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I Changed My Nephew into a Girl!


PART ONE

Lana is an idiot.

Lana is my sister, and we have never gotten along, and I couldn’t believe it when she called me up out of the blue.

“I’m going to Europe, but I need to find a summer home for Chuckie.”

Oh, great. My least favorite sister is going to saddle me with my least favorite nephew, and…and then I got an idea.

“Lana, is Charles still cross dressing?”

“What? Oh, I don’t know.”

“Don’t avoid the issue. Does Charles Cross dress?”

Silence. then: “Well, maybe a little. Just every once in a while.”

Huh. He probably wore gowns on the golf course. I said: “Well, I always liked his softer self, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will let Chuckie stay here for the summer as long as he does exactly what I say.”

“Well, of course he will. He’s a good boy and…” blah blah blah.

“No, Lana, you don’t understand. I said ‘anything.’ Like what you did for Charles twenty years ago.

Blah bla—what? I could hear her mind shrieking. “You want to what?”

“I want to do what you did to Charles 20 years ago.”

“But I don’t…no. You can’t—“

“Good bye.” I hung up. And I grinned, and I chortled, and I poured myself a glass of sherry. I gave her 24 hours and she would come begging.

She didn’t have a lot of friends, her nephew, as I recalled from seeing him some 13 years previous, was a brat, and there was no way she was going to find a home for him for a summer.

To add to that, she wasn’t fond of the male of the species.

She met Charles, found out he was rich, and told him to marry her. When he wouldn’t, she spent a summer converting him into femininity. I hadn’t seen him for years, but I could still see him in my mind, prancing about in high heels and a bra, lipstick and red nails. His penis flopping about like it was big. Have I used the word ‘sheesh?’ Well, here it is again. Shee-eee-eesh.

The rest of the day I spent thinking over my plans. I wrote scenarios, I checked out the price of girly things in a male size, I imagined fixing up the bedroom, and the dungeon.

Ah, the dungeon. I hadn’t used it lately. But all my toys were still down there. A little dusting, a little polish, and Chuckie would have a fine place to play. Heh heh.

And, feeling a little horny, all that planning and thinking about what I was going to do to Chuckie, I ran upstairs to polish my dildo. And I think you know what I mean.

Then I swam in the pool, went for a run, and called Martha, my BFF. I just had to share the news

“Hello Daphne, you bitch.”

“Hello Martha, you cunt.”

Then we giggled. We always started our conversations out like this. For over two decades we had been bosom buddies. Emphasis on the word bosom. We were both stacked, the boys chased us, and we found we were particular suited to each other.

“Guess who’s coming to dinner?”

“You mean ‘cuming?’”

“Get your head out of the gutter, sister…”

“I’d rather keep it in the gutter, with you.”

“Hardy har har, now guess.”

“Jeffry Epstein?”

“Oh, you silly…my nephew!”

“Your nephew? I didn’t even know you had one.”

“My sister’s son!”

“Your sister? I didn’t even know you had one.”

“Argh! That did it! Get that stupendously fat rhino ass of yours over here right now!”

“Ooh, goodie, I’ll bring some refreshments.”

A half hour later the doorbell dinged and I strode to the door. Click. Click. Click. “Who’s there?”

“A handsome stud with a really big dick!”

“Oh, goodie!” I swung the door open.

“Oops, I lied,” Martha entered, air kissed and hugged me. Her big tits pressed against mine. She was carrying a bottle of champagne.

“Champagne?”

“They were out of Vodka.”

We giggled. We walked into the kitchen where I took out two flutes. Expertly, she popped her cork—not that way, at least not yet—and poured us a pair.

We leaned our butts against the island and sipped the ambrosia of the Gods.

“Champagne in the morning,” I chortled. “How evil.”

“It’s what the doctor ordered.”

“An evil doctor.”

We hugged each other again, then stood back and looked at each other. Then I turned us towards the side wall, which was a big mirror.

In body we could have been twins. We had started out with big boobs, and they had just gotten bigger.

We had the same shade lipstick, a metallic red. Her eyes were smoky grey, mine light blue. She had brunette locks that poured over her white skin. I had blonde curls that waved halfway down my back.

She sighed.

“What?”

“Look at us. Divorced, horny, and turning into fat cows.”

“Speak for yourself, Miss Double Ds.”

“I’m bigger than that.”

“No!” I looked at her.

“And you probably are, too.”

I checked myself out again. I still had a good waist, not a 23, like in college, but probably not over 28. “We’re going to have to measure.”

“So what’s this stuff about a nephew.”

“Chuckie. My sister is going to Europe for a few months, she’s trying to palm the boy off on me.”

“Oh, goodie. A slave boy!”

We giggled.

“You’re reading my mind, sister.”

“So what does he look like?”

“I don’t know.”

“What?”

“Oh, they send me family pictures every Christmas, but I just throw them in a drawer.”

“Well, where’s the drawer?”

“Upstairs.”

In my bedroom Martha opened a drawer, pawed through scissors and papers, a tape measure, a dildo—she held it up and winked at me—and a stack of Xmas cards. Quickly we looked through the cards.

Pictures through the years. Lana looking like a bubble brained blonde. Charles, looking so manly. “He’s a cross dresser,” I explained, “and an idiot. I told Lana that if she palmed her idiot son off on me I would make him into a cross dresser.”

“And she’s okay with that?”

“She’s okay with anything that diddles her pussy and makes her money. I’m sure her nephew doesn’t diddle, and he’s probably a lazy snowflake. So she won’t care.”

“Ah, this generation…” Martha commiserated, then she found last year’s card and held it up.

They stood in front of a tree weighted down with lights and tinsel. A tomountain of packages surrounding their feet.

Lana on the left, holding a glass of cheer and looking a little wasted. Charles on the right, holding a flute up with one hand, and tipping Chuckie’s Santa hat down over his eyes. Chuckie didn’t look too happy, and Martha and I weren’t too happy. Sort of ruined the picture. A guy in garish PJs, a stupid hat on in his head, squeezed between two drunks. Hmm.

“Doesn’t look promising.”

“Well, at least he’s not fat.”

“No.” I turned to Martha. “I’m going to make him a cross dresser.”

She stared me and waited.

“I have been wanting to get back at Lana for 20 years.”

“For what.”

“Charles was my boyfriend.”

“Aha,” she nodded. “I thought I detected an extra bit of vitriol.”

If I can send him back to her a prancing fop it will serve her right.

Daphne stared at me. Hard.

I slumped. “I know.”

“He’s an innocent.”

“So what do we do? We use him for a slave boy, let him jack off a lot, and that’s it?”

“Well, it is cruel to hurt somebody else to get back at another person.”

“Oh, damn. You rain on my parade.”

She sat down on the side of my bed and sipped. She watched me.

I straightened up. “Okay. Slave boy only.”

“And I get to help?”

“Yes.”

We clinked glasses, and, at that moment, the phone rang.

I grinned. “She broke. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours.”

“Well answer the phone, girl friend.”

I picked up my cell, put it on speaker, and spoke in my haughtiest voice, “Yes…who is this?”

Martha laughed silently.

“I don’t want you to abuse Chuck.”

Daphne nodded. She was right.

I sighed. “Well, I don’t know why I’m so kind, but I’ll tell you what. I won’t do anything he doesn’t want. Any abuse that occurs will be self abuse.”

“Don’t try to be funny about this.”

“I’m saddled with your bonehead offspring for a summer. Yeah, I guess it isn’t funny.”

She was silent at that, but only for a moment. Then: “We just put him on a plane. And listen, I warned him about you.”

“Warned him what?”

“I told him you were strange and that he should be very careful around you.”

I soughed. “Well, okay, sister mine. Text me the data and I’ll pick him up at the airport.”

“No need. He’ll Uber.”

“Excellent. Have a great Europe.”

“I will.”

Click.

No thank you. Just…click. I turned to Daphne. “On his way.”

“Goodie. Let’s measure your boobs, then have a swim.”

We measured, and that was fun.

“Take off your blouse.”

“You just want to get your hands on my boobers.”

“Accurate measurements in the name of science,” she reprimanded me.

She held up the tape measure and circled my chest. I felt the cold material slide across my flesh and it gave me a shiver.

“Getting horny?”

“Be serious.” I was.

“Okay, 58 Z.”

I laughed. “Now you be serious.”

“Okay. 40 EE. You cow!”

“You’re just jealous.”

She put the Xmas cards back into the drawer and took out the dildo. She said. “Lay down and I’ll get you off.” Her voice was throaty.

Now, we weren’t Lesbians. We were just efficient. We didn’t want to kiss, we just wanted a quick bang, relieve the pressure, get on with life.

I lay back, pulled up my skirt and lifted my legs.

She pulled my panties down with one hand, then began massaging my cooch.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“It’ll feel better in a minute. You have any lube?”

“I’m wet enough.”

“Oh, she likes it rough.”

“In the bathroom.”

She went for the lube, brought back a jar and placed it on the night table. She coated the dildo, then put a finger glob onto my snatch.

“Ooh,” I gasped.

She smiled and pushed the dildo into me, and I really gasped.

“Geez Louise! You ever hear of foreplay.”

“We don’t need no stinkin’ foreplay,” she giggled, and she began ramming it back and forth.

“Oh…oh!” my hips responded with jerks.

“I think she likes it,” she quipped.

Being penetrated in such hard fashion, it was so caveman, it just woke up the survival senses. The only way to survive was to fight back, and fighting back with a pussy is  always fun.

“You bitch!” I moaned, trying to hold her wrist with my hands.

She swiped my hands away and kept jamming into me. “Take it like a cunt, you cunt!” She laughed.

Within a minute I was spasming, twitching, my pussy muscles gripping frantically and losing to the lube.

“Ha,” she said, as I went over the edge.

“AHHH!” My back arched like I was getting electrocuted. My mouth opened wide and I felt the white heat consume me, lift me up, and deposit me on the sheets, a puddle of sweat and happiness.

“Ah, God,” I said, after a minute. “You really got me.”

“Well,” she said, licking the dildo, “You could always return the favor.”

“Grrr,” I said. I reached up and pulled her arm. She fell to the bed as I stood up. I took the dildo and stood over her. “Vee haf Vays of deallink vith cunts!”

“Oh, mine fuhrer!” she threw a hand across her big chest in a mockery of fear. “Please…not the cock!”

I held up the dildo. “You are takiink it all!”

“Noooo!” she wailed, as she pulled up her skirt.

I pulled her panties down and spread lubricant over her hot, little honeypot.

“Oh, that does feel good.”

“How about this?” I growled, and I jammed…my little finger into her.

“Oh, come on!”

“What’s the matter, is it too big?”

“Use the dildo!”

“I am, it’s just that…you’ve grown.”

She tried to sit up but I pushed her back.

“This big, giant dildo, I remember when it could at least touch the walls. But now…what have you…been fucking elephants?”

She finally managed to reach a hand down and grabbed my wrist. So I pulled out my finger and stuck the dildo in. Hard.

“Gah!” And she let go of my wrist and sank back on the bed.

“You want turn about? Here you go!” I used both hands and began jackhammering the thing into her slit.

“Fu…fu…fu…!” she writhed on the bed. It looked like she was trying to escape, but I knew the truth, she wanted more. I gave it to her.

I pushed her back on the bed using nothing but the dildo and my well toned muscles. I shoved that dildo as far as I could, and she humped back in little half inches, trying to get traction, but she couldn’t.

“Oh…oh…!”

Her eyes were glazing and her boobs were shivering with the impact of my fucking.

Finally, I tired, my arm muscles gave out, so I used one hand to push on her mons, which included squashing her poor, little clit, and circled the dildo in her.

I fucked her, I scooped her innards, I excavated her lust.

“AHHHH!” she almost screamed when she came. I have never seen a body lock up so hard. And it lasted long. For a full 30 seconds she was locked in spasm, and I knew she was having a REALLY good cum. I kept worming the dildo into her, making it last longer.

She finally broke, and collapsed. For a long minute she just lay there, trying to regain her breath.

I grinned as I cleaned the dildo off and placed it in the drawer.

“Come on down to the pool when you recover. Don’t forget to make us a couple of drinks. Make mine bourbon and Coke.”

The last thing I heard, as I walked out of the bedroom, was her wheezing, “Oh, you fucking bitch.”

I laughed all the way downstairs.

I swam laps in the nude. I always swim in the nude. If God had wanted me to wear a bathing suit I would have been born with one. Right?

Finally, I got out, walked around the pool and lay on a lounger. At that moment Daphne came out of the house with a couple of frosty ones. She handed me one and sprawled on the lounger next to me.

We sighed. The sun warmed us, we were fucked out, but feeling that delightful tingle of having just cum.

“What a life,” murmured Daphne.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We sipped our drinks, chatted, and before we knew it, we were ready for our second. And then our third.

“It looks like a lost weekend for us,” commented Daphne.

“Just in time,” I answered.

DING DONG!

We looked at each other.

“That can’t be…”

“Not yet!”

I looked at my cell phone. Only a couple of hours had passed.

“Well, whoever it is, you have to answer it.”

“We have to answer it.” Giggling, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet. I dragged her through the house. She protested, but she was drunk and laughing.

Tell the truth, it was something that only a drunk would do, and we were drunk, so we did it.

We stood in front of the door and I swung it open.

On retrospect, I wondered what we were doing. What if it had been an UPS delivery. Or a pizza driver with the wrong address?”

But it wasn’t. It was Chuckie.

His mouth opened, his jaw dropped, his eyes were as wide as pies. He dropped his suitcases and stared at us.

Two buxom, naked, drunks. Our tits flopping in the wind, our cheer exuding out the front door and into the great, wide world.

“Come on in!” I was slurring my words slightly.

“Yeah, put up or shut up!” drawled Daphne.

He blinked, but then, as we stood back and held the door for him, he picked up his suitcases and entered the house.

He was not a tall boy. He was actually a couple of inches shorter than me, and he had long, brown hair. It was in a pony tail, and I had the urge to pull it as he passed us.

He stopped in the foyer. He just stood there, looking at us.

We giggled and held each other up.

“You’re my Aunt Martha?”

“Ooh, you’re an Aunt,” Daphne laughed and poked me in the ribs.

“And you’re my nephew Chunkie. Chuckie. Whoever. Put your bags upstairs, last room on the left. Then come down and go swimming.”

“And don’t wear no stinkin’ clothes.”

“Clothes? Why would he wear clothes?”

“That’s what I’m saying!”

“Clothes?”

“Bathing suit,” Daphne figure it out and corrected herself.

We laughed and staggered back to the pool area. We laid down on our lounges and kept laughing and giggling.

A short while later Chuckie came down.

In the light he was slender, soft, sort of like a miniature of Charles. Except that Charles was studly, and Chunkie wasn’t. Chuckie.

He had soft brown eyes, full lips, his skin was beautiful, slightly olive with no blemishes.

The interesting thing was that he had little mounds for pecs. Not like muscle, but like actual tits, but small. That made me wonder.

“Ooh, he’s bootiful,” slurred Daphne. “Take off that stupid swim suit, Chunkie.”

She was having the same trouble I was with his name.

Blushing, Chuckie slid his trunks down over his thighs and stepped out of them. He had, of course, a boner.

For a skinny, little fart he was fairly well endowed. From perverted research I knew that average American men were 6.5 inches. Chuckie was at least 8. An inch and a half over average. Lucky boy.

“Go get a drink, Chunkie. Chuckie.”

Chuckie walked back into the house. Both Daphne and I, though drunk, were obsessed with staring at his ass. It was not big. But if his waist was a little skinnier…hmmm. Then I shook myself. I had told Lana I wouldn’t mess with him. Too much.

He returned with a drink.

“Wush that?” We stared at his drink.

“It’s called a Beggar’s Banquet. It’s got maple syrup and lemon and a splat of beer in it.”

Daphne and I stared at each other. Then I asked, “Can you make me one?”

“No.”

“What?”

“You’re too drunk. It would be wasted on you.”

“You can’t tell us what wasted is!” protested Daphne.

He smiled, a polite, little good boy smile. “Mother told me not to serve people too drunk to drive.”

“Mother?”

“Lana?”

“Mother insisted that I learn how to make and serve proper alcohol. She also warned me not to endanger drunks.”

“Drunks? Did he call me a drunk?”

“Listen, buster,” I started, and I stood up.

I wavered, he reached out to steady me, and we fell in the pool. Well, I actually fell, and I grabbed on to him and pulled him in with me.

I spluttered and gasped and then I felt his hand grip my biceps and lift me up. My head appeared above water and I gasped for air.

“WEE!” and Daphne cannonballed us.

Then Daphne and I were laughing, laughing so hard that Chunkie…Chuckie…started smiling.

“Thash it, sweet cheeks,” burbled Daphne. “Throw all hope aside.”

“You ladies are really…something else.”

We splashed for a while, then we climbed out of the pool. Chuckie put us in our loungers and we stared at the sun. We were at the end of our drunk, dazed, feeling great, and wondering what was next. The world was circling a bit, and I looked at Chuckie.

“So, it’s your summer. What you want to do?”

Chuck then said something which totally blew me out of the water. Even drunk I was gobsmacked by what he said.

“Mother said you’re going to feminize me.”

I blinked, and blinked, quite owlish, and Daphne was laughing and laughing, and that’s the last thing I remember.

“Unh…oohh…what happened?”

I was laying in my bed. Fortunately it was a wide bed, because Daphne was groaning on the other side.

“Martha? Is that you?”

“No. Leave me alone.”

We slept again, and when we woke up it was about ten in the morning, and it was a beautiful morning. The sun was creeping through the window, the air was fresh, there were even a bunch of stupid birds singing in the trees outside.

Slowly, I swung my legs out to the floor, then I held my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Oh, it was a fog, but I must have slept through the major part of the hangover. I looked at the clock.

10. An ungodly hour in my condition, but it was what I had.

“Hey,” I shook the bed. “Get up.”

Daphne groaned, then stretched. “I need a drink.”

“Hair of the dog,” I agreed. I reached over and pushed her and she fell off the bed.

“Ow! Hey!” Then she stood up, rose up like a muddy Frankenstein. “I’ll get you back for that.”

“Later. Let’s go swimming.”

We walked down the stairs, a little staggery, then out to the pool area.

Chuckie was reading a book, the cover said, ‘We Made Him Our Fem- Boy: Three women, one, boy, one summer.’ It was by some idiot named Grace.

He put it down and lifted his sunglasses and inspected us.

“Oh,” I said. “I remember you.” Then I fell into the pool. When I came up he was walking into the house. Oh, well.

Daphne and I swam our stupor off and began to brighten up. The world started to make sense, and we swam laps slowly, but appreciated the water sluicing off our outer bodies, and smoothing out our inner thoughts.

Finally, we climbed out of the shallow end. The sun threatened to dry us off, so we just stood there and faced it. Then I heard a sound. We turned around. Chuck was carrying two plates, one on each arm, and two glasses, one in each hand.

“Breakfast, ladies.”

We looked at each other in delight, then hurried over to the little wrought iron table with the glass top. We sat down and he placed drinks in front of us, and then. our plates. He was a good juggler.

“These are Palomas, they will hold off any alcohol hangover, and the citrus will replace nutrients. I didn’t know how you liked your eggs, so I made simple omelettes. A bit of onion, peppers, seasoning, and, of course, cackleberries.”

“Cackleberries,” I laughed and then sipped. God, it felt good, and I felt what muzziness remaining in my skull dissipate. “You’ve been talking to my sister.”

“Occasionally,” he agreed.

We ate then, Daphne and I, and we soon were refreshed and strong and ready to go. And Daphne suddenly blurted, “My God, I remember you. You were drinking this crazy drink, and you said something…something important…”

She tried to remember, but I remembered first. “You said… you said your mother said…we are supposed to feminize you?”

He smiled. He was cute when he smiled. He looked so young.

“That’s right.”

Daphne and I looked at each other. I remembered talking with her about that, and deciding not to. And here it was again, being offered on a silver platter. I looked around.

“What?” he asked.

“My cell phone.”

“I put inside. Last night. Would you like…of course you would like me to get it. Or you wouldn’t be looking for it. One moment.”

He trotted into the house. Trotted, like in hurried, and in hurried to do my bidding. My mind was starting to get boggled by his perfection.

“Can you believe him?” whispered Daphne.

Then he was back and handed me my phone.

I hit Lana’s number. Ring, ring, ring. No answer.

“Try a text. She’s probably talking with somebody, she’s always talking with somebody, but she’ll check her texts no matter.”

So I texted.

Lana, are you serious?

I put the phone down, expecting an answer in an hour, when she finally got off the phone and checked her messages, but I had an answer within ten seconds. That girl might be a twit, but she was quick.

Of course. We’ve discussed. Ask him. Now go away.

Bitch.

I turned to Chuckie. “I’m supposed to feminize you.”

“Yes, ma’am. If you would.”

“And you want this?”

I’ve talked it over with mother. A lot. And I really want to experience this. I’m afraid of permanent, I want to see what it’s like.”

“Why?”

“I’ve watched my father for years. He is the happiest man I know. I love my father, and I want to be like him.”

I looked at Daphne. She put her hands up and shrugged and gave me a WTF look.

And I knew that my sweet, loving sister, the bitch, had managed to put one over on me. Grrr.

“Okay. Have you tried any cross dressing or anything?”

“When I was young. But when mother found out she made me stop.”

“She did? How come?”

“She said I wasn’t old enough. She said I had to mature a bit before I made such decisions.”

Hmm. Maybe Lana wasn’t so stupid after all. Well, she was, but at least she had done one right thing in her life.

Daphne blurted, “So let’s get this straight. You will turn yourself over to us for the summer. You will do anything, absolutely anything, we ask, and in return we just have to gussy you up. Make you soft and sweet. Tenderize you.”

“Like a girl,” he nodded.

“Oh, my God.”

We had a few more questions, but he was quite serious, and finally Daphne dropped a bomb.

“Okay, look. I’m with this, but I’ve got a problem.”

“Yes?” he arched his eyebrows, and I noticed that it looked like he had done a little pre-plucking. And it looked good.

“Well, I don’t know how to say this, so let me just blurt it out.”

“Okay.”

“I need sex.”

His eyes opened a little, but he didn’t say anything.

“I like young men, they are a gas, and the idea of fucking a girly girl…that sort of makes me wet. So, do you think…could you…”

He smiled. “Of course.”

“And you don’t mind that I’m a bit older than you?”

He knelt then, the darling boy knelt, and he looked her right in the eyes. “When I first saw you yesterday I was afraid. I didn’t know which of you was my aunt. But I got an instant boner, and,” he looked at me, “no offense here, Auntie,” he called me auntie, the dear boy, and he looked back to Daphne, “I didn’t want you to be my aunt.”

“Oh,” I could feel Daphne’s heart do a flip, then lay down and give up. “You dear boy.”

“In fact,” he stood up, “I don’t mean to be forward, but mother always said you,” he looked at me, “were sexually adventurous. I wanted to learn about that. But I am so afraid.”

“Of what?” I asked.

“You’re my aunt, and because we shouldn’t have sexual relations, I was afraid that you wouldn’t…show me how to be sexually adventurous.”

We were silent for a long moment after that. We kept exchanging glances, grokking things, trying to absorb certain things, feeling our way through this strange, new relationship.

“Well,” I said. “I know we’re related by blood, and that we shouldn’t…shall I say,’do the deed?”…but we can certainly play with each other. It’s just that I’ll get the short end of the stuck, which in this case is no stick at all.”

