My dick kept trying to get erect, and it was driving me crazy.

I tried fixing my lipstick, I was scared to fix anything else, and didn’t do to badly. After all, you just have to be careful and keep the color in the lines, on the lips themselves.

Then I went out on the deck and watched the sun dip towards the lake. I had another drink in my hand, and I was feeling the horniness just eat me alive. My pecker pounding, throbbing, but with no where to go.

I heard the door open behind me, then Tammi came up to me and put her arms around me. She was wearing only a sheet, and she was absolutely delicious looking.

“How’d I do?” I asked.

She smiled, pressed her body against me so the sheet wouldn’t fall, grabbed my face and turned me into her lips. It wasn’t a horny kiss, it was a satisfied kiss, a ‘thank you’ kiss.

“Wow! That good?” I managed to breath out when she took pity on me and pulled away.

“That good. Are you ready to learn about your pussy?”

I could feel my heart lurch. I was light headed. “Sure.” Such a glib word, hiding the excitement I felt, even as it committed me to it.

She took me by the hand and led me into the cabin. We mixed a couple of drinks, then we climbed the stairs to the loft.

“Drink up,” she whispered to me. “You want to be really relaxed for this.”

So I drank, and when I was done, she handed me her drink, and she smiled at me. There was excitement in her eyes. A secret in her smile.

“Okay,” she said. She went to the dresser next to the bed and took out a mess of straps and several dildos.

She put the straps on around her waist, and said, “Pick one.”

A small black one. A pink one, about the size of my dick, a big, clear one that was made out of some solid type of plastic. “4 inches, 6 inches, and 8 inches. Which one do you want?”

I remembered my boast of earlier. I picked up the plastic one. I could see the world through it, all distorted by the curved shape of the thing.

She didn’t try to talk me out of it. She simple nodded, told me to finish my second drink, and screwed the thing into her harness.

We stood for a few minutes then, holding each other, her big dick pressed against my thigh. It hung in her straps, but I knew it wasn’t going to be bending in me. This was a dick that meant business.

“Get on all fours.”

I crawled on to the bed, my ass towards her, high in the air, the perfect height for her to fuck me.

She slathered lubricant all over the dildo, then she wiped a huge glob onto my ass,

I was high. Not sloppy drunk, but that happy stoned place. I waited on my hands and knees, feeling so open and vulnerable.

“I love you, J,” she whispered as she moved between my legs, pressed the plastic pecker against my brown spot.

“Uh!” I grunted. The feel of the thing surprised me.

“You must relax. If you try to tighten up, it will hurt. If you relax, the sky is the limit. In fact, there is no limit.”

“Okay,” I breathed. My back was straight, I didn’t know if I should hunch it or sag it.

She pressed in, slowly but inexorably. My mouth opened, I cried out something, but wasn’t sure what. This thing was opening me up, splitting me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Don’t fall, J. If you fall I’ll fall on you, and that will ram it into you before you’re ready.”

Then I felt the head pop. My ass hurt, but only a little, and pleasure was already starting up.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathed. I could feel her grinning behind me. She had her hands around my waist and she held on to me and waited.

I breathed, tried to calm myself down, and my muscles slowly relaxed. More pleasure, eating into me, opening me up, showing me a world I had not known had existed.

“Okay,” I nodded.

Thank God for lubrication, she slipped the whole thing into me. Every muscle in me went into shock. Every nerve woke up and screamed, “What’s that!”

But it felt good. It felt really good. It felt like a giant itch that had to be scratched. And scratched. And scratched.

I pushed back, gently, and she let me. Then I pulled forward, and a gap open up between our bodies, then she shoved it in again.

Somewhere in there I began to cry, but they were tears of joy. I had never experienced such sensations, such completeness. It was better than a dick, and yet, not. It was different. It was sharper, and I didn’t have the control, but I was learning that to really feel it I had to give up control. I had to submit to the big penis in my bottom. I had to give myself up to the woman driving it into me. It was delicious submissiveness, and I had not known how good it could be.

Oddly, I had not thought to ask for the chastity tube to be taken off, and as she fucked me she grabbed the whole thing and moved it around. Twisted it, jerked it, and gave me a thrill not available to a hard penis.

“Oh, god…!” And then I lost it. I fell forward, and she fell with me, and her whole weight rammed the penis deep into me. It felt like it was almost in my stomach, and my mind sort of blanked out. Everything was white, and loosy goosy, and I felt my groin just sort of explode.

Not hard like a squirting orgasm, but a shimmy that seemed to come from the hard dick, spread out through my groin and thighs, and then heat up my whole body.

“Ohhhh” I moaned, again and again, and then, somehow, without me understanding, it was over.

Tammi stopped moving and we lay there, her on me, the big prick lodged between my buns.

I could breath, but barely. I was still wearing the corset. I couldn’t move for her weight. All I could do was wonder what had happened to me.

Finally, she pushed up, and the dong slid slowly out of me. It left a space and I almost cried for the sheer pleasure of the way it had rubbed my nerves, and then left me empty.

She stood up and looked down. I looked to where she was looking. There was a big wet spot under my chastity tube. I hadn’t gotten hard and squirted, rather, the big dick had pressured my prostate and forced the semen to ooze out.

“Sleep, if you wish. I’ll be downstairs.”

I didn’t sleep. I sort of dozed, and relieved the vast goodness in my asshole, but I didn’t fall all the way asleep.

Finally, I crawled back off the bed and stood up.

My asshole felt used, and my muscles felt like they were made of rubber, but it felt good.

I walked downstairs, and Tammi met me with a hug and a kiss. And we sat, and we talked about men and women, and the differences between them, and the perceived differences between them.

And we made love again. This time me doing her. And we woke up, and she did me again, and then it was the end of the weekend.

Tammi cleaned me up before we left the cabin. She used tons of cold cream and made sure I was completely male, no trace of female. Then we cleaned the cabin, put all my new clothes into a spare closet, and got into the car.

We stopped for a hamburger on the way down, and she laughed at the male way I ingested it.

And I put on a mock male act for her, slobbering and grunting like a caveman.

I really wished we could have stayed at the cabin.

And she said, “Tell your mother how much fun you had, but that you had to work too much.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Next month I want to spend a couple of weeks up there. And. I need a handy man to fix up a few things. What do you think?”

“I think you don’t need a handy man.”

She looked at me, a little confused.

“You need a handy woman.”

Then she laughed, and I laughed.

And we couldn’t wait for our next trip to the cabin.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.
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