“That’s okay,” murmured Daphne. She was now staring at Chunkie hungrily, like she wanted to take him into the bedroom, cook him on one side, turn him over, and cook him on the other.

I looked at her. “Okay for you, bitch.”

She giggled. “There are those who are pure as the driven snow, they get their wishes. Then there are the ugly hags who get nothing.”

“Did you just call me an ugly hag?”

“If the shoe fits…” she reached out and felt his trunks. “Lose the trunks, bozo.”

Quickly, Chuckie shimmied out of them. That delightful cock sprang up and I felt my heart sink. I wanted it so-o-o much.

Daphne grabbed his cock and pulled it.

Chuckie grunted and began to move his hips. For a few seconds they explored the hand job, then I cleared my throat.

“What?” asked Daphne, feigning irritation.

“There are times and places.”

“And this is the time and—“

I held up a hand, “hold it, don’t say it, because it’s not.”

“It’s not?” now she was curious.

I turned to Chuckie and smiled sweetly. “Tell me, dear boy. Have you ever seen a dungeon?”

Daphne yelped a chortle, stood up and walked away. Chuckie’s dick being in her hand, he was compelled to follow. I didn’t think he minded.

And I ran for the computer room.

I am not a loose woman, but I have appetites, and every once in a while I meet a man I’d like to sample. So I set up the playroom, my dungeon, and one of the little tricks about it was that there was a video feed that led directly to my computer. When there were no men around, and I got a little horny, I had a complete set of videos to get myself wet and wild.

I was about to get another one.


PART TWO

I powered up the computer, pulled up the security system, tapped on line 4, and, voila, I was looking at the dungeon. Full color, full sound, full lights.

Daphne and Chuckie enter. Daphne tried to turn the lights down, but they wouldn’t go. Of course not. I was controlling them, and I wanted to see.

So she showed Chuckie the dungeon.

Against one wall were whips and boas, handcuffs and feather, dildos and butt plugs. In short, everything a young man, or woman, would need to titillate themselves or others.

At various places around the room were pieces of furniture.

In one corner was a pillory. I loved to be locked in it, my butt projecting to the rear, defenseless and ready.

In another corner was a Sybian. Oh, the hours I had spent letting that thing take me to the stars.

In yet another corner was a simple poster bed. With leather circlets at the four corners.

In the center of the room was the piece de resistance, a specially made table. You could tie a person to it, and his arms and legs to moveable arms, and then you could arrange him, or her, as you wanted.

You could move it upright into a St. Andrew’s cross. You could move it horizontal open open the legs, for a suck from down under or  a fuck from up above.

I tall ya, that table was a masterpiece.

In the basement: “Tell me, dear boy,” Daphne held his arm and snuggled her boobs against him. “Have you ever had anything up your butt?”

“Oh, yes.”

“And what have you had up your butt?”

“Well, when I was younger I tried to sit on a coke bottle…”

“Things do go better with Coke,” Daphne laughed.

“…but I didn’t understand about lube so it just sort of hurt. But then, a few years ago, I discovered butt plugs. I use them all the time. I even have some in my suitcase.”

“Okay, pick a plug, any plug,” she indicated the wall.

“Chuckie walked to the wall, a focused look on his face He examined my collection. He chose a good-sized one, a glass one. One of my favorites.

“I always wanted to try out glass plugs.”

“There’a a bottle of lubricant on that shelf over there.”

Chuckie got the lube and began slathering it over the bulbous object.

I chose that moment to turn on some music.

Nights in white satin

Never reaching the end



Moody Blues. Great stuff. The four speakers in the dungeon would be caressing their ear drums delightfully. 

On the screen Daphne suddenly looked up at the camera. She smiled. She knew I was watching them.

“Here, let me help.” Daphne went to Chuckie.

Chuckie gave her the plug.

“Spread your legs,” and she grabbed his cock and stroked it.

“Oh,” I could hear his groan.

Daphne put the tip to his rectum and pushed it in. It went easily, which showed that Chuckie was experienced in the art of butt pluggery.

He straightened up slowly, feeling his way through the barrage of sensations exploding in his asshole.

“I don’t usually use ones this big,” he admitted.

“Does it hurt?”

“Oh…oh, no. I t doesn’t hurt.” I could feel the awe in his voice.

“Excellent,” she reached behind him and grabbed the base of the plug. She began to rock it in his asshole.

“Oh!” his face lit up and his pelvis rocked back and forth, “Oh, my.”

Daphne played with him then. One hand on his cock, holding him in place, squeezing hard so he couldn’t cum, she pushed and pulled on the plug. She corkscrewed it and wiggled it, and Chuckie moved this way and that. His knees buckled, and he put one hand out and grabbed the counter.

Daphne let go of his cock then. She reached around and pulled his head around and down to her. She pressed her lips to his.

He was groaning, moaning, making guttural sounds that sounded like they should have been made in a cave a million years ago.

Her hand went back to his cock. They continued kissing as she fucked him with her hand, squeezing so he couldn’t cum, and working the plug against his prostate.

I tell ya, that girl is a pro!

Finally, she backed off. He was holding to the counter with one hand, and the other arm was around her shoulder. He was so weak she was holding him up.

She whispered into his ear. “I can’t wait to get you into the pillory, or maybe on to the Sybian, but right now, I have hunger.”

He moaned as she screwed his butt a particularly good one.

“What…what do you…”

“I want you to fuck me. I want you to put that big dick in me and stir my pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts, and stick your fingers up my asshole. In short, I want you to do me as good as I’m doing you.

She went to the poster bed and sat down.

He stood for a moment, breathing hard, trying to collect his thoughts, then, good boy, he walked over to Daphne. He walked a little gingerly, he did have a full asshole, but that was good. It was driving him over the edge. I could see the long string of pre-cum issuing from his cock.

He laid her down then, and he began to kiss her. He kissed his way up her legs, sliding his tongue and lips over her flesh. He dove into her cunt with his tongue, and I could tell he had a long one. He groped her breasts, yet delicately, feeling for what she wanted and trying to give it to her.

Finally, he set his cock to her pussy and began to tease her. He ran the rod up her lab, flicked her clit with his head, then back down. Over and over. Inserting an inch, then drawing back and continuing.

She began to lurch up at him, tried to ensnare his manhood with her pussy.

He moved back, pulling away so she couldn’t quite engulf him.

She groaned in frustration, and he stirred the outside of her slit with his dick again. And again and again. It was one of the most educated teases I had ever seen.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to cum until you do. I won’t even cum then, if you don’t want me to.”

Oh, my God, what a dream. He could make drinks and omelettes. He was polite. And he could hold himself back until the woman was actually satisfied.

At that moment I wanted him more than anything. But I knew the rules. No fucky fuck between blood. All I needed was to get pregnant by my own kin and spit out an idiot.

On the screen Daphne was thrashing back and forth, desperate for a cum, but he kept it just out of her reach. A true master, he tantalized and titillated and brought her along. And, finally, her begging and crying and even pounding on him with her fists, he pushed her over the edge.

She groaned loudly, so loudly that I could actually hear it in the computer room. She closed her eyes and squeezed her body, and the orgasm hit. It overwhelmed her, blew her away, and she was obviously out of her mind.

God, what a cum. I was so jealous.

Then I got an idea. Giggling, I ran to my purse and took out a lipstick, then I ran for the stairs.

They were still just laying there, him on top of her, and I ran across the cement floor.

He looked confused, “What?”

She just looked, and I realized that he had actually fucked her stupid. What a man!

I squatted next to the bed, and I colored his lips.

His eyes went wide, were sort of shocked.

I kept pressing the tube, rolling on the color, and, suddenly, he groaned and arched his back.

“OHHHH!”

He was still in her, and her eyes opened. She could feel him squirting his batter deep into her.

I ran back across the room, laughing. The dear boy had actually cum just from having lipstick put on him. He really was ready to be a girl.

“I’m sorry I came in you,” Chuckie said to Daphne.

“Oh, I never mind a little sperm up the coosh. She leaned forward and looked intently into his eyes. “But tell me, how did you ever learn to…be so good?”

He actually blushed a little.

“Well, I’m not supposed to tell anybody, but you are family, after all.”

We were sitting on the patio having the first of our afternoon drinks. The dear boy had fixed us some Smoked and Salteds. Here’s his recipe…

2 oz Bourbon

.25 oz maple syrup

5 dashes bitters

Stir with ice and strain into a glass with a large ice cube. A slice of orange on top.

And they were de-fucking-licious!

They were made even more delicious when we insisted that he stir them with his beautiful, iron hard cock.

“Out with it,” I muttered as he hesitated.

“Well, I showed an interest in sex right away, and mother finally realized that she might just well give in. We never fucked, mind you, but when father was away and she was horny she would have me get her off manually or orally. But I was never allowed to put it in her. She liked lengthy sessions, and she taught me quite a lot. But,” he looked at me, “she always said that you were the expert when it came to sex.”

“Well,” I agreed modestly, “I have been known to take a man to heaven a time to two.

“Oh, I can’t wait!”

Daphne laughed.

I said, “Maybe later.”

He looked disappointed, so I patted his cock and said, “You just came.”

“So no cuming until I recharge.”

“Don’t worry. you’re young. It won’t be long. But we may need to put you on a diet at some point.”

“Oh.” That didn’t sit well.

“But the more you get into loose lips over there, without cuming, the better.”

“What? Did you just refer to a part of my anatomy as—“

“If the shoe fits,” I waved a hand airily. To Chuckie: “But that doesn’t mean we can’t get started. Go get a pillow to kneel on and we can start your lessons right now.”

Chuckie actually clapped his hands in glee. He rushed into the house.

Daphne leaned towards me. “Why does your sister think you’re better at sex?”

“We used to have contests, who could make each other cum the best. I always won.”

She giggled and Chuckie returned. Quickly, he was on his knees, tongue deep in my pussy, and learning the fine art of getting a woman off.

The rest of the day Chuckie practiced what he learned on Daphne. The poor girl actually had two screaming Os. Then he fixed us a sumptuous repast: he barbecued ribs and served those viands with cheese dipped potato skins. The boy could cook, and I wondered if maybe I was going to have to revise my opinion of my sister. She had done a marvelous job with Chuckie.

Then we drank for a while, Chuckie screwed Daphne some more, and I went upstairs to diddle myself. God, I was getting horny.

The next day  we took Chuckie to the make up table.

“Now then,” I asked as I brushed out his hair. “I noticed you have a couple of bumps. Have you been taking hormones?”

“I have,” he admitted. “But I’ve been careful. I want a big set of boobs, but I want my penis to still work.”

I nodded, brushed his hair this way and that, analyzed what style would suit him best. The dear boy did have luscious hair.

“Well, until you get large enough, there are tricks.”

I showed him how to wear a bra. He had his own shelf bra, and it was perfectly sized. It showed his nips. His nips were larger than normal, the hormones were doing their job.

“Now, we tape under the pecs, the mini boobs in your case, like this.” I squeezed his little titties together and it gave him better cleavage instantly.

“Oh,” he said.

“Daphne?”

I held his hair back and Daphne applied a streak of make up, a shadow to create a valley, and suddenly his eyes went real big. “Oh, my God!”

Daphne and I grinned. In the mirror it suddenly looked like he was a C cup.

He turned a bit and the effect lessened. “Oh,” a slight disappointment.

“Don’t worry,” I touched his shoulder. Yours’re coming, and until they do, don’t turn sideways.”

“Huh.”

“And choose your lighting,” Daphne instructed. “Learn when lighting will accentuate the shadows, or expose them. A little dim lighting and you are going to look a D cup.”

“Oh, my,” he breathed, absolutely thrilled.

“Now then, let’s talk make up.”

For the next two hours we had a wonderful, girly time. We laid on the concealer and the blush and the foundation and all that. We curled his eyelashes—is it my imagination or do boys really have better lashes than girls?—and shadowed his eyes until they were mysterious vales. In the vales his eyes sparkled with secrets.

Then, my favorite, lips.

“This is plumper. You already have good lips, but we want you to have great lips.”

“An Angelina mouth,” he whispered. He knew what he wanted.

Then we stained his lips.

“Why not lipstick?”

“This is longer lasting. Then you don’t have to put on as much lipstick. It will make clean up easier, too.”

We chose a shade of red that was not exactly shiny, but metallic. He smacked his lips several times and admired the look.

“Okay, now the clothes. Any thing in particular that you would like to wear for your first foray into true feminism?”

“Sorry, I only have two suitcases and I didn’t have enough room to pack anything.”

“Oh, I have lots of closets. I’ve been collecting clothes for years and I never throw anything away.”

We crossed the hall and entered one of the rooms I use for storage. In the room were racks and racks of expensive dresses, shoes, skirts, blouses, lingerie, everything.

He was like a scamp in heaven, going from one rack to another, holding up articles of clothing and asking our opinion. Daphne and I sipped our drinks and thoroughly enjoyed his childish joy. It was so good to be young. Daphne had told him she preferred younger men, and I did, too. There is just something so refreshing about having a large and dripping and always hard cock at your disposal. Young men never get tired, are never jaded, and are more than willing to live dangerously.

In fact, I recommend, if you older gals want a true fountain of youth, that you take on younger lovers as often and as many as you can.

Anyway, Chuckie finally decided on a slinky black dress. Classic. It had a slit up the side for showing off the stems, and a low neck that would just work with his new boobs.

We put him in garters, nylons, slipped the dress on him, then gave him high heels.

Now he was our height, or so close it didn’t matter. And, you know? It is a better world when everybody is the same size. No looking up or looking down.

“Okay, girlfriend, you are almost complete. Shall we adorn your loveliness with jewels and gems?”

“Oh, please!”

We took him back to the make up table and I brought out my dazzlers. I’ve managed to accumulate a pretty good collection of jewelry over the years, and he stared in awe at the necklaces and earring and bracelets and rings.

He looked at me. Or, perhaps I should say ‘she’ looked at me. “Are you sure? These must be so expensive!”

“Jewelry doesn’t usually wear out. Besides, the joy they get from being worn by someone so lovely as yourself makes them feel younger.”

He looked at me and giggled.

I smiled, “At least it makes me younger to see them so appreciated.”

We went diamonds then. Daphne picked out some string earrings that really caught the light. I selected a necklace that would make the eyes glitter and sparkle and reveal his chestal charms. Then we bangle-ized him with shiny silver, and he picked out a selection of rings.

Then we stood in front of the big mirror in the hallway downstairs. We oohed and awed, turned this way and that, showed a bit of thigh, a flash of titty, and posed and posed and posed.

Two full breasted women with the cheer of years and moist vaginas. One slender girl with rather amazing boobs, who looked like a diamond in the night.

And took lots and lots of cell pictures.

The end of this summer,” I told Chuckie, “We’re going to get you a professional photo shoot. Guaranteed this is a summer you will remember.”

“I’m already remembering it!” his eyes filled up. “I’ve never felt this way before. It’s…it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

Quickly we group hugged and hushed his tears. “Don’t mess your make up, dear.”

Finally, we all sat down in the living room and sampled some more of Chuckie’s awesome mixology talents.

We were sipping ‘A Place in the Suns,’ the recipe being,

1 oz fresh lemon

1 oz fresh orange juice

2 oz Rye

Shaken, not stirred, thank you James,

and a slice of orange.

It wasn’t an expensive concoction, but it was a true sip of what those nasty old Gods liked to imbibe.

And I said, “Are you ready for a little fun?”

Chuckie looked at me. “Really?” The dear boy was almost drooling. Then, a little dismay, “But I just got dressed like this,” he inspected himself winsomely.

“Tut tut,” I waved away his objection. ”Why do you think girls get all prettied up?”

He looked at me.

I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “So they can be ravaged a bit.”

He giggled.

“Come along,” I took his hand, “Let Auntie show you what that dungeon is really for.”

We descended to my sacred sanctum and I turned on a mix of my favorites, things like:

I don’t Know (McCartney)

Still the Rain (Karen Lovely)

Bad Romance (Ariana Savalas)

And so on.

The dungeon filled with soft but savage music, guaranteed to thrill the soul.

I took him on a tour of butt plugs and dildos. The dear boy had a liking for tall hose holy hole fillers, and I felt he should know the ins and the outs of them. Sorry about that pun, but I just couldn’t resist.

“This is delicious, but it needs a slight curve.  There is a brand that is heat shapable, you can put the curve in it, but I don’t have one right now. I broke it.”

“You broke a butt plug?” asked Daphne.

“I have an ass that works, unlike some of us,” I sniffed.

She pinched mine and giggled.

“Now this one is so much fun,” I held up a plug with a horse’s tail on it. “Don’t try to run with it, though. You may feel like a gorgeous, prancing horse, but you can trip if you don’t force yourself to plod lightly.”

Daphne and Chuckie giggled.

After I had finished my spiel I turned to Chuckie. “Now then, dear boy, choose a toy.”

For right now?

“Nope,” I answered mysteriously.

Curious, he examined my wall and chose a beautiful pink and bulbous prostate massager with a slight curve.

“Oh, you’re in for it now.”

“Why?” he asked me.

“You’ll find out. Daphne, since you’re the baggage, I must insist you perform layman duties.” I held out my empty glass.

“I’ll put arsenic in yours,” she retorted. she ran up the stairs, ran across the house, we could hear her feet padding along, and returned just as quickly. She was getting somewhat of an education and she didn’t want to miss a thing.

“Now then,”I opened a drawer. “Here is the Sybian equivalent of what you picked out.”

I took out an attachment that was shaped very similar to the butt plug Chuckie had selected.

“A real Sybian? Oh, my gosh,” Chuckie’s eyes lit up. “I always wanted to…mother has one…but I heard they aren’t good for men. They just make the asshole numb.”

“That’s only if the man tries to use it like a woman. A Sybian is designed for a woman, and it fits her anatomy, and it is particular designed to rub that clit and find the G-spot.

“A man simply must turn the setting way down and choose a shape that is more suited to his anatomy, which, I might add, you have done.” I held the attachment up. “This little fellow is going to acquaint you with your prostate, which is the equivalent of a woman’s G-spot. It is called a P-spot.”

We all sipped our drinks, and I led them over to the poster bed. I picked up a remote and pressed a button. A motor lurched into life, and the sound drew their attention upward.

A Sybian descended from the gloom above the bed. It was on four ropes and sank until it touched the bed. I put the attachment on and stood back.,

“Now then, when you seat yourself you should wrap your wrists around the ropes to help you stay upright. Let’s grease you up. This is going to be a hell of a ride and I don’t want you hurting yourself.”

Daphne and I applied lube, a lot of lube, to his asshole, then slathered it all over the Sybian attachment. “Okay,” I said. “Upsy daisy.”

Carefully, Chuckie got onto the bed and positioned himself above the Sybian. He wiggled his dress up his thighs and his hips and spread his legs and I helped him fit the massager to his brown button, then he sank slowly but determinedly down.

“Oh,” he whispered, his eyes wide.

Daphne grinned and gave his cock a few strokes.

“Feel it in there?” I asked.

“Oh, yes.” he was already gasping for breath.

“Good. Here’s the first and only setting.” I clicked the remote.

We heard the sound of the Sybian motor, a very low hum, and Chuckie  instinctively arched his back at the unfamiliar vibrations that ran through his rectum.

“Oh…oh…”

“Now, wrap your hands in the cords and relax.”

Daphne and I sat on the bed and sipped our drinks. We began chatting like he wasn’t even there.

“He really is a dear boy, isn’t he.”

“The best,” I agreed.

“How did you learn this stuff?”

“Well, there were the contests with my sister, and then there was a long assortment of lovers, sometimes shabby sometimes a wonder. And, of course, I am a well read woman.”

“You are?”

“Oh, yes. Have I ever showed you my library?”

“Why, no! I didn’t even know you had one.”

“Chuckie, dear? We’re going to go upstairs for a half hour. You be a good boy, and don’t cum.” I walked to a drawer and took out a cock ring. I returned and put it around Chuckie’s red and drooling member. “Now, don’t take this off. Store up your juices and when I get back I’ll show you how to expel them. Okey dokey?”

“Uh…uh…yeah.” he was red faced, eyes closed, lost in the wondrous vibrations of the Sybian Goddess.
Daphne and I went upstairs, to my attic.

“I fixed this room special. No moths or bugs, proper atmosphere, no mold.”

I turned on the light and she stared around in wonder. “Oh, My. God!”

The walls of the room were lined with shelves, and the shelves were packed with books.

There was a reading chair in the center of the room, and a table with an assortment of dildos on it.

We went to the shelves, and Daphne picked out books at random and leafed through them.

`A Defense of Masochism,’ by Anita Phillips.

‘A Woman’s Guide To a Female Led Relationship,’ by Victoria West.

‘Erotic Power: An Exploration of Dominance and Submission,’ by Gini Scott.

A complete collection of Anne Michelle’s works.

Then we came to a glass fronted section, and Daphne asked, “What are these?”

“My pride and Joy. A collection of works by Grace Mansfield, and this shelf is her friend, Alyce Thorndyke.”

Daphne picked up a Thorndyke book and examined it.

“That one, Alyce Thorndyke, she has an incredible background. She was actually kidnapped by drug dealers. Now, how do you think she survived months of being used and abused?

“How?” she looked at me raptly.

“Like the Arabian nights, keep them enthralled with incredible stories. Except, in her case, she used her imagination and thought up new ways of sex and kept the drug dealers too horny to kill her.”

“Are you kidding?”

“Cross my heart.” I ran a finger over my chest twice.

Daphne handed me the book and I returned it to its proper place.

“I’d love to get that girl in my dungeon. I’ll bet she could teach me a few tricks.”

“I doubt that,” Daphne said wryly.

I giggled and cupped her breast.

Shall we get back to Chuckie? It’s probably time to turn him over and cook the other side.

Laughing, arm in arm, we left my library. And let me say only one other thing. People who are serious about sex, who aren’t just dilettantes, or youngsters who think they know something but don’t, should have a library. A real live library. Proof against computer crashes and energy black outs. There is absolutely nothing in the world like a little alone time with the masters, hearing the rain patter on the roof while you explore your inner self with a king-sized plastic lover.

In the basement dungeon Chuckie was just right.

His cock was purple and dripping, pulsing, trying to get past the cock ring, and failing.

He was lurching on the Sybian, his eyes closed, his hands wrapped in the cords so he wouldn’t collapse and fall off the beast.

And he…she…was so beautiful. The way his breasts bulged with him gasping for breath, the way his face was flushed and covered with light perspiration, the delicate set of his desperate features, the way his bangles jangled as he lurched. He was ready.

“Okay, Chuckie. It’s time to take you to heaven.”

“It…it…is…is?”

He could hardly speak.

“Daphne, I want you to suck on his cock. Not too much, and be careful of the area under the head.”

Daphne crawled up on the bed and took his cock in her mouth.

Funny thing about a man getting butt fucked, they don’t always remain hard. They just start focusing on prostate pleasure and forget about their cock. It opens up a whole new erogenous world to them. But a little oral stimulation and that cock gets harder than it ever did before.

Daphne was on all fours, her boobs hanging down to the bed, her neck bent back a little, and she looked like a dog sniffed an ass. But her mouth was doing its job. Chuckie was groaning and lurching, and it was plain to see that he was totally ready.

“Now, then, my little Chuckles,” I took his nipples in both hands and squeezed them. His whole body spasmed. “I want you to forget about cuming.” I laughed.

Daphne actually tried to laugh, with a mouthful of cock.

I went to my workbench and brought back a tens unit. I had Daphne draw back, and I attached one of the leads to his cock ring.

“Back to work, girl,” I advised Daphne. “But don’t touch the cock ring.”

I then attached the other lead to a slim probe. I put that probe underneath Chuckie, slid it up the underside of the massager and into his ass. I could feel it when it touched the bulge of his prostate inside.

I stood back and held the tens unit. “Okay, Chuckles, are you ready for the orgasm of your life?”

“Uh…uh…” He nodded. He was drooling. I knew his cock was drooling into Daphne’s mouth.

“Three, two, one…” I flipped the switch on the tens unit and current went through his sexual organs, his balls felt like they exploded, his asshole muscles began to contract  spasmodically. His chest arched.

In front of him I saw Daphne’s eyes go wide. His cock was bulging and purple, and I knew he was forcing the sperm up the tube and into her mouth. Cock ring be damned, he was having the orgasm of his life.

His mouth opened and his eyes stared into some wonderful Neverland.

For a long twenty seconds he hung there, his hands now clenched because of the electricity coursing through his sex organs, holding the ropes and he wasn’t able to fall.

I turned the tens unit off.

Still he jerked. Sperm was leaking out of Daphne’s mouth. She couldn’t swallow it all.

He was like a marionette, lurching and dancing under the strings of electrical sex.

I placed a hand on his face and said, “It’s okay. It’s okay. Let yourself relax.”

Still, he couldn’t. Not for a whole minute. He had no semen left in him, his body was jerking, and he was totally helpless.

Then, finally, the spasms became less. His shoulders started to slump, and his hands relaxed.

Like syrup pouring out of a frozen can, he collapsed. He fell forward.

I gently tugged Daphne and she moved back and made way for him.

He lay there, breathing, wondering what he was doing on earth. Helpless and unable to move.

“Come on, Daphne. Let’s leave this poor soul to recover.

Daphne and I went up the stairs, poured some drinks and went swimming.

It was a full hour before Chuckie finally came out to the patio. At that, his legs were shaking and he needed to hold on to things with his hands.

He managed to make it to a lounge and sat down.

Of the girl, there were still traces.

His make up was smeared, his dress was ripped. His hair looked, well, electrified.

He wasn’t smiling, he was just alive. More alive than he had ever been in his life. We handed him a drink and he sipped it, and we laughed.

That was a glorious summer. The games we played, the sex was grand. I even got off a lot of times, though not by dick, and boy did I want that.

But I will always remember that moment when Chuckie was sitting, drained of his semen, scoured down to a nub, and what he said to us.

He didn’t even look at us. He just asked, and in tones that indicated he was asking the whole universe… “What ’s next?”

Daphne and I, of course, rolled with laughter.

END
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How to Emasculate

Your Cheating Husband

Feminization taken to the extreme


PART ONE

I love my husband, but he is such a cheater.

A couple of weeks ago I was coming home from a business trip. I was three days horny, and, believe me, that is a lot for me.

So I pull up to the house and there’s a strange car in the drive way.

Huh? Jim worked at home, so I figured maybe somebody had come to call on him for work.

I pulled past the driveway and over to the curb. I got out and walked back towards the house. I had on flats, so my usual click, click, click of high heels wasn’t present. I slid under the garage door, which was half open, it was closer than the front door, and entered the kitchen.

Now, I respect Jim’s work. He makes good money, and I didn’t want to interrupt if he was having some serious wheelings and dealings, so I walked silently. Not tip toeing, but just walking gently.

I heard voices and frowned. I recognized Jim’s but the other voice was…a woman’s?

Well, Jim could have a woman call on him. Maybe she represented a company and they wanted him to do some work. I walked silently through the kitchen and stopped just outside the foyer, I listened, and now I only heard Jim’s voice.

“Oh, baby, yeah! That’s the way I like it. Uh…uuh…put your finger up my asshole…yeah! Oooh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

Wha….? What the hell…

I stepped into the foyer and faced the living room.

Jim was standing in front of the couch, facing me. The girl was sitting on the couch, and she had a mouth full of my husband’s cock. And my husband’s cock was spewing.

Jim had his head back and he was shooting the first rope down the slut’s voracious mouth.

“What the fuck is this!” I screamed.

The girl popped up and faced me.

Jim just stood there with his cock spitting semen. He shot streams all over the backside of the woman who had just sucked him to a frothy cum. He drooled his slime on the couch.

He saw me. He looked right at me, but he didn’t care, and it wasn’t just that he was getting his rocks off. He just had this stupid, happy expression on his face and kept cumming.

“Who the fuck are you!” I screamed.

She was shorter than me, and nekkid as the day she was born. Totally flustered, her make up was smeared and her big tits hung down, and I advanced on her.

“You come in here and fuck my husband and…”

“I didn’t fuck him,” she whined, trying to gather her clothes.

I grabbed her long hair and jerked and she went with me. I dragged her towards the front door.

“But I didn’t get paid, yet!” she wailed.

She tried to struggle out of my grasp, so I shifted my grip. I closed a fist around her over-sized nipples.

A look of real pain shot through her eyes.

By now we were in the foyer. She had dropped half her clothes, she was crying, and I opened the door and tossed her out.

All she had a bra and one high heel, but I didn’t care. I snarled, “I’m getting my husband’s shot gun and coming back here.” I slammed the door. Hard. The whole damned house rattled.

I turned back to Jim.

He was just finished his orgasm. His back shook and then he grabbed his cock and flicked a bit of squirtem off it.

“You son of a bitch!”

Outside I heard a car door slam. The woman had taken me at my word and run for it. She was going to drive home with just a bra and one high heel. Good. And I ended up putting her clothes in a bucket and pouring bleach on them, then throwing them in the garbage can. No recycling for her shit.

“What do you have to say for yourself.”

The son of a bitch just smiled, sort of loopy, and that’s when I got it.

My husband of ten years was not only fucking whores, but he was on something.

“Oh, that was a good one.”

My mouth dropped open. It was incongruous, such a response. What the hell was going on?

“Don’t be such a Debby Downer,” he grinned, and then he just sauntered past me towards the bedroom.

I followed, wanting to screech like a Harpy. Wanting to stick my foot, shoe and all, up his ass. But he wouldn’t have cared. He was stoned. He was on something. The whole world was soft and cuddly to him.

I wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly.

He flopped down on the bed, glanced over his shoulder at me, and said, “Welcome home, honey.” Then he laid his head down and closed his eyes.

I went to him and lifted one arm. Nothing. I dropped it and it fell on the bed. He was passed out.

I took care of the whore’s clothes, as previously described. I took a shower. Somewhere in there I began to cry. Anger gave way to tears and I sobbed my heart out.

The love of my life. A cheater. And a drug abuser. And he didn’t even care!

I stepped out of the shower and dried off. While I rubbed the towel over my body I could see him, snoring loudly now, on the bed.

Images floating through my mind. Beating him with a belt while he slept. Let him wake up with the bloody stripes of a convict.

No. I wasn’t a physically cruel person.

An image of future years, him buying whores and bringing diseases home. Me catching syphilis, gonorrhea, even AIDs.

Him smiling and cheerful as they carted him away with me shooting a gun at him.

But I wasn’t the violent sort. I know, I showed a bit of violent behavior when I kicked that whore out of my house, but that was different. That was heat of the moment. With time for reflection I never would have done that.

I dressed and left the bedroom.

I went into the kitchen and got down the booze. Bourbon and Coke. I poured myself a stiff one, and, at that moment, Sally drove into the driveway.

Sally’s my bestie. We’ve been through thick and thin and had the best time of our lives.

Now I watched as she strode up the driveway. A good looking woman, with red lip and big tits.

I grunted as thoughts of other women assaulted me. The other woman. The whore I had kicked out of the house.

Sally entered the house and called, “Tammi? How come you’re not parked in the driveway? How—“ she entered the kitchen and saw me. Saw the shattered look on my face. “What?”

And I began crying all over again.

We sat on the patio, the sun bright and shining, my life feeling like shit. Sally had seen my hubbie, naked and passed out, and now she was sitting with me, and we were sipping our bourbon at a rapid rate.

“Are you going to leave him?”

Bitterly, I snapped, “I love him.”

She nodded.

“So what are you going to do?”

“Talk with him.” But my voice revealed the depths of my hopelessness.

“That son of a bitch,” she mused. “And here I thought he was one of the good ones. Good, old Jim would never cheat on you. And you never suspected anything?”

“Oh, he’s always been a little too friendly with ladies, and I have seen his hands wander a bit, but I thought he was just flirting. A guy thing.”

Sally shook her head slowly. “Bastard.”

“So what would you do?” I asked.

She smiled at me. “Pack his pecker in cement and make him stand in one place while I parade beautiful woman before him.”

I laughed, a quick snort that brought bubbles to my nose. I was shattered, and I needed a laugh. And she was so matter of fact in her description…

We drank some more, and then she said, “Why don’t you?”

“Why don’t you what?”

“Do what I just suggested.”

“Pack his pecker in cement?”

“Well, not exactly, but there are other ways to do this. Ways that wouldn’t hurt him, and yet he would get the lesson.”

I mulled that over. “How…what did you have in mind? How would we do it?”

“Let me get back to you. I want to talk to some of the girls in The Club. See what they think. Do a little brainstorming.”

I opened my mouth to speak, then stopped.

The Club was what we called our little group of women. We were friends over the years and we liked to get together every few weeks or a month and have a hen party. We would chat and gossip and trade secrets and talk to each other.

Not a few of the girls had had problems that a talk with the other girls had solved.

Still, I didn’t want my marriage problems broadcast.

Then I shrugged that thought off. Who better than friends?

“Okay,” I said. “But I need to talk to Jim first.”

“If he doesn’t even care, if he actually is talking drugs, you won’t have much luck.

Sadly, I thought she was right. But I had to try.

“I don’t see what the problem is, babe.” He was awake now, feeling a little guilty, but only a little.

“You’re not home, I get a little horny, it’s only a few bucks for a blow job…”

“So a blow job isn’t sex?”

“Not really.”

“And it’s not breaking your marriage vows? Your vows to me? Your wife?”

“But honey…” He weaseled on.

This was going nowhere.

“What about the drugs? What were you taking?”

“Just a little Vicodin. It helps me unwind. I get real tense sometimes.

“So you buy cheap sex and take drugs to relieve your pressures. What happened to honest communication? With your wife, maybe?”

“You’re always busy. And I don’t want to bother you with my problems.”

“So you feel justified in screwing around.”

“Now, honey, I already explained about that.

“Yeah, blow jobs aren’t sex.”

“Exactly!” He was actually relieved. He thought I understood.

I turned around and left the room. I stomped into the bedroom and he didn’t follow me. I picked up my cell and hit a contact.

“Sally?”

“Yes?”

“Let’s do it.”

I hung up the phone.

Two weeks later.

I made Jim a delicious dinner. Steak and potatoes smothered in butter and grease. A tall drink. Apple pie for desert.

He devoured the meal and I served him a second drink. He never noticed the little bits of white material floating in his drink. He went to sleep quickly and easily, right in the middle of a sentence. And the sentence, interestingly enough was: “So I guess you’ve gotten over all this stupid anger about me and…and, me and girls…and…” Snore.

The warehouse was dark. Pitch black. The windows were covered with black plastic, even the spaces around the doors were blocked. If it was a painting it would have been a black bear in a coal mine at midnight.

“Wah…what’s happening?” Jim’s voice rose up in a quavery tone.

The lights were turned on. The light. A small, yellow cone shone down from the ceiling. He was well lit, but the shadows only showed the dim, naked figures of buxom ladies wearing hoods.

He was lying, curled up, his head raised, trying to figure things out. His penis was chained to a big ring bolt in the floor. His wrists were fastened to his thighs. His face began to look panicky.

He sat up, looked down between his legs, looked around the room.

Eight women on the rim of the cone of light. He was able to see that they were naked. He took note of the paddles laying next to their chairs. He could barely see, by squinting, that they were wearing hoods.

I knew he would recognize my body, but he would never guess at the identities of the others. He always chuckled about my club, and had only met a couple of the ladies, and that in passing.

“James Haskins!” A voice thundered out. It was one of the girl’s mothers, who was an ex-actress and who had begged to be included. She was in the deep shadows, and her voice was thundering, stentorian, dooming. “You have failed womankind!”

“What? Who…who are you?” He was fearful, close to tears.

“You have been found cheating on your wife.”

“What? No…no! It was only a blow job! It wasn’t really sex!”

“Is that your defense? That your silly little dick spitting into a whore’s mouth is not sex?”

I almost giggled.

“Look! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to hurt anybody! It was just…it was just…” and he started to cry.

That was good enough for me. I just wanted remorse. I figured that if he was willing to change then everything would be all right.

The girls, however, felt differently.

The voice boomed out, “What shall be his punishment!”

One of the hooded figures stood up, she stepped into the light.

It was Roxanne. She had probably the biggest tits of all of us, and they were standing up big and proud. She held her paddle in her hand.

Jim’s head snapped up. He stared at her, and, son of a bitch, I could see the lecher in him.

Roxanne stepped forward.

Jim tried to move around, but he only had two feet of chain. He squatted, and turned as she circled him.

And his dick started to grow.

“Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” thundered the voice.

“No! No!” yelled Jim, but it was too late. He had a full erection.

“James Haskins! Touch your head to the floor and receive your punishment for unauthorized erections!”

Unauthorized erections? Where did she come up with this stuff. I put a hand under my hood and stifled my laughter. The girl next to me, Sally, snaked a hand over to pinch my thigh and remind me to keep shut.

“What…what do you mean?”

“Put your head to the floor!”

Slowly, and with difficulty, it was hard with his hands tied to his thighs, he assumed the position. He lay on his side, then rolled over so that his head could touch the floor. His butt was perfectly positioned.

Roxanne circled him, got set, and…WACK!

Oh, Jim howled. He scuttled and cringed and tried to cover himself. But Roxanne was done.

Roxanne strutted back to her place and backed into the shadows.

I noticed that Jim had lost his erection.

Another girl stepped forth. This was Lacy. She had good boobs and a round butt. Jim looked up.

She just stood there, and Jim’s dick started to grow.

“James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!”

James looked down. He saw his penis getting big and bold. He looked up, “No! No! I can’t help it! It just…it just does it on its own!”

“Assume the position!”

James didn’t want to. He didn’t move. But we had prepared dialogue for this. Lacy was the one who got to deliver the dialogue. “Listen, buster. We aren’t going anywhere until you assume the position.”

Sniffling, James timidly lay on his side and worked up so that his head was on the floor.

Lacy walked around behind him. The wind up…the pitch…WACK!

James fell over, I could see his ass was red on both cheeks. He was sobbing. His penis immediately shrunk.

Lacy returned to her place and another girl stepped into the light. Big boobs, and she stood with a slight spread to her legs so he could see her coosh.

James tried not to look.

“Look at your accuser!” yelled the voice.

It took a minute, but finally James looked at her. And his penis started to grow.

“James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!”

“Oh, no…no!” And I knew that if James could have hit his penis to make it stop growing he would have.

“Assume the position!”

It took a while, but James had to confront the situation. He wasn’t going anywhere. He was terrified. He didn’t know what else was going to happen to him. But, finally, he was ready.

WACK!

It took an hour to get through all the girls, including me, but when we were done James was sobbing, tears were flowing, and he was cursing his dick for getting hard for each new girl.

Finally, we were done.

The girls in The Club all stood up and walked in a line towards a door. They walked softly, but he could probably hear them. There was only one woman left. Me.

We had discussed my choices. Leave him and call the police. Undo him and give him clothes. Other things. What I had finally decided on, however, was simple, but insidious.

I walked to the center of the room. I placed a glass of water in front of him. I turned around and left.

Jim was thirsty by now. He picked up the water and drank. And shortly went to sleep.

“Rise and shine!” I chirped cheerfully, springing out of bed. “It’s a new day!” I drew the curtains back.

Jim bolted upright. He stared around wildly.

I pretended not to notice. I walked into the bathroom. “Did you have sweet dreams?”

I waited for the shower to get hot, and watched him in a little hand mirror I had propped into a corner. He would never notice it, but I would see him.

He got out of bed, gingerly. He rubbed his ass, turned around and looked over his shoulder at it.

It was bright red. Both cheeks. He was going to be sitting softly for a couple of days.

Smiling, I got into the shower.

As I soaped and lathered and shampooed and all that kind of stuff I was thinking about how well this worked out.

The only fly in the ointment was that we hadn’t filmed it. It would have been nice to have that reminder, maybe show it to Jim if he ever felt like wandering.

Still, he had gotten the message. I was sure he was cured.

Little did I know.

Time passed, and maybe I should blame myself for what happened next. You see, even though I loved Jim, and though he had been shown the error of his ways, I didn’t want to make love.

I tried it a couple of times, but just started crying and pushed him away.

I think a year or two and I would have gotten over it, but the sad truth was that while Jim had been handled, I still had a deep hurt that hadn’t been handled.

So I didn’t go back to sleeping with him.

The thought made me miserable, but I didn’t, and I tried not to even think about it.

A recipe for disaster, especially given his history, if ever there was one.

My first clue was his happiness.

At first he was sort of hang dog. He knew I had been part of the scene that had humbled him, and every time I looked at him, and maybe gave a smirk, he knew.

Then, he stopped being hang dog. He just started smiling a lot, and I knew…he was playing with drugs again.

I didn’t say anything, but I did do a little snooping, and I found his stash. I didn’t throw it out, or confront him, or do anything drastic. I was hurt, and I was still in the throws of my own depression, and I just wanted to stand back and figure things out.

But it made me start to suspect him, and I determined to track him down, to catch him in the act.

Now, I don’t know what I would have done. I was just sort of mildly obsessed. I was like a dog chasing a car, if I had actually caught it I would have been stumped.

I examined his computer. Nothing there. Well, a few websites that were inappropriate, but…so what? Is there a guy alive who doesn’t look at a little porn? And I reasoned that if he was watching porn then maybe he wasn’t going out and getting it. Silly me.

I checked his phone numbers. He didn’t have a lot of them, but they all seemed above board. Nothing that screamed out: Blow Jobs! $75!

I went back to his computer, and I was staring at it, and then I realized…I had checked his browsing history, but what about his email?

Nothing.

I hummed. I tapped my fingers on his desk. I went and got a drink and just thought. I knew something was going on. I just didn’t know how to find it.

And, on a whim, I don’t know why, I typed into his browser ‘blow jobs.’ Now, when you type into Google the computer will finish filling it out for you. I had reached ‘Blo,’ and I saw a list of links hanging from the address box.

I stopped.

‘Blow jobs, how to do’

‘Blow jobs, self taught. (Huh?)

‘Blow jobs…’

Yadda yadda yadda.

And, at the bottom of the list, ‘Blow jobs by Marilyn.’

I clicked on the link.

Bingo…fucking bingo!

The picture of the girl whose ass I had kicked.

A password required. I ran the cursor over the box and the passwords were computer loaded. I clicked. I was in.

Pages of them messaging.

‘I want you. I can’t wait to feel your cock on my lips.’

‘Not tonight, my wife is still awake.’

‘Can’t wait to suck your tits.’

‘You should talk…you’ve got the most sensitive nipples in the world!’

And, at one point, Jim actually said,

‘My wife doesn’t understand me. Oh, if only I was married to you.’

My mind stopped. If only he was married to her?

I checked the dates. I scrolled back. I found messages that were sent during our vacation, when I was hauling him off the beach to suck and fuck him to a fare thee well. He was talking to her, dreaming of her sweet lips, and willing to pay her $75 a shot.

Motherfucker!

But there were a lot of messages that were sent after he had been to the warehouse.

I closed the computer.

I think, at that point, I was probably officially insane.

I had no feeling. I was like a psychopath, watching a spider crawl into a fire, no emotion, just wanting to see the quick flare of fire as the spider burst into flames.

The spider being my husband, of course.

Two days passed, I had lunch with Sally, and I think that helped bring me out of it.

Jim was so happy on his drugs he didn’t see the insane calmness of me. I probably would have snapped one night and taken a baseball bat to him while he slept.

But Sally helped.

“Uh, oh. What the hell is going on.”

I had sat down and smiled at her. My smile must have been ghastly. A rictus of crazy frightening at worst.

“Oh, nothing.”

She ordered a couple of drinks. Then made me drink both of them. She watched to make sure I did, and I did. I gulped those suckers like they were the keys to the kingdom.

She reached across the table and took my hand. “Out with it.” And she wouldn’t let go of my hand. She wouldn’t look away. She kept calling me back to her with her eyes when I tried to look away.

“Oh, it’s nothing.” I said, airily. Desperate and breaking into little pieces.

“Jim,” she stated.

I cracked and fell into an ocean of tears.

I sobbed and I sobbed, my back rippling, my chest gasping for air.

She just waited.

The waiter came up to ask if everything was all right. She just moved him along.

After 15 minutes I slowed down.

After a half hour I stopped.

I stared at her with red eyes, mascara a ruin, but somehow empty and refreshed. I was going to be okay.

After a little revenge, of course.

“Tell me,” she commanded.

I told her of my suspicions, of Jim being too happy, of find his drugs, of searching his computer and finally finding his emails.

She nodded, listened, and when I was done, she simply got up, came around the table and hugged me.

Everybody in the restaurant was watching, of course, but we didn’t care.

She gave me hope, and I needed it. And The Club was called for an emergency session.

I fixed Jim a big dinner. He was happy, so it may have been wasted, but I did, and at least knew that it would be consumed.

It was consumed. Jim thanked me, and wandered off. Vacant, horny, wanting to get back to his internet lover.

I hummed while I did the dishes. Heck, I hummed all that night. And I checked his messages with ‘Mistress Marilyn.’

La de da. Nothing. But I knew it was coming.

Nine days later it came.

‘I’m sorry. I don’t know why, I just couldn’t get it up.’

‘Don’t worry, lover. Next time I’m going to suck you so hard your asshole will whistle.

His asshole will whistle? I laughed. I liked that.

I invited Sally over and showed her the message. Oh, what a laugh we had.

And the girls of The Club started dropping by.

They all had big grins, and especially when they greeted Jim. And they took to hugging him.

And they even made a point of brushing their hands across the front of his pants.

Jim was, of course, made extra horny by this, and he badly needed a blow job.

Six days later.

‘I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong.’

‘It happens, lover. You should probably see a doctor, though.’

I printed out the message and showed it to the girls. they all chortled and snickered. They hugged me and we had little celebrations.

More and more I invited the girls over. It became rare for Jim to not see one or two of the girls during the day, and I spent hours on the phone at night.

Jim stayed happy, but there was a haggardness to his happiness. The drugs were making him happy, but there was an underlying problem that was making his life a problem.

He couldn’t get hard.

No boners for Jimmy boy.

No erections, hard ons, chubs or anything.

He was just a slack worm, and the slacker he got the more worried he got, and the more it showed through his drug haze, and the more the girls and I laughed.

Finally, the day came.

“Jim? Baby?”

He looked at me. We had just finished dinner and he was sitting there, caught in his own stew.

“I know we haven’t done it much, but I…I think maybe if we try…maybe tonight…”

Oh, he was caught. Conflicted. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way, but he hadn’t had a boner for a month. Mistress Marilyn had even messaged him,

‘Call me when you can get it up.’

So he wasn’t even getting blow jobs, and now I was sitting there asking for a fuck.

I could see his mind running over the fact that he couldn’t get hard. But…God! He…he…he had to do something!

“Well, uh…I haven’t been feeling…”

I unbuttoned my blouse. Right there. In the kitchen.

He gulped as my big boobs came into view.

I shimmied out of my dress.

He gulped again, his eyes were still on my boobs.

I took off my bra. His mouth sort of opened, and a weird sound came out. A sighing sort of a gasp.

“Jim? Baby? I really need it. Please?”

He didn’t move. Wanted to move, but I knew his dick wasn’t getting hard.

“Jim?” I took his hand and pulled him to his feet. I led him out of the kitchen, down the hallway, into the bedroom.

I heard a slight sound behind me and knew that the girls were filing in and arranging themselves in the living room. They were quiet, and Jim never suspected a thing.

I pushed him on the bed and started working on his zipper and buckle. In a trice he was naked, and I took his slack cock in my mouth.

“Uh…oh…” he grunted, but there was nothing there. He was making sounds out of habit, not out of any lustful feeling.

“Look,” I said cheerfully, “I’m deep throating you.” I took his entire dick in my mouth. Erect I couldn’t do that. Slack, it was easy. I rolled the slug around in my mouth and sucked and tongued the slumping dick.

He groaned, but it wasn’t pleasure, it was frustration. He couldn’t get it up. He couldn’t be a man.

I grabbed his nuts and squeezed them. I played with them, I batted them. I stuck my finger in his asshole.

He made sounds, especially when the digit went up his button, but his cock stayed asleep.

Nothing there.

I stood up and looked down at him. His face was a study in misery.

“What’s the matter? Don’t you love me?”

“Oh, honey, I do…I’m just tired.”

“Like you’ve been tired for the last month?”

His face rippled in surprise that turned to shock.

“What?”

“Well, like the girl says, I paused, then said it with significance.

‘Call me when you can get it up.’

He blinked. Things were coming together in his mind. He realized where he had heard that phrase before.

“Tammi?”

I grinned and stepped away from him.

He got to his feet and walked towards me.

I turned and walked down the hallway.

“Tammi? What do you mean? What do you…”

He froze. He was coming out of the hallway and saw the ladies sitting in a semi circle, facing him, their hoods on.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, his face turned grey.

“James Haskins!” A voice thundered. Marsha was a matronly woman, the ex-actress, and she stood behind the circle. Her voice a weapon.

“Oh, god!” Jim blurted, then he fell to his knees. It didn’t matter that he was in his own home, he was being called to task.

“Stand here, Jim.”

I lifted him up and positioned him facing the ladies.

He stared at them.

They took their hoods off and smiled at him. Some of the smiles were quirky, some rueful, some amused.

“Oh, God,” Jim repeated.

“Jim Haskins,” Marsha spoke in a normal voice. “You have cheated on your wife for the last time. We are an old and powerful coven of witches, and we have laid a spell on you.

“We are going to set a task out for you, and if you accomplish it, we might return the function of your penis to you. If you don’t, then…” she shrugged, like ‘so what.’

In truth, I had added one drop, that’s all it took, of medroxyprogesterone acetate, to his food.

That was the drug used to ‘chemically castrate’ sexual offenders. But it didn’t really castrate them, it just stopped erections, and when it wore off, after about six months, erections were possible again.

But Jim didn’t know that, and, for all he knew, we really were witches. Oh, how delightful. I had a stick and I couldn’t wait to use it!

“What…what do I have to do?”


PART TWO

“Good morning, honey,” I woke cheerfully. I turned over in bed, splatted a big kiss on his cheek, and got up.

Jim lay there, no expression on is face.

I looked at him.

Quickly, he put out some false cheer. “Good morning…dear.”

I smiled. I was naked, and I stood spread legged, giving him a fine view of my bush. “And how’s my wonderful hubby this morning?”

“I’m fine. How are you?” He was like a robot trying to be a human.

“Oh, I’m fine.” I jumped back onto the bed and lay on my belly. “Give me a back rub.”

Quickly, he slid out from under the covers and squatted over me. He began massaging my back, my waist, but butt, my legs. His hands squeezed and kneaded.

“Mmm. You’re going to have strong hands in six months.”

“Yes, dear.”

“Let me turn over and…ah, yes. Do my front, and then get me off.”

He gently dug his hands in and massaged me. He especially worked on my breasts, and sucked the nipples.

I knew he was hurting inside. He couldn’t get it up, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t get horny. In fact, he was going to be more horny than ever. We were ordering lots of hormones for him, and we had selected chemicals that would increase his estrogen, but not interfere with his horniness. And with all the massaging and sex he was going to be putting out…he was going to be hornier than a bull on viagra. But he was going to be a cow. Heh heh.

Finally, I was nice and hot and tilting my hips towards him, and he went down for the finish. For long minutes he ate me and I arched my back and stuck my pussy into his face. Hard. I loved the feel of his soft tongue slithering up my slit.

“Nibble the kibble,” I moaned. That was my code phrase for suck my clit.

He did, and I gasped.

“Use your fingers.”

He started with one finger, but quickly went to three. I felt my juice gushing over his hand, and I said, “Now.”

He started jamming three fingers in and out of me. I could feel his knuckles hitting the rim of my hole. I gasped, and I bucked and squirted.

“OH, YEAH!”

Jim eased off and backed away. I lay there and luxuriated. Waking up with a massage and a cum, every day, how delicious.

I sighed and sat up. “That was wonderful. Thank you, dear. Go get my shower ready.”

He scampered into the bathroom and made sure the water was exactly the right temperature.

“Marsha? Are you here?”

Click, click, click. Marsha loved her high heels. Wore them everywhere. She entered the bedroom. “My, that sounded like a good one.”

“Heavenly,” I affirmed. “I’m going to shower now, you want a cum?”

“Why, I don’t mind if I do.” She giggled and began taking off her blouse.

I smiled. For an older lady she had a wonderful set of ta tas. Big and bulbous, overflowing. They weren’t as big as Roxanne’s, but they were firmer.

“Have a wonderful time,” I said. I walked into the bathroom. Jim held the door open for me and closed it gently when I was under the water.

Ah…this was the life. It had been one month since Jim had been acquainted with his new life, and I honestly didn’t know why all women didn’t do this: chemically castrate their man and hold his function as reward for service.

And it was wonderful turning him into a woman.

He was starting to get boobs. His skin was finer, and the fat was already redistributing on his face.

And he was becoming quite accomplished at putting on make up.

Of course, his horniness kept reminding him that he was a man, but that was okay.

I soaped and loufahed and washed my hair. I listened, with a smile, as Jim worked on Marsha. She was such a nasty girl. She would deliberately not wash her pussy, and loved it when he wrinkled his nose or hesitated. She also had a wart down there, and she delighted in making him suck it.

Oh, so nasty. I laughed.

I stepped out of the shower and Jim was waiting with a towel.

“Thank you, dear,” I said as he dried me off.

I walked out of the bathroom and sat down at the make up table. Jim had the hair dryer out and running. He gently brushed my hair out as he dried it.

“Give me some good waves today, slave boy.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Finally, my hair dry, I began putting on make up. “You can start yours while you wait.”

“Yes ma’am.” He moved to the side of the table and began working with his little box of creams and lotions and such. He was becoming expert with concealer, foundation, blush and all the other skin products, and I loved watching him when he curled his eyelashes. Men have such long, thick lashes, and his thickened up and curled and looked like they were almost fake.

“Jim?” I asked as I put on lipstick. “How’s it going?”

“Wonderful, dear.”

“No. I mean really. Tell me your true feelings.” I did this every once in a while. First, I really wanted to know. Second, to get him to verbalize his emotions was a wonderful thing. With the hormones kicking in, and his emotions running high, it made him so girly to talk about what was bothering him.

He sighed. “I’m okay.”

“Do I detect a little reticence in that statement?”

“Oh, no.”

But I could read him like a book. “Come on, out with it. Truth between girlfriends.” He didn’t really like it when I called him my girlfriend, but that was one of those ‘so what’ things.

He soughed, heavily, and said, “It’s sort of fascinating to…to look at my make up. Or to feel nylons slithering over my hairless skin.”

I giggled. “Would that give you a hard on if you were actually a man?”

He actually blushed a little. “I think it would.”

I stood up and looked at him, and he began to cry. Little tears leaked out of the corners of his eyes.

“What’s wrong, little Jimmy?”

“I don’t…I don’t know.”

“Is it the hormones?”

“I think so. Yeah.”

“Say ‘yes,’ not ‘yeah.’ It’s much more feminine.”

“Okay. I mean yes.”

“Well, have a good cry, and check your make up before you come out.”

“Yes, dear.”

I left him there, little bits of mascara washing down his face.

“Rise and shine, sluts!” I called into the spare bedroom. Roxanne and Sally were spending a few days. “Get him while he’s hot!”

A pillow flew at me and I easily sidestepped it. I continued down the hall.

Marsha was in the kitchen, starting the breakfast.

“You should be letting Jimmy do that.”

“I know. But he gave me such a delightful cum, and I like to work. So I thought…”

“You’re a kind person,” I kissed her cheek.

“For a witch,” she responded, and we both gave out evil cackles.

I sat at the table and Marsha put some orange juice in front of me. I sipped, and noted Jim coming down the hall. He was walking softly, carrying his high heels. As he passed the spare bedroom Roxanne’s voice yelped. “I saw you! Don’t you try avoiding your duties. Now get in here and start eating.”

Jim’s shoulders slumped and he turned and went back into the bedroom. shortly I heard the sounds of grunts and groans and squeals. I laughed.

“The poor boy. He does suffer so.” Marsha placed a plate with an egg on it, perfectly done, on the table. “Sausage in two minutes.”

I began eating, listening to Jim slurp and use his talents.

“He hates eating girls out after he’s put on his make up.”

“As I said, poor boy.” Marsha showed no mercy, just enjoyed everything.

Ten minutes later I was done eating, and Roxanne was out of the bedroom. Five minutes later Sally sauntered in, looking a little weak kneed.

Jim slunk down the hallway to repair his face.

“Well, girls,” I spoke as they began eating. “How’s it going.”

“You know, it’s only been a month, but I’m thinking we should keep him this way.”

I know what you mean,” I said. “But we all agreed.”

“Agreements can be changed.”

I smiled. “I don’t think Jim will like that.”

“Are you referring to ‘no vote Jim?’” Marsha was washing dishes, but her ears were quite good.

Roxanne, Sally and I laughed.

“Yes, that’s the one,” Sally tossed back.

Marsha came to us. “You know. It is possible to make him love being a woman, and we could keep our slave.”

“But?” I asked.

“But we would need to go further.”

“Further than feminizing him completely? What’s left.”

“Oh, there are many steps on the road to complete and utter emasculation.” There was a mysterious quality to her voice. “But you would have to be willing, Tammi.”

All eyes were on me. It was my husband, after all.

I pondered. My eyes got that far away look, and they watched me.

Jim. A good provider, but a cheater. Would making him a woman make him stop cheating? Probably. But what would happen when he went back to being a man. And I knew, with sinking heart I knew. A cheater once is a cheater forever.

My eyes unglazed and I faced my friends. “I’ve got a few concerns, but I’m willing to consider it.” I looked at Marsha. “Have you ever done this ‘total emasculation’ thing before?”

She smiled a tight but happy smile. “Oh, yes.” And she began to talk.

Interestingly enough, it was a three week program, and we decided to implement the very next month. In one month his tits would be quite obvious, maybe even large. And he would be unmistakeable as a woman.

One month later, his tits were almost C cups, his face had shifted and become cute. His hair was past his ears and we had layered it to really bring out the highlights.

“Hi, sluts,” Sally chirped, cheerfully, coming through the front door. She had just been out on a date with a fellow named Tom. She had known Tom for years, and knew that he was a big dick, and a big cummer.

She looked at Jim, who was standing by, waiting to wait on the girls. “Come with me.”

Dutifully, he followed her down the hallway. It was delightful to listen to intermingling ‘click, click, clicks.’

Shortly afterwards we were all silent, listening to the sounds of sex.

“Hell, we can’t hear anything. I’m going to go listen.” Marsha slipped her heels off and tip toed down the hallway. The rest of us, there were three other girls plus me, we all wanted to be in on the start of Jim’s emasculation, tip toed behind her.

At the bedroom door we all stopped and turned our heads this way and that to best listen. We were just in time.

“Oh, yes, now eat me!”

He had finished spreading his love all over her breasts and she was ready.

“Oh, yes…yes…Hey! Why are you stopping?”

“There’s…there’s…something is in your pussy!”

“Oh shut up and keep eating.”

“But…but what is it?”

“Eat it. Now. And don’t worry. It not only won’t hurt you, it’s good for you.”

“But…I…I can’t.”

Sally told us later that she had to grab his hair and force his head back down to her juncture. “It’s sperm, you ninnie! Now lick it out!”

“Bummm ahnn caan!”

“Shut up and eat, or you’ll never be a man again.”

We girls had to stifle our giggles, and we walked back down the hallway.

When Sally came out of the bedroom, looking flushed and satisfied we all clapped with our fingertips. She bowed. “Man, that was good. Getting eaten out after you’ve just had a big load deposited in your quim…there is nothing better. It’s so sensitive, and his face just slides around and stimulates you so wonderfully.

15 minutes later Jim entered the living room, and we could tell he was a changed man. He had taken the time to repair his make up, but we could see a redness to his cheeks, a dismay to his eyes, a slump to his shoulder.

“Don’t slouch,” snapped Marsha.

“Yes, ma’am.” He tried to straighten up, but his mind was in shock. I took pity on him.

“Jim.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“How many times have I swallowed your cum.”

He admitted, “A lot.”

“And it was good.”

“But…it was another man’s!”

We all tittered.

Sally said, “All men are the same. All semen tastes pretty much the same. But you’ll find that out pretty quickly now.”

He stared at us, but nobody elaborated.

“Now, honey,” I said. “Every real woman has got to know how to swallow sperm. Lots of it. And you want to be a real woman, don’t you?”

He was caught there. He was commanded to answer in the positive.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Now go make us some drinks.” I turned to the other girls, “I don’t know about you, but I feel like celebrating little Jimmy’s transitioning.”

Little cheers and affirmations.

Jimmy went into the kitchen, trying to to slump. A moment later he was back. “We’re out of liquor.”

We girls looked at each other, mock aghast. Marsha: “Well go get some, you ninny!”

We all laughed.

Now Jimmy was in a quandary. He had never been out of the house, and he had to go to the liquor store. And there was no way out of it.

He tried to hem and haw, to make excuses, but we just laughed and shooed him away.

20 minutes later the door opened and Lacy came in, followed by Jim.

“Guess who I ran into at the liquor store?”

Jim slunk past her, bags in hands, and shortly we heard the sound of drinks being mixed.

“How’d he do?” asked Sally.

“Oh, he was a hoot,” and she described how he was trying to cover himself up with a scarf. “He looked cute and stupid at the same time.”

“What’d you do?” I asked.

“I yelled out ‘Jaime!’” And hugged him like a girlfriend. He found out that in numbers there is strength. He seemed to relax, and was able to complete his mission.

We all had a good chuckle over that, then Jim…Jaime, brought in the drinks.

By the end of the week Jaime was ahead of schedule. He had had to eat the loads out of the girls’ snatches daily, once twice, and he wasn’t even blinking. He would slobber and lick, then swallow whatever came out with no hesitation.

On the last day of that week I went out. Sally had arranged a date with Tom. Mr. Big Cummer, and, I tell you, it is quite amazing to fuck somebody other than your husband, especially after years and years of fucking only your husband.

It was like being out of your body, and all your nerves are twice as fired up, and when you find out that a bigger dick than your husband’s is available… Oh, my. Katie bar the door.

So I laid down on the bed, his side, let him sleep in the wet spot, and had him eat me.

Oh, his eyes were as big as pies when he realized what I had done. He raised up, was about to speak, and I pushed his head back into my valley. “Don’t talk, just eat.”

And he did. It was a thrilling victory for me, and as I came down from my second wonderful cum of the night I thought about how appropriate justice was, to make a cheater eat a cheater’s cum.

Second week.

A couple of the girls who knew carpentry were hammering and sawing in the garage, and Jaime was forbidden to go see what was happening.

That night we held a party. And we all wore dildos. Big old strap ons. Oh, we weren’t all going to rape him, only I had been voted to break him in. But he was going to suck us all, and then I was going to pop his cherry.

“Have a drink, Jaime,” I handed him a glass.

“What?”

“We decided you needed a break. So we’re going to get you a little drunk tonight.”

The ex-drug addict had been refused all alcohol, all drugs, and was on a salad diet. His weight was dropping off wonderfully, but he was starving. But a girl has to do what a girl has to do to keep her waist line, right?”

He tossed that drink down faster than Speedy Gonzalez masturbates, and he was handed another one. Then the fun began.

“Would you like another drink? Jaimie?” Marsha stood in front of him.

He nodded.

“What’s that? Dear boy?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, you’re going to have to earn it.”

“What would you like me to do?”

“Suck my cock.”

Jaime turned bright red. You would think that after sucking another man’s juice out of his wife’s pussy he would be done with embarrassment, but he wasn’t. I actually thought it was sort of cute.

Cute or not, he knelt in front of Marsha and put his mouth on her dick.

She grabbed the back of his head and began lightly fucking his face.

He gagged, but manage to control himself.

“Make sounds, dear boy. Show me you love to suck cock.”

“Ah…gah. Yeah.”

We all laughed.

And so the party went. Us girls getting loopy, and Jaimie going from lady to lady, earning his liquor with blow jobs. It was particularly humiliating, and yet delightful.

“Oh…oh…I’m going to cum!” yelled Roxanne, her big tits bouncing. She thrust her hips into his face like she was blowing her load.

Jaime again gagged, but he was learning to take cock down his throat better and better.

“Oh, you’re a mess. At least put some lipstick on!” And shortly all our cocks were getting smeared with red.

And, the good part, Jaime started getting into it. He slobbered and he licked, and he responded to our compliments with a smile and a bit of pride in his eyes.

Finally, we took him out to the garage.

“Lay on the horsie, Jamie,” Marsha commanded.

Jaime looked at it. “What the fuck?”

“More of a how to fuck,” I giggled.

He was drunk, and he was used to following directions, so he laid down on a wide plank with some towels folded across it for cushioning.

The plank was supported by four two by fours, and we quickly secured his hands and feet, a handcuff to each limb.

His face lay on one end in a sort of cradle. His red lips facing whoever wished for a blow job. His butt hung off the other end.

“What now?” he asked.

“Now,” I said to my husband, squatting in front of him so he could see me. “Now I break you in. Are you ready?”

“Sure. Whatever.”

Marsha knelt next to me. “Isn’t it wonderful? Feeling like this?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

I said, “No, really.”

He had stopped crying pretty much, but moisture filled his eyes and he admitted. “It does feel good.” then: “What are you going to do to me?”

“I’m going to emasculate you. Now relax, and learn to take it like a woman.”

I kissed him, on the lips, which I rarely did anymore, and I walked behind him.

“Oh!” Jamie squirmed as I squirted lube onto and into his anal crevice. “What are you doing?”

But he was figuring it out now.

“Making you a woman,” somebody quipped.

I stood behind him then, and I placed my cock head onto his brown star. It fit perfectly and I waited.

Lacy was in front, and she kissed him. And kissed him. And kissed him.

Jaime lost himself in her lips, and I pushed an inch in. The head popped through the rim, and his eyes went wide. Lacy grabbed his hair and kept his face on hers.

Kiss, kiss.

Marsha started rubbing his back.

He relaxed, and I added an inch.

Inch by inch I penetrated him, and, I tell ya, there is something absolutely incredible when you take a man’s power away from him.

He had always been the manly man, assuming ownership with his cock.

Now he had no cock. I did, and I was assuming ownership. His ass was my property.

All the way in. My fake balls up against his limp package.

Lacy backed away and one of the girls knelt in front of him and started taking pictures. Later I would see the look on his face, 8 by 10, shock and awe, a defeat and an acceptance and, in a way, a victory. He was taking it. And…he was liking it.

Marsha nodded to me.

I began to move back and forth, sawing my hips in, giving a twist, pulling out, corkscrewing mercilessly.

Jaime groaned.

Marsha nodded, and I picked up the pace. My hips smacked into his flesh, my cock disappeared into his orifice. Jaime began to make sounds. Gulps, gasps, expressions of delight.

His dick, poor, limp thing, began to ooze sperm. I was hitting the prostate and forcing the semen through his cock. He didn’t feel anything, no spasm nor orgasm, but he was being drained. He was going to be extra horny from here on out.

And, finally, after ten minutes, Marsha held up her hand. Good. I wasn’t used to the fucking motion of the hips the way a man did it, and my muscles were sore.

I backed away and my dick flopped out of his asshole.

Jaime groaned. He had felt full, complete, and now he was empty. I had done it right, and he would crave cock from here on out.

We left him there. We undid the cuffs and just walked out of the garage, turning off the light and leaving him, gasping, sobbing in happiness.

Hours later he would sneak into bed, careful not to wake me. But I was awake, and I was smiling.

The rest of the week the girls took him out to the garage and opened him up. Each night one, or even two girls, would exercise his butthole.

After that first time Jaime didn’t need to be tied down. He would simply go out and lay down and take it.

And he liked it.

And he realized that, in a way, though it resulted in more and more horniness, it provided a form of sexual release.

Eventually, in the weeks ahead, he would come to the girls and ask them to fuck him.

We would, of course, accommodate him.

The end of week three. D day as far as Jaime’s emasculation was concerned.

We held another party, and we wore cocks, and we gave him drinks in return for blow jobs, but we didn’t get him as loopy as before.

To completely emasculate a man one must leave a little wiggle room. Room in which the man must make his own decision. If he doesn’t choose to be emasculated, it is not as effective.

About an hour into the party Tom showed up.

Tom is a hunky fellow. His dick is about eight inches long, not unusually fat, but nice. It really fits into the pussy.

Several of the girls had utilized him, he did shoot such delightful and large loads, and we all gathered around him.

Jaime stood back, watching, wondering, and knowing that something was up.

I took Tom by the hand and took him to Jaime.

Jaime looked completely like a woman now. He was wearing a tight dress, a slit up the thigh, a heart cut into the top so his cleavage, all him, could be presented. His hair was perfect, his make up was impeccable, his lips were red and moist and ready.

“Jaime, Tom is going to be your date tonight.”

Jaime was frozen.

“Shake his hand, girlfriend.”

Sally moved forward and moved Jaime’s hand forward to a shake.

“Give a hug.”

Sally moved him into Tom’s arms.

For a moment they hugged.

I could see Jaime’s eyes were thoughtful. I think he had figured it out. He was going to get fucked. For real.

So we drank a little more. We got Jaime to dance with Tom, and then we all went out to the garage.

“Lay down, Jaime.”

Jaime looked at me, eyes all shiny and opaque, like mirrors. Oh, what mysterious things were going through his mind.

He lay down. There was tension in him, as he gripped the two forward legs with his hands. But we didn’t have to cuff him.

I sat in front of him, gave him some sips of bourbon and Coke, talked softly to him.

He didn’t say much, just listened.

I kissed him gently, “You’re a good girl.”

He smiled.

The girls greased Tom up, then they lubed Jaime. They took their time, fondling him, loving him, making him warm and loose.

Then Tom stepped  between his legs. His cock was hard and loomed large. He placed the tip of his cock to Jaimie’s hole and gently inserted.

Jaimie’s eyes went wide. His back was shivering and rippling.

“Relax, lover.” I whispered to him. I kissed him again. I took my time and really swallowed his lips.

Tom slid smoothly in. We had prepared Jaimie, had stretched him out, and he took the cock in easily.

“Oh,” said Jaime, and I knew he was feeling the wonderful sensation of hot skin rubbing against his anal walls.

Tom began to move in and out.

Oh, the wonder in Jaimie’s eyes. He began to push back, to fuck Tom.

Tom grinned and grabbed Jaimie’s hips. He drove in hard, and Jaime groaned with the pleasure. “Oh…yes…yes….”

In and out. Flesh on flesh. Heat on heat. Jaimie’s mouth was slightly opened. I grabbed the back of his head and kept kissing him. Our lipstick was smeared and he was barely aware of me, but it was all working. He was growing towards a massive explosion.

An actual orgasm. A prostate orgasm. The girls had been careful, kept him on edge, trying to avoid the inevitable, saving him for Tom.

The surges began.

“I feel it,” said Marsha, who was holding his slack penis. “It’s coming.

Jaimie was grunting and groaning and lurching. He was out of control, caught by the tsunami sneaking up on him.

“Here it comes!”

“So do I,” grunted Tom.

Jamie drooled a long stream of sperm out of his limp penis.

Tom began shooting ropes of thick, white liquid into his bowels.

For a long minute they both came, locked up, spasmed out, shooting their guts out.

Then it was over.

By the time six months had passed we no longer used Jamie for a slave. He was one of us. He giggled and gossiped, he joyously ate pussy,  and he had fucked two other men, and Tom several more times, but we no longer made him do anything. He did everything on his own.

One day, he was doing dishes and four of us gals were sitting at the table having a hen party, and he suddenly stopped what he was doing and just looked out the window. His expression was so serious, and he was so obviously thinking, that we all felt it. We grew silent and watched him.

“What is it, Jaimie?”

He turned to us. Wiped his red tipped fingernails on his apron, brushed a strand of hair back. “You aren’t going to turn me back into a man, are you?”

We were silent. Then Marsha said, “I think that’s up to you, Jaimie. What do you want to do.”

He stood there, a once upon a time man, and thought about it. He tilted his head slightly and licked his red lips with his pink tongue. His eyes were charcoal shadowy and his breasts were quite large. Over C cup, and we were betting he would get to D cups.

He said, “Well, I know what I want to do.”

We all sat there and waited for his decision.

“I want to…do the dishes.”

He turned back to the sink and we all laughed.

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

The Stepforth Husband


Feminized For Granny!

Revenge, lust and…Grandma?


PART ONE

I was angry. Pissed off. I couldn’t believe what he had done. Never, in 10 years of managing the department store, had I seen what I had just seen.

Unbelievable.

I flicked the intercom for my secretary.

“Lana, summon Eric.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A moment later her voice came over the store loudspeaker system. “Eric Standish report to administration.”

I waited.

My back was to a picture of the founder. Emily Standish. Now retired and trusting me. And I felt like I had personally let her down.

That this could happen on my watch.

To my left was the big picture window that looked out on the. town.

On the desk in front of me was proof. Living proof of how I, and the store, and Mrs. Emily Standish had been betrayed.

I stared at the computer for a long minute. It was split into four screens. One screen showed my office, two were of the sales area outside administration. On the fourth screen I caught sight of Eric sauntering through the corridor leading to my office.

He was a skinny, little fart. Long hair and sort of feminine looking. Maybe that’s why he did the thing he had done. Maybe he was revolting against people’s image of him. A spoiled fop of little use.

And he would inherit the store. The day Mrs. Emily Standish dropped dead he would be my boss.

I prayed for Mrs. Standish to have a long life.

And I knew I was going to have to straighten out this spoiled idiot. And quickly.

I sighed, swiveled around to stare out the window, and thought about my options.

I could see people from the third story window. The street was busy, and in the distance I could see the college. Thousands of kids out there, and I get stuck with—

Knock. Knock.

I swiveled towards the door.

“Come in, Eric,” and I put a smile on my face.

He was wearing shorts and a hoodie. Totally unprofessional, and another reason to be irritated. Didn’t he understand that appearance was everything? That people judged one on looks, and that meant they judged the store on how he looked?

He sauntered in, cocksure and dumb as they come. A rich boy who couldn’t be fired, so the heck with me. And, to add to that, he knew that one day he would be in charge, and that if I did anything to piss him off he would be able to fire me.

“Hi, Joanna.”

“If you could shut the door?” I asked sweetly, masking my temper.

He turned and shut the door.

“And lock it.”

He tilted his head slightly at this unusual request, a frown flitted over his face, but he locked the door.

“And come have a seat.”

His smirky smile reasserted itself as he crossed the room. The hoodie was dirty. Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t anybody ever…but, no. They didn’t. I knew that he had been a problem child, and that he had spent time in boarding schools, been a bigger problem, and then his grandmother had taken charge. And she had apparently solved the problem by letting him run amuck.

I groaned. A problem Mrs. Standish hadn’t been able to handle, and I was expected to do it.

He sat, a sprawl of loose clothes and sneer.

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t even ask what this was about. He just sat there and regarded me with arrogance.

“Eric, we have a problem.”

“Oh?” As if he cared.

“Yes. It appears that somebody has been jacking off in Women’s underwear.”

A blank look, an attempt at innocence, but I could see the flash in the eye, the worry, and he blinked, and perspiration broke out on his forehead.

“You wouldn’t know who that would be, would you?”

A sickly smile crept across his face. “Why would I?” He was going to brazen it out.

I stood up and came around the desk, I turned the monitor so he could see it, I blew up one quarter of the screen.

The time in the corner said 9:30 PM. The store was closed, but if anybody would know how to bypass the security precautions, the locks and the clocks and all, it would be grandson of the founder.

On the screen Eric was standing in an aisle in Women’s Lingerie. He looked around to make sure he was alone, then he stepped over to a rack of bras.

Looking around again, he pulled his pants down. He took out his cock, a surprising large one for such a skinny runt, and he wrapped the bra around it.

He groaned and began whacking. We couldn’t hear anything, but he tilted his face and closed his eyes, and the camera had him.

I pressed a button and the image zoomed, showed him, sneer and all, then I backed it off to include his whole body.

His hand moving like a jackhammer. His mouth open, the way he moved it was obvious he was groaning with pleasure.

He came, a thick rope escaped the folds of the bra, the rest of his jerky urges went into the cups.

I backed up, showed the scene a couple of times, then froze it on the moment of squirt. The look of white hot pleasure, the stream of cum in the air.

I looked at Eric.

He had turned pasty white. His dark hair looked darker, and there was actually real fear on his face.

“Well, it looks like we have our stinky, little pervert right here. Doesn’t it?”

“I…mmmhj…aahuu…” he mumbled.

“Did you enjoy your little masturbation session? Did you like getting your rocks off in my bras?”

“I…I…” He was incoherent, but I could see thoughts flashing behind those dark, brown eyes.

“So what did you do with the bra?”

“I…I…”

“I said,” I spoke sternly, “what did you do with that bra you just shot your filthy spunk into?”

“I…I threw it away.”

“So you are not only a pervert, you are a thief.”

“No…I’m not…I…I’m sorry.”

That’s when it hit me. I was pushing him around, embarrassing him, and…it felt good.

I was mad, and righteously so, but there was something about giving this little snot rag his comeuppance that was downright energizing. I decided to draw out my interrogation.

“Where did you throw the bra away?”

“Uh…no…I….in a trash can on the way home.”

Something odd here. He was blinking furiously, and that was body talk for ‘lie.’

But what could he be lying about? He was caught, so…but he wasn’t used to taking his medicine like a man.

“What am I supposed to do with you?”

“I won’t do it again.”

“No. That’s not good enough. You need to learn a lesson.”

“I…you won’t tell grandmother, will you?”

Oh, I felt a flush of victory. He was scared all right, and here was the big reason.

“You don’t care that you’re a pervert, do you? You just care about getting caught, and somebody telling Mrs. Standish that her precious baby is nothing but a common, horny, little jacker offer.

“No, I…” but he was caught, and big time, and I realized that, for the first time, I had a stick I could use. I could use his humiliation and his fear of being exposed.

The feeling of power ran through me, raged through me, and my knees actually got weak. I felt a thrill in my groin.

Power. Sexy, seductive power. Was I getting wet down there?

“Take off your pants.”

His head jerked up and his eyes widened. “What?”

“I am going to spank you. And you are going to take it, or I am going to send this video to your grand mother.”

“No!” he whispered, his eyes glazed over in fear. “You can’t!”

But I could. I walked over to a chair by the conference table. I turned the chair around and sat in it.

“Take your damned pants off and get over here.”

“But I can’t…you can’t…it’s not legal!”

“You gonna call the cops on me, perv boy?” Geez, my inner thighs felt slick. I wasn’t just wet, I was WET. “Now come here.”

I growled that last, and he stood up, trembling and shaking, and slowly walked towards me. He stopped in front of me, terror in his eyes, but he still hadn’t taken his pants down.

I reached forward and gripped his zipper and pulled it down.

“No…no…” almost like a chant, his voice sounding as if it was far away. “You can’t!” There was begging in his voice and manner.

I unbuckled him and pulled his pants down. I stared.

He had on panties. Red panties. Women’s Lingerie panties. Satiny with a little fringe. A bit of liner in the bottom of the crotch.

I gasped. “Oh. My. God.”

I looked up at him. Tears formed in his eyes, filled his thick lashes and began to drop.

“You’re wearing panties,” I stated the obvious.

He mumbled something, his voice so low he couldn’t be understood.

The feeling of warmth inside me grew larger, larger. I now felt so wet…if I got much wetter I would slide right off the chair.

But I didn’t want to slide off the chair. That feeling of power, I wanted to spank that snotty, little kid.

I grabbed his sleeve and pulled him around. I laid him across my lap and his round bottom was presented perfectly. And, I couldn’t believe it, I actually felt his penis poking through the material. It was half hard, and it pointed right between my thighs. My wet thighs.

But I ignored it. Some feeling of…what? Respect for another human being?

He was weak from fear and trembling, and I moved him around on my lap. His penis was getting harder. I raised my hand, paused, and slapped it down as hard as I could.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

Tears fell to the rug and soaked in. My hand quickly became sore, but I didn’t stop. The feeling of power had me now. It was like being on the edge of a great cum, and I wanted to go over the edge.

With each slap of the hand I grunted a word. “You…will…not…steal…”

He cried and cried, and I knew that under his red panties his flesh was becoming red. Heck, my hand was red, so what must his fanny look like under the slick material?

Then I noticed something: his hands, in spite of the pain he was feeling, were holding the bottom of his hoodie in place.

Holding his hoodie in place? Not letting it slip up and expose his upper body…he was hiding something!

I ripped his hand away from the hem of his hoodie and pushed the hoodie up, and stopped. One more shock in a morning of shocks.

He was wearing the bra. The bra he had jacked off in. He hadn’t thrown it away.

Bright red, matched the panties, small cups, and that was why he was wearing such loose clothing. He wanted to hide the shoulder straps, any bulge on his chest.

I let go of him and he scrambled off my lap, fell on the floor. He sobbed and his face was purple was shame. He pushed with his feet, backing across the floor even as he tried to pull his pants up.

I stared, my eyes open, my mouth gaping, my ability to think somewhere else.

“I…I…” he spoke through his sobbing. He cried so hard his body was rippling with shivers. “You…you…you…”

I watched as he stood up, his dick was large, much larger than the security screen had shown, and it was big and fat and hard and…and it was actually dripping.

There was something about humiliation that had him by the short and curlies and caused such a reaction.

And there was something about this scene, spanking him, finding out he was cross dressing, that made me so wet I was afraid I’d gush, right there. On the chair.

He pushed his cock into his pants and managed to buckle up. He ran to the door, and, at last, I began to move. I ran after him.

He fumbled with the lock, unable to work it for the tears obscuring his vision.

I pushed his hand against the lock, flattening it out. I pressed his body with mine, pushing it against the wall.

He cried, totally defeated, unable to even break loose from my light body weight.

Of course, he wasn’t very heavy himself. Thin and fragile, girl like…girl like…and it burst through me what I was going to do.

“Eric,” I whispered in his ear. “Eric…”

“Wha…wha…what?”

“Come back to the desk.”

I grabbed a fistful of hoodie and tugged. Docile, like a beaten puppy, he came with me.

I pushed him into the chair again. Then I simply walked around the desk, sat in my own swivel, and watched him cry.

He cried for a long time. He was completely broken. Shattered. His deepest secret exposed.

While he cried I turned to the sideboard behind my desk. My cell phone was on the charger, and it took two clicks before the video was up and running. I hid this action from Eric with my body, then turned and slid my seat to the side. The camera recorded him sobbing uncontrollably, but missed me.

“What are you going to do?” He finally asked.

“Okay, Eric.” I made my voice a bit throaty, an attempt to disguise it. “It’s time for the truth. It’s time to tell me about your cross dressing.

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“When did you first cross dress?”

“I…when I was in the sixth grade. I was fascinated by mother’s bras. I tried one on. And…and…”

“What is it like? This compulsion?”

“It’s…I don’t…it makes me feel good.”

“Does it make you horny?”

“Oh, yes.”

Now that the secret was out I could detect a bit of relief. His deep dark secret, tormenting him even as it excited him. He began to speak clearly, and it wouldn’t be long before the words just bubbled out of him.

“And you jack off?”

He nodded, his hands wiping away the trails of tears on his cheeks.

“Take your hoodie off.”

There was no more point in hiding, he hesitated, then pulled his hoodie off.

There he sat, a delicate boy with a red bra, and the bra fit rather well. Oh, he didn’t have boobs, but he had selected the flattest bra in the Lingerie section.

But the interesting thing was that, if he had filled the cups, even a little, he would look surprising like a girl.

He had the long hair, it just needed a good brushing and a little styling. His lashes were thick and long, they just needed a bit of curling and mascara.

I imagined putting eye shadow on him, and lipstick, and I was shocked by the thud in my heart. It wasn’t just control that was turning me on, it was the idea of the bra, the panties…him being made up to be a girl.

I felt something give inside, a tremor ran through my body. It exploded out of my cunt, swarmed my senses, and I realized: I had just had an orgasm. Not a big crashing one, but a little shock. But it was still an orgasm. The feeling of heat in my cheeks, the desire of the pelvis to buck. Oh, my, God! There was power here, and sex, and something else.

There was a piece of me that was perverted. There was something in me that wanted to take this boy and dress him up. Put make up on him. Make him walk in heels and prance and dance and…

Behind me, the computer watched silently. Sending images into the cloud even as it recorded.

“What…what are you going to do?”

Yet he still sat in bra. He hadn’t tried to put the hoodie back on. There was something in him that loved it. That wanted it.

He was a boy who responded to humiliation.

“I want you to go to Make Up. Get a basic ‘House of Chimera’ make up kit. Bring it back here.”

“What?”

“Or I will send the security footage to your grandmother.”

He turned pale all over again.

“Now.”

He stood up, then, “Can I put on my hoodie?”

I almost buckled with laughter. He was so cowed he had to ask.

“Please do. I don’t want the rest of the world to know that the grandson of Mrs. Emily Standish is sissy.”

He blushed then. A change from the pale. He turned and, pulling on his hoodie, left the room. And this time he managed to undo the lock.

While he was gone I rummaged through some of the boxes at the side of my office. Whenever room in the warehouse got tight we placed returns and irregulars in my office. It was convenient, especially when we returned them to the vendors.

I selected several things, put them on top of the boxes, then returned to my desk.

On the security cam I watched Eric enter the Make Up kiosk. He spoke to the girl there, who laughed, then he picked up a small box filled with the basics of House of Chimera make up and left the area.

A couple of minutes later he was back in the office, and I didn’t have to tell him to lock the door.

“On the conference table,” I told him.

He placed the kit on the shiny surface and turned to me.

“On the middle crate there are clothes. Put them on.”

He froze. “What?”

“If you wish to survive with your secret intact, without your grandmother finding out about your perversion, you will do exactly as I say, and quickly and without hesitation.”

Still, it took him a moment to move.

At the crate he picked up a garter belt.

“Go on. Take off your hoodie and pants and shoes.”

“But…why?” his face was a picture of fear.

“Because if you are going to dress like a little girl, I will help you.”

Yet there was no nonsense on my face. Even as I told him to do what he so desperately wanted to do, I wanted no mistake about who was in charge.

Slowly, he took off his hoodie and pants, toed off his shoes. He was beautiful The bra and panties set off his skin color, emphasized his gentle frame. But that hair. I needed to brush it out.

He stepped into the garter.

“Nylons are next to the dress.”

He took the nylons and went to a chair. He sat down, opened the package, and began expertly rolling the nylons up his legs.

His shaved legs.

“You’ve done this before,” I stated.

He nodded his face, his face was so red it looked like the burners of a stove.

He stood up.

“The dress.”

He went to the dress, held it for a moment and stared at it. He stepped into it.

It fit perfectly. It was a shimmery blue with a criss cross top. It was built for cleavage, but there wasn’t much cleavage to show. I wondered what I could do about that.

“Now the shoes.”

He stepped into a pair of four inch high heels. I was pleased to see that his knees didn’t bend. Good. He was used to wearing heels.

I noted, as he stood there, the bump in the front of the dress. One more thing I was going to have to do something about.

“Sit down.”

He did so, and I stood up. I rounded the desk and walked towards him. His eyes were round, like a deer’s when the light hits it.

Slowly, I brushed the tangles out of his hair. I tried to keep my back to the camera, but I knew I was going to have to do some editing with the final product.

“How long have you wanted to be a girl.”

“I don’t.”

He was serious.

“Then why the cross dressing?” His hair was brushing out nice. I tried to give it a wave and was partially successful.

“It makes me horny.”

“And you don’t get horny being a boy?”

“I get hornier being a girl.” He was whispering, but he was answering my questions. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was so red and embarrassed, and trembled every once in a while, we could have been two girls trading make up secrets.

“So you get horny, then you jack off. Have you ever had sex with a woman?”

“Yes. Well, sort of.”

He was getting comfortable with telling me the truth.

“Sort of?”

“I came too quick, before…before I could put it in her.”

I nodded, stepped back and inspected his hair. “So you are a pervert, a cross dresser, and a premature ejaculator.”

In a day filled with red faces, he was red yet again.

“I’m not.”

“But you are, and it’s okay. You’re not a manly man, so you can’t be expected to control your sperm.”

He was silent at that. I had called him a sissy, told him he wasn’t manly, and, sitting there in full dress he certainly didn’t look very masculine.

“What are we doing here?” he finally asked.

“Making your dreams come true. Turn this way.”

He turned his chair and I sat down in front of him. I cracked the seal on the make up kit and took out items.

“Are you going to…to…”

“I’m going to make you up. Any objections.”

“Yes.”

“No.”

There wasn’t anything he could say to that, and I began moisturizing his face.

“You have wonderful skin,” I said as I cleaned out his pores and creases.

“I do?”

“Soft, good color, no zits to speak of.”

“I pop them.”

That was more than I wanted to know.

“Girls don’t ‘pop’ zits. They use soap and water and clean themselves.”

“Oh. Okay.”

I put on primer, then a liquid foundation. His skin absorbed everything perfectly. House of Chimera was an excellent product, and this particular kit seemed perfect for male faces.

Concealer, a little powder, then the delicate job of applying bronzer.

His face was changing. Shadows were shifting from the masculine to the feminine. His lips looked fuller under the coloring of his skin, his eyes, so big and expressive, were ready for make up.

I shadowed them, lightly, a greyish color that made his eyes mysterious. That hair. I needed to do something about it.

He sat silently, and I wondered what he was thinking.

I knew what he was feeling. The bump in his lap was throbbing. Visibly throbbing. I knew he wanted to take it out and stroke it. If he made himself horny by wearing a bra, then being made into the full package must be exploding his groin.

I worked on those delicious eyelashes. Mascara made them even longer, as long as fake eyelashes, but obviously not fake.

Then I put on the lip stain.

Lip stain. Longer lasting than lipstick.

Then a touch of gloss to make the stain stand out brighter.

I stepped back and inspected him.

He looked, except for the bulge in his panties and dress, like a girl. A flat girl, but maybe there was something we could do about that. We had falsies in the Ladies Department, but I was thinking more along the lines of real flesh. Maybe hormones. I wanted his cleavage to show.

“Well, Erica, would you like to see yourself?”

He nodded. And now he was trusting. He had been made into the image he had of himself.

“Go into my bathroom. On the back of the door is a mirror.”

He stood up and walked. “Place your feet as if on a line.”

He did so, and his ass swayed delightfully. I smiled and licked my lips. I felt close to another mini-orgasm.

He looked at himself in the mirror, and I took a position next to him. We stood there, two beautiful women. Actually, I hate to admit it, he was better looking than me. Except that he was flat, and he had that damned bump in his dress, and his hair.

We turned sideways and my breasts really did make the difference. Hmm.

“Okay, enough. Come back into the office.”

He followed me and I pointed to the chair in front of the desk.

I sat in my own swivel and said, “Cross your legs at the knees. You don’t want to flash anybody.”

“Oh.”

I turned the monitor and he could see the office…and himself.

Underneath the makeup he turned ashen. Not just red with embarrassment, but pale with fear.

“You didn’t.”

“I did.” I smiled.

He stared at the screen, I hit a few taps on the keyboard, and the scene shifted backwards. He saw himself, in bra, telling how he had discovered cross dressing.

We traveled through his humiliation. The dresses, him telling how everything made him so horny and how he couldn’t stop himself from cumming too soon. Then the make up. Finally, the finished product.

A young, beautiful woman. A woman who, quite honestly, took my breath away.

Eric was motionless, like a statue, the whole time. He watched himself revealed, discovered, shamed and embarrassed.

“Lighting is good. I can do a bit of editing. What do you think? Should we upload to Youtube? Let the world know about you?”

Tears began to seep from his eyes again. He was going to ruin his make up, but I didn’t care. He needed a lesson in make up repair.

“I tell ya, you’d probably get a million hits in a couple of hours. Girls would love to see a boy changed into a girl. Think of the giggles and titters.

“And the boys would really love you. Can you imagine? A million boys staring at their computers, their chairs tilted back, their hands inside their pants beating frantically. Can you imagine how much sperm would shoot onto the computer screens of the world?”

He was sobbing again. And I understood. He felt betrayed. I had taken his secret, exploited it, and now I was cruelly using it against him.

Never had a boy felt so hurt in the history of the world.

But I didn’t intend to hurt him. I just needed to soften him up so I could further use him.

He was better than a vibrator. My insides were shaken, stirred, and ready to pop.

“Or…”

He looked up through the film of tears.

“Or what?” A bare whisper.

“Or you can do what I say. Everything. Instantly. Exactly. If you do that. then maybe, just maybe, this video won’t find its way onto the net. And maybe, just maybe, your grand mother won’t see what a sissy fop you are.”

“Please,” he whispered. “Please. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“I know you will, and I smiled, and I suffered another delightful, little mini-orgasm.


PART TWO

“Lunch time,” I announced.

Eric turned and started for his male clothes.

“Where are you going?”

“Lunch,” he looked surprised. “I need to change back.”

“Nope.”

He looked confused. I walked across the room, bundled up his man clothes and walked out of the office. I didn’t say anything, just left him to stew.

What would he think? He was dressed like a woman, I knew he would be afraid to leave my office. In fact, if I had my bets down, I would guess that he would hide in the bathroom, or maybe even the closet. If somebody came in and saw him….

First, I went to the warehouse and tossed his hoodie and pants and shoes into a dumpster. That handled that.

Then I went to the salon and talked with the girls there. I arranged for two of them to stay late. I didn’t tell them why, but they would find out. They were happy, too. A little overtime is a wonderful thing.

Then I went to lunch.

I had a salad. Bits of chicken, greens, avocados, onions, things like that. Delicious dressing.

I’m not a big eater, but I ordered a large size, and I had them box up the remains. I tossed a crust of garlic bread into the box, then headed back for the office.

I was right. He was in the closet.

I sauntered across the room and sat down behind my desk and waited.

He peeked out from behind the closet door. Only his beautiful eyes showing, it looked like there was a girl hiding in the darkness.

Finally, he opened the door a bit, and realized that I had left the door to my office open.

“Can you close the door?” he whispered to me.

“Nope.” I smiled.

It took him a minute, he was so scared, then he darted out, closed the door and locked it. He turned to me. “You left me alone!” He was angry, but I wasn’t worried. The anger of a little girl wasn’t much when compared to the anger of a CEO of a major department store.

“Why didn’t you come with me? I would have bought you lunch?” I acted all innocent.

“You know why.”

I didn’t want to put up with the anger, so I said, “Shut up or I’ll have security drag you kicking and screaming out of my office.

He shut quickly.

“Now then, I have—“

“I’m hungry.”

“Oh. Well, I boxed up some leftovers for my cat. I guess you can have them.” I handed him the box of left over salad.

He took it, opened it up, and blanched.

“Salad? And it’s already eaten!”

“There’s plenty left for you. Or I can give it to my cat.”

What a quandary he was in. To eat somebody’s scraps…but he really was hungry. He said, “Do you have a fork?”

“Nope.”

He stared at me. He was figuring out his place in the new order, and he didn’t like it.

But what choice did he have?

He put the box on his lap and began to pick out bits of chicken.

“You can take what you want, but eat all you take.”

“What?”

“Eat your greens.”

“I don’t…you…”

I stared at him with a lifted eyebrow. He broke.

He lifted up a wilted piece of lettuce and put it in his mouth.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, you have to learn to eat like a lady. Try not to muss your lipstick, and eat only small amounts at a time. And eat with your mouth closed.

Little tears appearing in his eyes, he nodded and complied.

I watched his fingers put little portions of salad into his mouth, and I smiled. I was going to fix those fingernails, but good.

“Now then, I have work to do.”

I picked up the phone and tapped the button for my secretary. “Lana? Could you bring in the Johnson file?”

Eric was on his feet, staring at me, once again pale and washed out.

“What, you…”

He heard Lana’s heels clicking on the vinyl floor outside my office. He turned and ran for the closet. He barely made it.

Lana strode across the the room and placed a folder on my desk. She saw the remains of my lunch. “Are you done with that?”

“I am.”

She picked up the box and put it in the trash.

The closet door was open a crack, and I knew Eric was watching. I thought I heard a groan.

“Let’s go over the procedures for the meeting this Saturday.”

“Okay, let me get my notes.”

She walked out of the room.

The door was open. Eric looked out of the closet, saw the open door and his shoulders sagged.

“Did you want your lunch?” I asked innocently.

He didn’t say anything, just glared at me.

“And I better not catch you with your heels off after this.”

He said a word, it sounded like a curse word, then closed the door. There wasn’t much room in the closet. There was a stack of files, a set of golf clubs, a few odds and ends. He was going to have to stand up. Poor boy.

Lana returned and we proceeded with our task.

We talked for a good two hours and, at one point, I heard something that sounded like somebody moving in the closet. I wondered if he had his high heels on. He’d better. Then I returned my attention to the planning of the Saturday meeting with advertisers.

Finally, we were done, and Lana headed back to her desk. As soon as she was gone Eric crept out of the closet. He moved stiffly, and was obvious sore from standing in the same place for so long.

And he had his heels on.

He went to the door to my office and closed it.

“Don’t lock it,” I commanded. Seeing him, so sexily dressed, woke up my horniness again. God, I was going to need a good session with a vibrator. The big one.

“But I have to lock it!”

“I am not about to shut myself off from the world just because you’re a pervert.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“You can leave now.”

“Leave?”

“Go. Vanish. I’m sure you have things to do.”

“But…I can’t!” he whined. “Not like this.”

“What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed.”

“I look like a girl.”

“You are a girl,” I spoke emphatically. “Now, get out before I call security.” I put my hand on my phone.

He broke then. His knees buckled and he knelt on the floor in front of me. “Please! Don’t make me! I…I…” his voice was a whisper, but rising. I knew that I had pushed him too far, and that he was going to have a psychotic break. I backed off.

“Very well. You may live in my closet.”

Relief flooded his features. He stood up and went to the closet. He started to take the boxes out.

“What are you doing?”

“I need some space!”

“Then don’t be in the closet. Right now my files and golf clubs are more important that your sissy hide.” I spoke dismissively.

His shoulder slumped. My pussy felt like it was going to squirt yet again.

He stepped into the closet. I could see how little room he had.

He pushed things around, then closed the door.

I picked up the phone. I had a few calls to make, and the door opened.

“Do I have to be in here right now?”

“Of course not. I’m not a jailor. Feel free to wander wherever you wish.”

He didn’t wish to wander far. He merely stepped out of the closet, pulled a chair over to it, and sat down.

For the next hour I made phone calls, talked to bankers, suppliers, and one call to his grandmother.

“I just wanted to touch bases with you, Mrs. Standish. We haven’t spoken for a month, and I thought…oh, of course. Yes, everything is going fine. No, nothing new has happened. A bit of pilferage in the Ladies Lingeries, but I think I’ve got that handled.

I winked at Eric, who was sitting there with his full attention on my conversation.

“No, no arrest. But I have plans to make the culprit suffer.”

The conversation  went on, and shortly I hung up.

“Your grandmother says ‘hi,’” I said.

Eric didn’t say anything.

I stood up and started for the door.

“Where are you going?”

“Talk to some department heads. Why don’t you come along? It would do you good to learn a little bit about the business.”

He shook his head and was frozen in place, his face suddenly panicked. The mere thought of being exposed was too much for him. What a shy boy, I thought, and I giggled.

The afternoon passed. Fast for me, but as slow as death for Eric. He stuck close to the closet, darted in if he even heard footsteps outside the door, and didn’t speak. Doubtless, he was waiting for the day to end, for a chance to get his clothes, wherever they were, and go home. And I wondered if he would even have the courage to return to work on the morrow.

Finally, I pushed back from my desk. “I do so love 5 o’clock. I have so many things to do tonight.”

I started for the door.

“Wait!” panicked again.

“What?” I had one hand on the doorknob.

“Where are you going?”

“Home.”

“But what about me?”

“What about you?”

“I need to go home!”

“So…go.”

“But I need my clothes!”

“You’ve got clothes on.”

“But I need my man clothes!”

“But you aren’t a man. You’re a little girl. You’re sort of cute, too.”

He blushed.

“Very well, if you want clothes you can doubtless find some in the returns boxes.” I pointed to the three crates at the side of the room. I knew that they were all ladies clothes.

He didn’t say anything, and I walked out.

And went home, had dinner, took a long work out on my Peloton, and watched ‘Breaking Bad’ on the computer.

Seems like TV is getting worse and worse. All the stupid programs, the canned laughter, and the constant political BS, I had stopped watching TV, even canceled my provider. Now I watched only shows that I selected. And I was MUCH happier.

Finally, a half hour left, I read a trashy novel. Currently I was into Alyce Thorndyke, and man, she was a read and a half. Such steamy erotica. but I didn’t give in to the urge and tickle off. I still had things to do, and I wanted to keep my edge.

I returned to the department store and passed through the gate just before security locked up.

People were all turning in their registers, heading for the exits. The end of a long day.

I stepped into admin and entered my office. I opened the closet and found Eric cringing. He thought I was somebody else, that he had been discovered.

I chuckled and went to my desk.

He came out of the closet timidly. He still wore the same dress, the same nylons, but he didn’t have the high heels on.

I looked at his feet and cleared my throat. He darted back into the closet, leaned against the file boxes and slipped his heels back on. He came out of the closet again.

What a difference a day made. He had been a smirking brat, a spoiled idiot, and now his face was timid and scared.

And I realized: Boys are rude and obnoxious. Girls are polite and well mannered.

“Why are you still here?”

“I was just going to leave.”

“Well, leave.”

He crept to the door. Crept, like in scared. He cracked the door and looked out. A few people were still gathering purses and heading for the exits. He closed the door.

“I can’t.”

“No. You can’t.”

He looked at me. “What…what do you mean?”

“First off, I want to compliment you. You make a much prettier girl than a boy. As a boy you were slovenly, wore ragged, dirty clothes, didn’t care about your appearance. As a girl you have much better manners. I think we’re going to keep you a girl.”

“You can’t!” he breathed.

“But you like it.”

“But I’m a boy….a guy! I’m a man!”

“Could have fooled me,” I snickered.

He didn’t know what to say then. He just stood still, stricken, trying to understand what had happened to him. He had woken up this morning with a filthy habit, and that habit had been blown into full transvestism. He had woken up a boy with a sneaky habit, and now he was a full blown girl.

“Has everybody left?” I asked.

He looked out the door. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Come with me.”

I walked out of the office. He stopped at the door. I stopped and chided him. “Come along. I don’t have all night.”

He followed me out of admin and down the center aisle.

The center aisle, main street of the department store. Usually a bustling highway of customers. He crept along, scared, glancing in all directions.

I walked quickly, loving the sound of my heels on the aisle. Click. Click. Click. I stopped.

His clicks were more like clish. Clish. Clish.

“You really have to learn how to walk.”

“I’m walking,” he returned, a trace of bitterness in his voice, but his tones low.

“You need to make a clicking sound, not a ‘clishing’ sound. Like this.”

Click. Click. Click.

He tried. He got a curious look on his face and tried. And he actually improved. Got a couple of clicks for every couple of clishes. I smiled.

Through the store we went. Me clicking, and him practicing his clicks. I glanced to the side and caught sight of him in the mirrors lining the big room. He was even trying to walk correctly, his feet in line, his ass moved delightfully with his efforts.

I turned into the beauty salon.

“What are we doing here?”

“Sit down,” I pointed at a chair.

Hesitantly, he sat down. I tilted the chair back, and lifted his hair into the sink. Laid back like that his bulge was large. I shook my head sadly.

“Close your eyes so I don’t get soap in them.”

He did so.

I began washing his hair, and Sally and Jesse came out from the back room. They wore no shoes and made no sound.

Sally positioned herself to the side, she was going to do his nails. Jesse stood on the other side of the sink and, at a nod from me, she took over his hair and continued his rinse.

I waited a minute. He didn’t notice anything.

Sally looked at Jesse and pointed at Eric’s bulge. They both suppressed giggles.

“I’m going to go get something.” I turned and took a couple of steps, and it hit him: how could I be washing his hair and walking away at the same time?”

He tried to sit up, but Jesse had his hair in a firm grip. He merely succeeded in banging his head on the edge of the sink.

“Hey!” His eyes bulged as he saw Sally and Jesse.

“Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.”

He tried to struggle, but Sally pushed his chest down and Jesse pulled his hair back. They had good control of him, so I left.

I sauntered through the store. The lights, on automatic timer, were clicking off, but there were still the lights over the aisle, and a few other lights to help me see.

I went to the section where we kept breast forms. I had a pretty good feel for chest sizes, and I selected the largest set of forms that I thought would fit Eric. I then went to the bra section and picked out a larger size. This was going to be delicious. Eric was going to be delicious.

And, as I walked back to the salon I found that my thighs actually felt slippery. I had had three mini-orgasms, was constantly wet. And I felt like the Queen of the May. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? There is absolutely NOTHING like the sex and power of making a boy into a girl. You don’t even have to fuck them, and they are under your big and heavy thumb.

When I returned to the salon the girls were chatting away, ignoring Eric as they did their magic.

“Hi, Joanna. Say, how long did you want his nails?” She had almost finished sanding and fixing the cuticles.

“Longest you’ve got. And make them bright red. They’ll match his panties and bra.

The girls giggled.

Eric gargled, “I don’t want long nails.”

“But they’ll match your lips,” Sally said. “Besides, it’ll feel really good when you take care of your little pal there.”

“What pal?”

“That one,” she patted his groin, the bump in his dress, and he jerked.

“Careful, girlfriend. I’m doing his highlights.” Jesse cautioned.

They giggled and I smiled and put the breast forms and bra on a chair. “We need to put these on him when you’re done. And use this glue. It won’t last long and he’ll be able to take the forms off.”

I held up the bottle of glue and the girl’s eyes widened, then they giggled again. It was the super duperest, strongest glue available. His titties were going to be staying on for a month.

“What glue? What?”

“Don’t worry, Erica. We’ve got a little something for your flat chest.”

“Oh.” And there was a world of wonder and fear and anticipation and timidity in that simple acknowledgement.

I went to my office then, and explored hormones on the internet. There were some strong ones, offered to reduce his penis size, but I didn’t want that. That had to be his choice.

But his chest was my choice. I selected fast acting hormones that would grow his boobies in a month, and yet not interfere with his ability to get hard.

Ordering done, I returned to the salon. They were just finishing up.

He…she, Erica, was thin, but with large boobs. Her hair was perfectly coiffed, gentle swirls of blonde mixed through his dark locks. but it was the eyes that did it.

In being made over, in looking in a mirror and seeing not a boy, but a woman, his mind had…snapped? Is that a good word?

His eyes were wide, innocent, like a deer looking up at the hunter and saying, ‘really? You’re going to shoot me?’

We all smiled. Then I frowned. “He’s still got that damned bump in his lap.”

We all frowned then.

Erica still stood. Mouth slightly opened, she licked her lips, a nervous reaction, but it looked so sexy, like she was licking her lips before…before sex.

“We could make him wear a couple of pairs of extra tight underwear,” Sally offered.

Jesse blurted, “We could tie it back, like one of those drag guys.”

One of those drag guys. Just her saying the words made Erica blink.

“Oh, hell,” I said. “Why don’t we just get him off.”

Erica’s head swiveled back and forth between the three of us. He had been feminized, and in the feminization all his perverted, little dreams had shattered. And now we wanted to…

“Are you going to fuck me?”

We all giggled.

“We could make him get himself off.”

“That’s the chintzy way,” Sally responded.

I said. “Why don’t you girls just play with him a bit, see what happens.

They looked at each other in delight.

“You’re going to play with me?” His voice squeaked. Made him actually sound like a girl. If had drawn out the squeak it would have been one of those excited girly squeals.

“Unless you’d like us to go sell you on the street,” I stated haughtily.

I was fooling, he should have known that, but his mind was so messed up he thought I was serious. “No! Please, not that!”

Sally moved first. She lifted up his dress and nodded at Jesse. Jesse pulled down his panties. His cock, large and actually dripping, stood out like a parking meter.

“Careful, girls. He’s a premature ejaculator.”

The redness in Erica’s face was wonderful. Humiliated, embarrassed, even shamed, and now I had said that.

“Am not,” he tried.

The girls looked at me.

I shook my head. “Find out for yourself.”

The girls looked at each other, then Sally grabbed his cock. Jesse, no room left on his shaft, grabbed his balls.

Erica groaned.

“He’s going to blow,” I warned.

And he did. Two strokes, that’s all it took, and his knees bucked and his cocked surged. A thick stream of cum came out of the slit and hit Sally on the chest.

She looked down at her breast in shock. His semen continued to pump out, and shortly her tits were soaked.

“Told you so,” I chanted with a laugh.

We all laughed then, and the girls tucked him back into his dress.

Erica stood, shoulders slumped, a look of shame on her face. She was humiliated and defeated.

“Okay, girls. Erica is reassigned. She is going to spend the next month being your assistant. Make sure she’s always dressed to the max, that her make up and nails are absolutely perfect.

The girls nodded. Interestingly, they had each grabbed one of Erica’s hands. My little sissy boy was making friends. I saw, then, that I was doing him a favor. Any time he had a bulge it was going to be handled, and these girls were going to teach him everything he needed to know about hair, cosmetics, and how a woman should look and comport herself.

I left then. I went out to my car and drove home. I was confident that the girls would take care of Erica. They would get him home, and they would make sure he was at work on time, and perfectly dressed.

I knew they would because I had seen it in their eyes. I had seen the heat as they dressed him up, and when they had jacked him off, I just knew they were getting all hot and bothered. I knew because, darn it, it was making me all horny.

So I went home and got my trusty vibrator out. The big one. I pushed that sucker into my hole until I had the biggest cum of the day. The biggest one I had had in years, for that matter. Then I had another one.

Finally, I slept.

The next week was delightful. I watched on the security cams and saw how Sally and Jesse, and the other girls of the salon broke Erica out of her shell.

It started with a trip to the warehouse. Get some more products.

Oh, it was hilarious. The way she darted from nook to cranny through the store, tried to stay on the edges of the building and away from everybody.

When I saw that I hurried out and intercepted her just as she was about to enter the warehouse.

“Erica, how are you doing.”

She stopped and stared at me. “”I…I’m fine.”

The entrance to the warehouse is at a busy junction, workers bring product in and out, the main aisle just a step away.

“And how is life as a girl?”

A passing customer glanced at us, Erica felt that glance, and then passed on.

“She didn’t even care that you are a girl,” I noted.

“But…but…”

“You should embrace your femininity. Heck. Unless you tell somebody, they would never know that you’re a…you’ve got some funny apparatus down below.”

“I…oh…I—“

“What is it, Erica?”

She looked around. then: “Some of the people that work here. they’ve already figured it out.”

“Well, of course they have. Do you care?”

“Well, yeah!”

“Why?”

It was a question she couldn’t really answer.

“I just do.”

“Well, let me ask you this…do the people who know care?”

“Well, they look at me.”

People look at pretty girls, especially sexy ones, like you.”

That stopped her. I think that may have been the first time somebody actually complimented her so boldly. Maybe she had been called pretty, but sexy? That twiddled her pork chops.

“I’ve got…Sally’s waiting for me.”

“Of course. I didn’t mean to hold you up.”

I sauntered away. I knew she was staring after me. I could see it in a pillar mirror on my right.

The look on her face, surprise, an under current of warmth, consideration of my words.

The next week she was officially out of the closet. As a transitioning person. She was surprised when guys talked to her, and were even interested in what she was going through. She was absolutely floored when some of the guys even flirted with her,              

And girls seemed to seek her out. They treated her like a pal, like she was one of them.

Well, of course. She was, wasn’t she?

The third week it was getting to me.

I watched her, and knew that when I had set her free, turned her over to the girls, I had given up control of a source of horniness.

I vibrated myself at the end of the day. I was still horny and wet over the thought of what I had created, but the feeling was waning.

That heady rush of control, of power transmuting into sex, it was dwindling.

And, like a junky needing a fix, I needed to reassert myself.

Yet, what could I do? She was no longer terribly embarrassed, or worried about being discovered by her co-workers. She was happy.

What could I do? What?

In the fourth week I discovered what.

I was sitting at my desk, staring at the computer. I was hot inside. So hot my juices were flowing. I hadn’t played with myself for a few days, a sad attempt to bring my heat under control.

Erica walked into the office.

“Ma’am? Sally wanted me to turn in this report on that new hair gel.”

I stared at her. I wanted to rip my clothes off and jam my fingers into my cooch.

She stood there, oblivious to the heat welling in my groin.

“And how is it?” I wanted her in the worst way.

And, here’s where it gets odd, I had visions of her as a girl, and yet knew there was a gigantic cock just waiting under that dress. Waiting to be released, to be rammed into my pussy.

“It’s excellent. Customers have remarked how silky their hair feels.”

Silky. She had been a he, rude and stupid. Now she was a girl, considerate and polite. She minded her manners, was considerate of others, and always looked good. Heck, she had a whole department store of products to choose from.

I snapped. Call it a moment of insanity and you’d probably be right.

Suddenly I didn’t care about the store. I didn’t care about stupid Mrs. Standish. I didn’t care about products and vendors and returns and…and anything.

I just wanted my pussy taken care.

And I wanted it taken care of by the delicious creature standing before me.

“Close the door.” I growled.

I think my voice was so hungry, so growly, that it frightened her.

Her eyes wide, she ran to the door and closed it.

“Come here.”

She came running. From a brave boy who would jack off in the bras with impunity, she had become a timid, little dove.

I pushed my chair out from behind the desk. “Get on your knees.” I lifted my skirt. I pulled down my panties. “Well?”

She dropped to her knees in reflex. I grabbed her wavy hair and pulled her into my box.

“Eat me good. Eat me right!”

God, it felt so good. Her tongue lapping at my slit.

“Suck my clit.”

She sucked on my button. Her red lips nibbling, her white teeth pulling.

I pulled my blouse apart, the buttons sailing across the office, and I unleashed my mammaries. I grabbed the nipples and pulled.

Erica was having a hard time breathing, now that my hands were busy she managed to back off.

I grabbed her head again. “Don’t stop!”

She gobbled me then. She had breath and she put her plump lips to work. I felt myself starting to shiver down there. Juices poured out of me, and ignition was here, all I had to do…the only hump, a little one, and I could…I could…

The door opened.

Erica didn’t hear it, but I caught it, and I tried to sit up, but Erica was eating me so ferociously I couldn’t.

Mrs. Emily Standish stroke into the office.

She was ninety years old, yet her back was straight and her eyes were gleaming. She was one of these people with a fixed, dedicated stare. A little unnerving, until you were used to it.

Right now, I wasn’t used to it.

“No…no…” I tried to push Erica’s head back, but she was into it now.

Mrs Standish sat down, leaned forward, her hands on the top of her walking stick, and said, “Don’t stop for me.”

Erica’s head popped up and she turned around. Her jaw dropped.

“Hello, grandson. How are you?”

Erica stumbled and fumbled with words. “I’m….okay…how are…you?”

The old dowager leaned forward even further. “Imagine my surprise, when I checked the security cams and found a rather interesting event.”

Oh, crap! I had totally forgotten! The old lady had a direct link into our security system. She trusted me, but always held a little back.

She looked at me. “You have made my rather worthless grandson into a little girl.”

I said nothing. My job was gone. My career was kaput.

“Then I find an interesting order. Somebody used the store account to send for a very specific batch of hormones. It took me a while to figure out what they were for, but I did.” She glared at Erica, then turned her attention back to me.

“Have you started giving them to him?” She jerked her chin at her grandson.

“No,” I was defeated, slumped in my chair and in spirit.

“And why not?”

“Because it is his choice. I was going to, but then I realized…he might not want to be a girl.”

“Hunh!” She looked at Erica.  And back to me again. “Imagine my surprise. My rude, little fart of a grandson, can’t get him to do a damn thing, and suddenly he shapes up. He starts being polite. Starts working and figuring out the business.  I couldn’t get him to do that, but you…you did it.”

“Huh?” My head jerked up.

She turned to her grandson. “I’m not so considerate as her,” she jerked her chin at me. “You will start taking those hormones. And you will do everything Joanna says. And you will be happy about it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” polite, like a girl.

Emily Standish stood up. Straight back, firm, pointy chin, a fixed glare in her eyes.

“Well, carry on.” She turned and walked out of the room.

Erica and I stared after her. Stunned.

Erica turned to me, but didn’t say a word.

I turned to her. “Well, I guess that’s settled.”

She said, “I guess I’m going to be a girl.”

“I guess so.”

Neither of us spoke for a moment, then I said: “Is that okay with you?” If it wasn’t I wasn’t going to administer a bunch of hormones. People have choices. Even rude boys like Eric.

She got a far away look in her eyes. I realized she was thinking. I hadn’t seen her do that much. “Well, I guess so. I mean, I like it, and everybody treats me better than when I was…you know.”

“I know,” I answered.

“And Sally and Jesse, and even a few of the other girls give me lots of hand jobs. In fact, I’m getting so many hand jobs that it’s getting harder for me to cum. I might even be able to stop being so…premature.”

I listened as he thought his way through the situation.

“And I think it’s only a matter of time until I get one of them to screw me…”

“So do you want to be a girl?”

“Yeah. I think I do.”

I nodded. It was a good decision, not for everybody, but it was certainly right for him. “Then there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

I grinned, “Finish eating my pussy.”

Happily, he agreed.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized By My Sister


PART ONE

“Jimmy?”

I didn’t answer. I never answered Shannon. She was my sister. She was a brat. 18 years old and still a brat. Always had been, always would be.

“Jimmy?”

I could hear her walking down the hall. I hoped she would just walk on past my room.

“Jimmy?” She opened my door.

“Go away,” I said. I had scored a copy of ‘Watchmen,’ and I was deep into it.

She stood in the doorway, one hand on my door handle and glared at me. “You need to learn basic politeness.”

“What? Come when called? Like a dog? Go away.”

“Okay, I’ll go away, but I’m gonna show the world what’s on the security cam.”

I looked up, puzzled. “What?”

“You prancing around in one of Mom’s dresses. I think the world would like to see what my big brother does when he’s home alone.”

“What?” My voice rose a few decibels, and went to a higher pitch, and I found myself standing up. And sweating. Profusely.

“You look really cute in that purple dress of hers, but you are so clumsy in those high heels.”

“What are you…you’re just…” I blathered, my mind suddenly turning over and over, totally panicked, totally caught.

“Don’t believe me? Come see.”

She turned around and walked back to her room. I was out the door like a shot, walking right behind her, trying to convince myself that this wasn’t real, that this hadn’t happened.

“I don’t know why,” she tossed back at me. “I was just intending to erase the tapes, but I started looking at them. Last Thursday, 2:19 in the afternoon. Mom was at her club, I was at cheerleader practice. You walked across the living room. At first I thought it was an intruder. Then I thought it might be one of my friends, except that the intruder was so ugly. Then I thought it might be one of your friends. I figured maybe Todd was a pervert. Imagine my surprise when you posed in front of the big mirror in the foyer and I saw your face.”

Shannon turned into her room, crossed to her computer, waved a hand at it, then sat on her bed. She had the smirkiest grin in the world on her face.

I looked at the screen, and a series of images flashed before my eyes.

Me, frozen in pose, in a dress, in the foyer.

The digital timer said 2:19.

My life was over.

I turned white and my heart fell with a thud.

I sat down. More collapsed down, in her chair. I rubbed the mouse and watched myself primping in front of the mirror. Under the dress I had on a bra. And a tummy shaper. And panties. And nylons. And I tottered on mother’s black heels.

I had thought I was graceful, but looking at the security footage I realized I wasn’t. I also realized that Shannon had me between a rock and a hard place.

“Well, brother dear. “What should we do about this?”

“Erase it. Delete it.”

“Oh, my,” she placed a hand on her cheek in mock horror, “somebody uploaded this to the cloud.”

“You didn’t.”

“And…maybe it’s on youtube, on a private channel, just waiting to go out and thrill the world. Jimmy Thompson. Transvestite. Or do you prefer crossdresser? Dressing up for the world to see.”

“You wouldn’t,” I whispered, terrified.

“How do you think Marsha would like it? Do you think she’d want to be your girlfriend? But, then, who knows…maybe she likes a swishier type of boy. I mean, big, masculine hunks can get so-o-o tiresome.”

“Shannon, you need to delete that video.” I wasn’t demanding, I was begging. And from the look of triumph on her face I knew I was about to reap the whirlwind.

“Now, shoo. Go downstairs and do the dishes. I have some important thinking to do.”

“Shannon…”

“I’m not kidding. It’s my day to do the dishes, and I don’t want to, so you shall do them. And anything else I ask you to do.”

“Shannon, you can’t…”

She stood up. She grinned at me. “Five, four, three, two…”

“Okay!” I walked out of the room. Walked rather quickly.

Downstairs I looked at the dishes. Shannon was lazy, she was supposed to do them after every meal, but here they were, lunch and breakfast piled high. Crusted. I was going to have to take a chisel to the dried egg and grease.

I sighed. I was dazed, and panicked, but I didn’t know what to do.

“Oh, Jimmy?” She yodeled sweetly from the upstairs.

I stepped into the living room and looked up.

She threw Mom’s high heels at me. They sailed through the air and I caught one and dropped the other.

“Best put those on. You want to be high enough to reach the sink, little girl.”

I glared at her and she laughed.

“And better wear an apron. Mom’s pink one is perfect for you. Ta ta.” She whirled around to back into her room.

I looked at the shoes. No way I was going to—

But she hadn’t gone back in her room. She called down: “And, Jimmy, dear girl, I’ll be down in five, and if you’re not in proper attire I will press the return key on my computer. You do know what that means…don’t you?”

She giggled, turned and flipped her pony tail at me, and was gone.

I sat down on the end of the couch and took off my shoes. My comfortable athletic shoes. I put on the high heels.

I stood up, my calves stretching, and I felt the familiar thrill in my groin.

Women’s clothes. Me. Hard on. It was a firm equation, one I could never escape from.

I had been cross dressing for years. In the privacy of my own room, whenever nobody was in the house.

But I had gotten so excited, wearing full garb, everything had been in the hamper, all my favorite clothes, that I couldn’t resist going downstairs and looking at myself. I had sauntered down the stairs, sashayed across the living room, and posed in front of the mirror.

God, it felt good. My boner was ruining the line of the dress, even through the tummy shaper, and I sashayed back across the living room, sauntered up the stairs, and dashed down the hall and threw myself on the bed and beat on my cock until it spurted, which had taken mere seconds.

Damn! It felt so good! And I wanted to do it again, every day, but opportunities only came every few weeks. And now…now I was caught.

I stood at the sink and used the the scouring pad on dried egg. I near scalded my hands with hot water, and I did the stupid dishes.

“You know,” Shannon’s voice startled me, I was so lost in my self pity, and I whirled around. She was leaning against the door frame with her arms folded. “Those heels make your butt pooch out. Really quite sexy, seeing my big, strong brother with a girly ass.

“Stop it,” I whispered. My face was red.

“Oh, I am not only not going to stop it, we are going further. Leave those dishes and come with me.”

She turned and left. I took off the apron and followed her. I was clumsy in high heels, but I could feel my hard one surging. Walking in heels really did it to me.

God, I was so normal in every other way, I played sports, had friends, didn’t like my sister, but then I had this one, little problem. I liked wearing dresses.

Shannon walked up the stairs, me behind her, down the hall and into…Mom’s room? What the…

I entered my mother’s bedroom and Shannon tossed something at me. “Put it on.”

It was a bra.

“No,” but my voice hardly carried.

“Yes,” she threw back at me, rummaging through Mom’s hamper. Fuck. It was the end of the week, time for laundry, and her hamper was filled with delicious things.

“No!” I sounded like death.

She chanted: “press return and start the game, see my brother’s red-faced shame…la la la!”

Oh, God. I took off my shirt and put on the bra.

“Ooooh, Jimmy has such a manly chest.” She rolled up a few pairs of nylons and put them in my cups.

“Ooooh, Jimmy’s stacked!”

She turned me around and looked at me, then she went to the hamper and pulled out dirty underwear. “Here you go, big boy.”

She held my mother’s underwear up. There were stains in the crotch. Oh, God! disgusting!”

Shannon saw the look on my face and laughed. “Take a sniff, Jimmy boy. Jimmy girl.” She tossed the undies to me and I caught them.

I looked at the stain and wrinkled my nose.

She  stepped over to me and pushed the underwear into my face. I was forced to inhale my mother’s most personal aroma.

It was disgusting…and yet my cock was suddenly rock hard.

And Shannon noticed. She just felt my heat, I guess, and she looked down and stared, then started laughing.

More chanting: “Jimmy’s got a boner! Jimmy’s got a boner!”

“Please stop,” I whispered.

“Take off your pants and put on mother’s panties.”

I protested, but the look in her eyes…I started to take off my pants. I stopped. “I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“I’ve got a…I’ve got a …”

“I know. A boner. We’ve already established that. So take off your pants, and underwear, and let me see, and then put on Mom’s panties. Her deliciously soiled panties.”

“I…I…”

“Heysoos, wimp. I’ve seen a dick before, and I know you’ve got one, so take off your clothes and get dressed!”

Slowly, my heart feeling crushed, I slid my pants off.

She watched bemused.

I took my underpants off. I risked a look at her. She was grinning.

My dick was hard and throbbing, bouncing uncontrollably.

“Man, you really get off on this, don’t you.”

I didn’t say anything. I pulled on Mom’s panties. Now in a hurry to cover myself up I stood there, totally embarrassed, so red I could have passed for a fire engine. I imagined my mother’s juices touching my groin area. And my dick…it throbbed even harder.

“You’re leaking.”

I looked down. I was so horny I was leaking pre-cum. There was a big wet spot on Mom’s panties.

Shannon laughed, then dug through the hamper and threw more things at me. “Put these on. And hurry.”

I didn’t hurry, but I did pull on a slip. Then garters. Then the dreaded purple dress. Then she made me put on the high heels again. I stood there, ashamed and humiliated.

“Go to the downstairs foyer and look at yourself in the mirror.”

I walked out of her room, down the stairs, and across to the big mirror. I stared at myself.

I was crying. Little tears just filling my eyes.

I turned and looked to where Shannon was standing at the upstairs railing. “Can I get back into my clothes now?”

“Ha and double ha,” she chirped, then she threw something at me. It was gold, glittered like a coin, and it flipped through the air. I caught it, looked at it, and gasped.

Lipstick.

“Look in the mirror and put it on.”

I felt paralyzed, yet I managed to move. I stumbled over to the mirror, faced it, and studied my face.

My boy face. Not rugged, not enough life for that, and lipstick…it would do things to me. It would change my face, and I was afraid it would even change the way I felt about myself.

And my dick. My throbbing, pulsing, rock hard dick, it liked the idea.

I turned the base of the lipstick, held it to my lips. I rolled it on. I could taste waxy stuff. I stared at my lips in fascination. I couldn’t move. I just stood there and stared at my face. My kissy face.

“Hey!”

I turned, “Put this on.”

She threw a wig at me. It was a cheap wig, she had bought it for Halloween, and I caught it.

I stared at her.

She stared at me. Triumphant.

I turned to the mirror and put the wig on.

“Stand back. See your whole self.”

I stepped back. I actually looked like a woman. Oh, I had some face angles, and my shoulders were a bit too wide. But I was…feminine.

“Strike a pose,” she called down.

So I did. I imitated a model and struck a pose, and another one, and another one.             

I was shaking with humiliation, yet some part of me…the dick part of me…was enjoying this. I had never been harder. I was leaking. And, suddenly, I was spurting.

“Oh, fuck!” I put my hands down to my groin and bent a little bit. White hot pleasure flooded through me.

“Oh, you didn’t…” She was whispering, but I heard her. Instinctively I turned in the direction of the living room, and she had a full view of me. I straightened up and looked down. Semen had gone right through my panties and dress, a big white glob formed in my crotch, and I looked down at it. I had actually had an orgasm! I had…suddenly I looked up. Some intuition, some sixth sense.

Shannon was clicking pictures with her camera. The good camera with the telephoto lens. She had been clicking all this time, catching me putting on lipstick, posing, and now cumming.

“Oh!” I yelled, and I ran across the living room. And tripped and fell. And kicked off the high heels and ran. I ran up the stairs.

She was in her room, the door was locked.

I turned the knob It wouldn’t turn.

So I just muscled it. I turned hard and just popped the lock. I opened the door.

Shannon was standing next to her computer. Triumphant. I could see her monitor, and I watched pictures of me zoom through. Click, click, click. Me in a dress. Me in lipstick. Me standing up and looking down at my cum seeping through the dress. White on purple is very vivid.

“No,” I said, aghast.

“Yes,” she said, and laughed.

“You can’t do this to me!” I started crying.

She patted my cheek and simply said, “Dry up, girly boy, you need to finish the dishes. Then you need to do all the laundry in the house.”

“What? But that’s your job!”

“Not any more. Furthermore, you better hurry. You have to stay dressed up until the final load, Mom’s load, then you can take your clothes off and put them in the laundry. Mom should be home by then, so you’d better hurry.”

My mouth opened. Three loads. Mine, hers, and Mom’s. Maybe I could fit both hers and mine into the same load, and then Mom’s…I looked at the clock. Oh, shit! I wasn’t going to make it!

Shannon laughed as I grabbed her hamper and ran out of the room. I grabbed my hamper from my room, I ran downstairs, a hamper in each hand. I almost broke my ankles, running in those stupid high heels. Forgotten was my boner (though, I have to admit, my boner didn’t forget me. It was back, and it was struggling, and I had just cum, but…)

I packed the clothes in the washing machine and started it up.

Whew. That was…oh, the dishes!

I ran back to the kitchen, put my apron back on and started scrubbing madly.

I managed to finish the dishes by the time the washing cycle was done. I ran to the garage, put some of the clothes in the dryer, left the others to be hung out to dry.

I ran upstairs. Shannon was listening to her headphones, but I heard her giggle when I sprinted past her room. I ran back down the stairs, I think I was getting better at running in high heels, and headed for the garage, and I made a fatal error.

I had to hang some 20 dresses and shirts and things on the outside line. Didn’t want them shrinking. I could have taken my clothes off and put them in the washing machine and started it up, and I would have been out of the dress and underthings. Instead, I guess I didn’t want to go out back naked, I ran out back in Mom’s clothes and started hanging things up.

I threw them over the line, a little sloppy, but I was in a hurry, and I put the last dress over the line when…

“Jimmy? Is that you?”

Stunned, I turned. Mrs. Mackie. Mom’s close friend, her chat partner, her hen party gal, was looking over the fence.

Oh…oh…oh…what to do? She would tell Mom.

But there was nothing I could do.

“Hi, Mrs. Mackie. I’m going to a costume party.”

She didn’t believe me. Her face was surprised, and then it was smirking. “Sure you are.” Then her face dropped out of sight. As I ran back into the garage I heard her laughing.

I put Mom’s clothes into the washing machine, started taking my clothes off, and froze.

The car! Mom was home!

I ripped the rest of my clothes off, threw a bunch of soap into the washing machine…

Her car door slammed.

Started the cycle.

Click, click, click. I could hear Mom’s high heels on the walkway next to the garage.

I ran, now free of the dreaded heels. I heard the door open, but I was at the bottom of the steps.

“Hi, Shannon, Jimmy. I’m home!”

She turned to shut the door and I sprinted up the stairs. I set a world’s record for short dashes, going up stairs naked.

Click, the door shut.

I literally dove for the end of the hallway.

“Wha…?”

I heard her, knew she had seen a flash of my body, then I was out of sight.

“Jimmy?”

I started to poke my head around the corner, and realized I was wearing lipstick. I wiped my face frantically, then stuck my head out. “Hi, mom.”

“Uh, hi.”

Then I was gone, she was left to to wonder whether I was daft or not, and Shannon, who had come to her door to watch, was laughing.

“How was work, Mom?”

My mother is a knock out. Just under forty, and with a mature woman’s body, including large bosoms, and a face that was unlined and, I hate to say it, she’s my own mother…sexy.

She also keeps her hair long, another sexy thing, and because she’s in real estate she is always wearing sexy, body hugging outfits and her make up is perfect.

She looked at Shannon, who would eventually be as sexy as Mom, I hate to admit that, too, and said, “I actually made two sales, and I may have some big news coming up.”

“What kind of news?” I asked.

“Well, I’m not sure, it’s still in the grapevine, but rumor has it we’re going to hold a convention in the Caribbean.

“Wow,”

“Do I get to go?” asked Shannon.

“Not a chance, young lady,” she grinned at us. “But, you might have the house to yourselves for a couple of weeks.”

“Oh, goody,” Shannon clapped her hands and looked at me, and I knew exactly what was in her mind. And she knew what I was thinking and grinned an evil grin.

“Which brings me to sad news.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Well, Shannon managed to get her chores done today, but yours…you didn’t cut the lawn or anything.”

Of course I didn’t. I was busy doing Shannon’s work for her. I wanted to say something, to defend myself, but there was nothing I could say.

“Jimmy, you’re older than her, and you should be taking charge, making sure things get done.”

“Sorry, Mom. I’ll get everything done tomorrow.”

Dinner went on. It was Mom’s favorite time of the day, when she got to connect with us. Being a single mom wasn’t easy, but she was doing it, and I knew that Shannon and I were lucky.

Then, while I was wool gathering, Shannon said something. I didn’t catch it, but I knew it was something important. “What was that?” I asked quickly.

Mom was staring at Shannon, her lips twisted in a quirky smile.

“I just asked Mom if you would make a cute girl.”

Mom looked at me, a grin on her face. “Well, Jimmy, what do you have to say to that?”

“I…that’s ridiculous. I’m a guy.”

Shannon slid her chair a little towards Mom and faced me, put me in the spotlight. She framed her hands and looked at my face. “Yes. Long hair, a little make up to soften the edges…he’d make a fine sister.”

“Shannon…” Mom started.

But Shannon cut her off. “How come you didn’t give me a sweet sister, instead of a knucklehead jock?”

Mom laughed. “What’s gotten into you.”

Shannon folded her arms and pouted. “I just realized that I would like a sister. A beautiful sister. To share things with, to do things with.”

Mom shook her head. “Well, my loony tune little daughter. I think you’ve left your senses.”

“No, I haven’t. I want to make Jimmy into a girl. Can I do that?”

“I don’t think Jimmy would like that.”

“Oh, Jimmy would be fine with that.”

I thought Mom would be a little more emphatic, but she was just shrugging it off. I had to nip this in the bud. “No, I don’t think I would.”

“Yes, you would.”

Mom tilted her head, a little puzzled. Shannon had spoken with a certain degree of authority.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“Children…”

“Mom, do I have your permission to make Jimmy into my sister?”

Mom opened her mouth and shut it. She blinked. She was used to million dollar deals, but this was a little more intense.

“Mom, tell her no.”

“Quiet, little boy,” then she turned to Mom. “Mother, if you let me turn him into a girl I will make sure he gets all his chores done.”

“Hey!”

“Furthermore, he will be polite, well mannered, and I’ll even teach him how to fix dinner.”

Now Mom grinned. “You’ll make him fix dinner?”

“No!” I yelled.

“Quiet down, James.” She only called me James when she wanted to make a point.

“I can’t believe you’re considering this. I can’t wear dresses and things! What would everybody think? What about my friends! I won’t have any, and they’ll all laugh at me!”

“Just around the house. And I promise to make him do his chores and fix dinner and anything else you want him to do.”

Mom looked at me. She was actually thinking about it!

“Mom! You can’t do this. She’s my enemy. She’ll do mean and wicked things to me.”

“How long do you want him to be a girl?”

“No! No, no, no!”

“Summer vacation starts in a week. I want him to be a girl for the whole summer.”

“Well, that’s a little…”

“I will give him one day off to be all manly and everything. He can wear his smelly jockstrap and scratch under his arms and everything. But the rest of the time, he has to do what I say. Wear what I say, and…” she smiled… “You will have the most delicious dinners waiting for you, and a clean house, every, single day!”

“DONE!” Mom cried.

My face was pale, my eyes were horrified, my jaw was dropped. “Mom…that’s child abuse.”

Shannon countered: “And what you’ve been doing, not doing your chores and all, is ‘Mother Abuse.’

“Has not! And—“

Mom raised her hand. “Hold it…”

We both looked at her.

“You can have Jimmy from when I leave work till when I get home. You will be in charge.” She looked warningly at Shannon. “And you’d better be responsible.”

“I will,” Shannon promised, all innocent.

“I don’t want Jimmy abused, I just want him responsible.”

“Mom…” my voice actually croaked.

“As for you, young man, you do everything she says. If I am pleased at the end of the day you can be a man at night. And if I am pleased all week you can have the weekend off.” Then she said that stupid line that the Pharaoh in that old Ten Commandments movie said, “So shall it be written…so shall it be true.”

Shannon yelped in victory and high fived Mom.

I looked down at my potatoes and wanted to cry.


PART TWO

“Rise and shine…Janey.”

“What?” I mumbled, coming out of a deep sleep.

“Today is the first day of the rest of your life…little sister.”

“Oh, God!” It all came rushing in on me. Shannon was going to dress me up today. And more days. All summer long!

If somebody had told me that I had a choice, have my head cut off and flushed down a toilet, or follow Shannon’s directions, I would have flushed the toilet myself.

She pulled my blankets off me.

“Hey!” I sat up and covered up. I sleep naked, and I had morning wood.

“Wow! That’s the gift that keeps on giving, isn’t it?”

I grabbed for my pants, which I had left hanging on the chair next to the bed. They were gone.

“Hey!”

“Want to hide your little wee wee?”

It wasn’t ‘little,’ but I wasn’t going to get into an argument about the size of my dick with my sister.

“Put these on.”

I stared. She was holding out pink panties. With a little ruffle on them. No pouch to hold Mr. Happy. Cut high on the thighs.

She flipped them into my face.

“So has it been written…so shall it be done.”

I grimaced and put the panties on. I didn’t fit, not at all, but at least I was covered.

“Now, come along, let’s go get some dresses out of Mom’s closet.”

“She said you could?”

“Oh, she was most happy to share some of her clothes. It gives her an excuse to buy new ones for her Caribbean vacation.”

“Oh, God!” I murmured, but I followed Shannon to Mom’s room.

Shannon took several garments out of Mom’s closet. A couple of dresses, a couple of skirts, a couple of blouses.

Then she ransacked Mom’s underwear drawer. She took out panties, bras, tummy shapers and garters.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“Prayer won’t do you any good,” she chuckled. “Not even falling on your knees and kissing my tootsies will work. Although…” she looked at me, “it’s a good start.”

“Very funny.”

“As funny as these?” She held up a pair of High Heels. Strappy high heels. With open toes.

“Shannon, it’s…you need to give me a break.”

“Sure. When school starts. Maybe. Maybe by then you’ll prefer dressing like a woman.”

“Never.”

“Never say never, spoiled, little brat. It might change into ‘Always.’

“Huh!”

“Okay, you need to take a shower, and use this.” She held up a bottle of Nair.

“No!” I was aghast. My hair?

“Put it on, leave it for 15 minutes, then say goodbye to all your short and curlies.

“Shannon!”

She smiled. “Or you could say no, and I will not only tell Mom you refuse to follow directions, but the internet will be deluged with the cutest, little pictures.”

I took the bottle of Nair and walked out of the room.

Nair. No hair. Oh, my God.

A half hour later I was at the door of Shannon’s room. I was wearing panties and a monster hard on, and had no hair below the neck.

Interestingly, while my face was red, I was getting used to her seeing my cock pushing my panties out. I man, it bothered me, but not as much as it originally had.

“Okay, sweetie pie, here’s your outfit for the day. Delightfully understated, veddy sexy, and designed to bring a thrill to the hearts of men everywhere.

“Hey!”

“Okay, maybe not men everywhere. But the rest of what I said is true.

I looked at the ‘outfit’ and grimaced.

First, of course, was the bra. Anathema to men everywhere. Funny. Yesterday I was excited by seeing such a thing on a girl. But now that it going on me I was dreading it.

I put it on.

A blouse, pink, silk, long sleeves. It was an expensive blouse. “Mom’s getting rid of this?”

“That old thing?” Shannon laughed.

I put it on. Before I could button it, however, Shannon stopped me. “I have a special surprise for you.”

Uh oh. “What?”

She held out a paper bag. I looked in it and my eyes opened wide. I lifted out…two breast forms.

“Mrs. Mackie. Mom knew her mother had a Mastectomy, and that she had these breast forms, and…” she shrugged.

“Oh, no.” I could hardly breath I was so shocked.

Shannon pulled my cups out and slipped the breast forms into place.

“They’re huge!”

“Mrs. Mackie’s mother is well endowed. Yes.”

Suddenly, I had a thought. “Does Mrs. Mackie…does she know…doe—“

Shannon smiled. “I didn’t tell. Mom did. And Mrs. Mackie, by the way, was very supportive. She wants to rent your services.”

“Rent my…”

“She needs some high places dusted, some windows washed. Easy stuff that studly men, or even young girls, can handle. Put on the garter belt.”

I put on the garter belt.

“You’ve seen Mom roll up her nylons?”

I had. I sat down and rolled the things up my legs. Oh, crap, it felt good. It felt sexy. My dick throbbed harder. I quickly pulled up the skirt. It was narrow, Shannon called it a pencil skirt, and I hoped it would help hide my erection.

“Now, tomorrow we will paint your nails. Tomorrow you’ll get up a little earlier, get dressed yourself, and we will have a little extra time. But today we have to move along. So come along.”

She led me to Mom’s make up table.

“No,” I whispered.

“Yep. Sit down, and prepare to get educated.”

I sat, and she started cleansing my face and putting on make up. “This is foundation….this is blush…you have to be careful to blend everything right, and this is…” she lectured me as she worked. Finally, she handed me the tube of bright, red lipstick.

“Here go, sister dear. Lipstick is like breaking champagne on the bow of a boat. You will be officially launched.”

I took the lipstick. I was trembling, shaking, and I applied it.

“Almost done,” she quipped. She put my wig on, then said, “Put on your heels and let’s go see what kind of chores you have to do today.”

I followed her out of her room and down to the kitchen. On the table was a list of items to be done.

Vacuum. Dust. Mop and wax the kitchen. Wash the patio. Not bad. I could have this all done in a couple of hours. Except I hadn’t counted on Shannon.

“Oops, you missed under the couch. Got to vacuum under the couch.”

I grunted and pushed the thing over a couple of feet. It was heavy, and it was awkward pushing while in high heels, and I couldn’t bend my legs properly in the pencil skirt.

I vacuumed, grunted and pushed it back.

“Oops, you forgot to get under the telephone table.”

I went to the table and moved it, vacuumed the floor, and replaced the table.

“Oops!”

All through the house she kept doing that. And what should have taken a half hour took an hour. And it even tired me out. Moving couches and beds and everything, it was work!

“Time to dust!”

I took the duster and walked around the living room. There wasn’t any dust, but I covered every surface. Even though this was a simple job, it was made difficult by the stupid skirt. The pencil skirt was so narrow I could only walk with the bottom of my legs I was forced to take small mincing steps. I was about to put the duster away when…

“Oops! You forgot up there!”

I looked up and groaned. Chandelier. And there were cobwebs in the high windows.

I went to the closet, found an attachment, and hobbled around the living room, almost falling over as I bent back and tried to clean the chandelier and the high windows.

By now it was lunch. An hour job had taken me three hours. And I was tired.

“Time for lunch,” I said.

“Okey dokey.” I thought she was a little too cheerful, but…but what could she do to me? Unfortunately, I found out.

I made a bowl of cereal and sat down to eat it. Shannon was in the front room texting, and I thought I had some peace and quiet.

KNOCK KNOCK!

I looked up in shock.

Mrs. Mackie was staring through the kitchen window, a big smile on her face. She pushed open the door and breezed in.

I half got up, starting to run, then realized…she knew. No point in running away now.

“Oh, Jimmy. You’re so cute!”

She sat down and placed a kit on the table.

“Uh, hi, uh…”

“When I found out what you are doing I was just thrilled. Imagine, letting yourself be trained properly. That will be such a help to your mother.” She winked at me. “When the young girls find out they’ll be all over you.”

They were all over me. Beautiful chicks, because I was a jock. I wondered how many of them would be all over me if they knew I was wearing a bra and panties.

“Hi, Mrs. Mackie.”

“Hi, Shannon. Isn’t he gorgeous?”

Shannon giggled. “There’s always room for improvement.”

“Well, of course, but you need to be very supportive of your brother, coming out like this.”

“Coming out? I’m not—“

“Shush now, I don’t have much time, and I wanted to put on your first set of nails.”

“Fingernails?”

“Well, of course. No woman would be caught without a good set of claws, right Shannon?”

“Absolutely.”

“And when I found out Shannon was going to do them tomorrow, I decided to lend a hand.”

I glared at Shannon, but she just shrugged smugly.

“So, you eat your lunch and I’ll work on one hand. Then we can switch hands, all righty?”

“But…I…”

“Give me your hand.” She reached out and grabbed the hand that wasn’t holding the spoon. She opened the little kit on the table and revealed bottles and packages of fake nails.

“Oh…no…”

“Oh, yes,” said Shannon, putting her hands on my shoulders and keeping me seated. “Every good looking woman has good looking nails. You want to be good looking, right? Right?” She growled the second right warningly.

“You should listen to your sister, Jimmy. Can I call you Janie? Shannon said you preferred that…”

Shannon dug her fingernails into my shoulders.

“…And it’s such a sweet name.”

As she talked she was cleaning my nails, pushing the cuticles back, trimming them.

“Now, let’s see. What kind of nails should we…”

Shannon jumped in, “Those. The stilettos. Do you have them longer?”

“Ooh, Shannon, you wicked girl. Let me see…here they are!”

She took out a packet of lo-o-ong fake nails. She giggled at me. These are sometimes difficult to get used to, but they are so-o-o sexy.”

And she tittered. I mean…’tittered?’ Who titters in this day and age?

She brushed glue onto my nails, then onto the fakes. She pressed them on.

“These are press on nails, but a little glue will keep them in place so much longer.”

Nail after nail she pressed in place. My fingers slowly lengthened, and resembled an animals claws. Extended three quarters of an inch beyond my real nails. And they had sharp points.

Then she began painting them. Three coats, applying the paint towards the tip in smooth strokes. Finally, she put some extra thick, but clear, lacquer on them. Then she did the other hand. I changed my spoon from one hand to the other. I was dazed, I hadn’t taken a single bite of my now soggy cereal.

Finally, my other hand was done. Mrs. Mackie sat back and inspected my nails happily.

“What about his feet?”

“Oh, my! I was so happy, but we have to do his tootsies.”

Still dazed, shocked by the transformation to my football throwing hands, I let Shannon unroll my stockings and I placed my feet on a chair. Mrs. Mackie started doing my toes.

“Be careful when you put on nylons. I’m giving you little stilettos. You have to be careful, but they are so-o-o worth it.

I put a spoonful of Wheaties in my mouth. It just sat there, on my tongue. And, finally, after a minute, I swallowed.

Then I had red toenails. Little points on them. Happily Shannon rolled the nylons back onto me.

I stared at the toenails. I felt like I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. Or anywhere else, for that matter.

“Quick, put on his heels.”

Shannon held my heels and slipped my foot into one, then the other. She buckled the straps and told me to stand up.

I stood, and stared down. My calves were round and sexy, my toes showed through the cut off ends of the shoes. They were absolutely and totally feminine.

And, you know, it gave me a thrill. I can’t explain it, but my dick started pushing against my skirt. Hard.

Shannon saw it, giggled.

And I know Mrs Mackie must have finally noticed. At least, she was frowning.

“Did you use lipstick?”

“Yes?”

“Go to my house, upstairs on my dresser, a plastic bottle. It’s stain. Bring that to me, if you could.”

Shannon was more than happy to. Anything to diminish me.

As soon as she was out the door Mrs. Mackie stepped over to me. “Stand up.” Her voice sounded throaty.

I did, and she placed her hand right on my bump.

I gasped.

“She nodded her head. “I thought so. You like this.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, your cock does. And most young men think with their cocks.”

“Please, I…”

But she held my bulge, and then started stroking it.

“Poor baby. But listen. You are such a brave young man, I’ll help you out. “I’m going to tell Shannon to send you over to help me with something at four o’clock. We’ll handle this little problem then.

“Oh…uh…”

She patted my cock a couple of times, and I almost came right there. Then she told me to sit down and finish my lunch.

A minute later Shannon ran through the back door.

Mrs. Mackie moved a chair over next to me, turned my chair to face her, and leaned forward.

“Honestly, Shannon, why use lipstick when you can simply stain them.” She applied the lip stain to my lips.

She sat back, happily, and said, “Now just use lipstick for a little touch up, and use gloss if you really want his lips to sparkle.”

“Yes, ma’am.” From the smile on her face she didn’t mind being chastised, and that should have warned me.

“Okay. Send Janie over to my house at four. I have some heavy lifting she’ll be good at.”

“Okey dokey.”

Then Mrs. Mackie was gone.

Shannon laughed.

“What?”

“Lip stain.”

“I don’t get it.”

“It lasts longer.”

I frowned. “How much longer?”

“Depends. But I noticed she has the new stuff, supposed to be guaranteed for a minimum of a week.”

A week? A whole week? That meant… “Oh, no.”

“That’s right, Janie. Unless you want to be all kissy for your jock friends, you’re going to be staying home this weekend.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was going from bad to worse.

“Now, about this floor…”

I sighed. “Okay, but let me wash my bowl first.”

I took my bowl to the sink and held it under and…uh oh…nails. Using hands with long fingernails was very different than from just using your fingers. I fumbled, nearly broke the bowl, and Shannon just kept grinning. Finally, somehow, I don’t know how, I finished washing the bowl.

And faced the daunting task of opening a new bottle of floor wax. I fumbled, I banged my nails around so hard I was surprised they didn’t break or fall off. And, finally, I managed to get the bottle open.

The next hour was a lesson in frustration. I couldn’t just grab the mop handle, I had to hold it carefully so as not to break my nails. I couldn’t just pick up things on the floor, I had to contort my hands and figure out how to use claws. And when I had to pick up a simple dime I thought Shannon was going to die of laughter. Finally, I just dabbed my hand in wax and pressed it to the dime. It came up, and I was careful not to drop it.

‘Wow,” appreciated Shannon. “That was good thinking.”

“Male thinking,” I said, disdainfully. She grunted unappreciatively.

Finally, the floor was done. And it looked good. In fact, I hate to say it, but it looked better than when I did it as a male. I guess all the attention to my hands and nails, and high heels, and pencil skirt, and the big titties on my chest, made me more aware of things. At least it made me move slower, and I had more time to pay attention to detail.

All of which made Shannon sneer at me and say, “Female thinking.”

And, finally, the good news, I was done.

Mind you, it didn’t make Shannon happy, but I was fine with it. I went up to my room, turned on my computer, plugged into the earphones, and went Youtubing, did some gaming, and before I knew it, it was four o’clock.

“Janie?” Shannon called sweetly. “It’s time to go visit your girlfriend.

Grrr. Mrs. Mackie was almost as old as Mom. She wasn’t my girlfriend. Stifling a retort, I walked downstairs, out the back, and across the side yard.

Unfortunately, the side gate was locked, so I was going to have to go through the front yard.

Cursing inwardly, I looked around a bush. Nobody was on the street.

I half ran, as well as I was able to in high heels, to the front door. I knocked.

“Come on in, Janie!”

I opened the door and stepped in…and found myself in a roomful of ladies.

I turned bright red, I wanted to turn around and run. In fact, I would have, except Mrs. Mackie was right there. She linked her arm in mine and pulled me to the center of the room.

“Ladies! This is that brave young man I was telling you about. His…her name is Janie, and she is transitioning, and I thought you would all love to meet her.

Then I was surrounded by ladies. Women mostly my Mother’s age. They cooed and awed and shook my hand and hugged me and smooched my cheek.

“Uh…uh…uh…” was all I could say.

And, finally, blessedly, Mrs Mackie said, “That’s it for this week, ladies. Next week, same time, same place.”

“Only if Janie is here,” chirped an older woman with very large breasts.

Then the ladies were filing past me, again shaking my hand, hugging me, and talking to me with admiring tones.

“There now, that wasn’t bad, was it?” Mrs. Mackie closed the door.

“Uh…no.” Yeah, it was. I think I burned up a week of calories in blushing.

“Now then, I do need some help, then I can give you a special surprise.

All she needed to do was dust off some high places, and I did that quickly and easily. And all the while she complimented me on my dress, my body, my face, my make up.

“You have such a slender, youthful body. Let me tell you, Janie, take advantage of your youth. Why, when I was your age…” and so on.

Then I was done.

“Excellent,” and she linked her arm in mine and walked me through the house. Up the stairs. Into the bedroom. Her bedroom.

“Have a seat on the bed, I’ll be right with you.”

So I sat on the bed, crossed my legs at the knees, and sat like a girl.

She sat down at her make up table and touched herself up. A little powder, a bit of lipstick. Or stain. Or whatever. Primped her hair, liked her lips, and turned to me.

There was a glitter in her eyes.

“Janie, I know what you must be going through, and I want to help you. And the easiest way to help you is to take care of that silly bulge in your dress.”

She stood up and came to the bed. She sat next to me. She held my arm. “Now most young men have that problem, but yours is exacerbated by being in a dress. Now tell me, and I mean the truth, doesn’t wearing women’s clothes excite you?”

I started to speak, to deny it, but she shook my arm and warned: “The truth.”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled. She put a hand on my bump. Now, there’s two things we need to do to relieve you. One is to relieve you, to let your juices flow. The other, well, we’ll get to that later.”

She stood up and faced me. She was a beautiful woman. I knew that, but, of course, she was older than me. And my Mother’s friend. So I didn’t think of her…like that. Like a sex pot. Even though it took almost no imagination to see her as one.

She unbuttoned my top button.

“Mrs. Mackie?” I was suddenly trembling.

“Sit back a little.”

I scooted back. I was quick because I was frightened, but she just smiled.

She pulled up her skirt and crawled onto the bed, on her knees, her knees outside my legs. I caught glimpses of her underwear, and her face was flushed.

“Janie?” She undid another button on my blouse.

“Yes?” Terrified, wanting to run, yet my cock was pushing up my skirt with a vengeance.

“I talked to your mother about this.” Another button.

“You did?”

“Yes. I told her what I was going to do. Do you know what she said?”

“What?” I gulped. Another button. Only one more to go.

“She said, and I quote, ‘he’ll like that.’”

Last button. She opened my blouse, moved it around my arms, removed it from my torso. I was totally aware of my tits sticking out, touching hers.

“So, do you like this? Me undressing you?”

Gulp.

“Tell the truth.”

“Uh, yes.”

“Excellent. Because I like it. My husband died ten years ago, and I haven’t had a man in all that time. I didn’t want one. But when I saw you dressed up yesterday…well, it was like a dam broke. All these juices started moving through me. I began to feel wet down there. After all these years, wet again. Do you know what it means when a woman is wet in the crotch?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“It means they are horny. Blood is rushing through them, their nipples stand up and are stimulated by the slightest touch of anything. And the pussy…” she sighed, “The pussy becomes moist, lubricated, and wants a penis. A big penis. Did you know that?”

“Uh…uh…”

She unzipped my skirt. The zipper was on the side and she used her fingernails like a pro. I wished I could use mine that easily.

“Wiggle out,” she said, and she pulled, and I wiggled, and the tight skirt slid off.

“Now then, I’m only 36 years old. And I’m in good shape. I work out every day, I take care of myself…do you think you could help me out?”

“Uh….yes.” Of course I could.

My boner was sticking up, my panties looked silly with that monster in them. She pulled my panties off.

Sprang! There it was. Eight inches of lust. Shaking and rocking and waiting for me to…jack off?

No. To fuck somebody. This beautiful woman giving herself to me.

She took hold of my cock. She stroked it, gently, lovingly. She slid off the bed and faced me. She bent forward and her red lips engulfed my pulsating cock.

“Oh…God!” I moaned.

She laughed, and held my balls. She alternated squeezing, one ball after the other, and she moved her head up and down my shaft in time with the squeezing.

“Oh…oh…”

“Are you experienced?” she asked.

I shook my head. She had asked for honesty. “Not really.”

“Then I will teach you. Let’s start with kissing.”

She climbed on to me, pushed me back and knelt over me. Her face was inches from mine. “It’s not how hard you smush lips together, it is the anticipating, and the softness that results in heightened feelings.

She moved her face down onto mine. She pressed her lips to mine. It was warm, and gentle, and I felt her soul in her lips. A gentle soul. A loving soul.

“Oh, you’re good,” she breathed. Now, let’s try oral sex.”

She had already sucked me, so it was obviously my time to suck her.

She rolled onto her back and I sat up, then slithered to the floor. I knelt between her legs and began kissing her thighs. She made a guttural sound, a deep sound, and pulled my head forward.

I felt her labia with my face, her clitoris with my tongue. I inhaled her aroma and began to lick her, softly, gently. Softly, tenderly, and she gave me little hints.

“Oh, yes, like that. Now use your tongue. Suck the clitoris like it is a little penis. Oh….yes…you’re good.

She arched her back and wiggled her hips.

“Now undress me.”

I unbuttoned her blouse. Our eyes were locked. We breathed onto each other, inhaled each other’s air. I helped her get out of the blouse, then I undid the zipper on her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, she was a little wide in the hips, and then I put the skirt aside.

Her breasts were mounds from heaven. They were round and plump, and yet didn’t sag. The nipples were an easy half inch or more, and they stood up proudly.

I sucked on the nipples and she inhaled quickly, sharply.

“Oh, yes.” She held her tits to me, helping me suck, and then she put one of my hands to her groin.

I let go of her tits and pulled her panties off. Her skin was white and fair. Her pussy was shaved and pink. I could smell her, and it was heady, invigorating. My cock had never been harder.

“Oh, yes! Rim my hole, put your fingers in me.”

I did as directed, trying to pick up cues from her responses. At last, I had two fingers in her, and she was moving her hips up and down, as if she was trying to swallow my fingers with her pussy.

“Now, use your cock.”

Her eyes were heavy lidded, she was steamy, she guided me to her.

I held myself above her. I held my cock and rubbed the tip against her opening. She groaned and begged me. “Fuck me. Fuck me now.”

Then she was pulling me into her, I slid, the whole shaft, and then we were flush. pubic to pubic, delighted, our eyes open, gasping for breath.

“Oh, yes,” she said. “Do me, little girl. Do me like a man. Fuck me hard.”

I pulled out and rammed in. She grunted and her hips jerked with pleasure.

I rammed it in again. And again.

Now she was breathing hard, holding on to me. controlling my flesh with simple touched of her hands and fingers. Riding me like a cowboy would ride a pony.

Now she was clutching me, her eyes were rolled back, unseeing, and she focused only on my cock driving into her, out of her.

“Oh, yes…oh, yes!”

I could feel my cock starting to enter the home stretch. It throbbed, and I could feel semen starting the up the tube in the shaft.

“YES!” she screamed.

And I let loose.

We locked up, were frozen against each other. Our bodies pressed together, our sex glued together.

A long moment, while white hot heat rushed over us.

I was pulsing, sending out streams of gism.

She was contracting, absorbing that semen as fast as I could give it to her.

Then it was over.

I was dazed, hardly able to think. She wasn’t much better.

Finally, we struggled apart. I withdrew, and my sodden cock flopped out of her vagina. She shuddered, and closed her legs. We looked at each other.

I don’t know who smiled first, but suddenly we were both smiling. Then we were laughing. Then we were silent, enjoying each other.

After a moment she began getting dressed, so I did, too.

“Oh, my. That was one hell of a fuck,” she grinned.

“I’ve never,” agreed.

“Hunh. Well you did that time.” We laughed again, not so hard, but very in tune.

When she was dressed she helped me. She straightened out my nylons, my clothes, and then sat me down and worked on my make up.

“Oh, those lips. They are a wonder.”

“Does the stain really last a long time?”

“It does. Sorry about that. I know you’re working for nights and weekends off, but I’d prefer that…well, that you didn’t get that time off. I like you as a girl. And I’d like you to spend nights and weekends pleasuring me.

“Oh, I know you’re young, and sometime you’re going to meet a girl, and I wouldn’t take that away from you. But I think you’ll enjoy a summer as a girl, and as my lover. I can even give you a little relief from that bitch sister of yours.”

My mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, yes. We know she’s a little bitch. Conniving, messing with you. But this time we can mess with her a little, and, at the very least, change a summer of turmoil into a summer of pleasure. Would you like that?”

“I sure would.”

“Excellent. Then I’ll start making demands on you. You’ll probably have to spend the mornings working with her, and you just do the best you can, but the afternoons will be spent with me. And after the lip stain wears off…” she shrugged. She meant I would be free on the weekends and nights.

She finished with my face, adjusted my wig, and looked at me.

“Would you like that?”

“I would, except…”

“Except what?”
“Maybe I don’t really need the weekends and nights off. Maybe I could spend more time with you.”

She smiled. She grabbed my ears gently and held my face in place. She moved her lips in, touched them to mine softly, so she wouldn’t mess the lipstick. “Honey,” she said. “This is going to be the summer of your dreams.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


My Wife Dominated Me!

Hot and steamy female led relationship


PART ONE

“Hey, babe, I sign that million dollar deal tomorrow.”

“Wow! You made it!”

My wife, Janice, was impressed, and it takes a lot to impress her because, well, because she’s pretty darned impressive herself.

Five foot six, just an inch under me, slender body with large breasts, a beautiful clear complexion under dark, dark tresses, magnetic green eyes, and juicy red lips.

I had just come through the door from the garage into the kitchen and I gave her a hug and she gave me a smack.

“You know what that means, don’t you?” I had a sly look on my face.

“Why no?” she mocked up innocence and put one hand to her cheek as if in surprise.

It means that I, Jerrod Blankenship, am going to sink it to the balls in my beautiful wife.

She smiled, but I knew she didn’t like it.

“Yes, you do,” she said, and patted my cheek.

Patted my cheek, as if I’m a little boy. Here I just became, well, would become, a millionaire on the morrow, and she still treated me like a little boy.

Well, that was about to end. She had promised I could sink it to the balls when I made my first million. Her words, an incentive when we began this saga, when we got married after college and I went to work in finance.

We had been married for five years, and they had been the horniest five years of my life. Janice wouldn’t fuck me. Well, not really.

She gave me hand jobs, and blow jobs, but even those were few and far between.

And the three times I had actually penetrated her with my cock she had taken a few plunges, then pushed me away.

And her explanation was…unbelievable.

“Honey, if you fuck me all the time, if you put that big dick of yours into my little hole, well, it won’t be little very long. Now you don’t want a wife with a big, old gaping hole, do you?”

“Well, uh, yeah,” I would stammer, and I would redouble my efforts to convince her to just lay back and take a good dicking, like a real woman.

But she felt that her way was best, that she was remaining hole healthy and more beautiful by depriving me.

“What about our marriage vows?” I would complain.

She would just shush me with a sexy finger and explain, “We’re not making a baby, so why bother dragging it out?”

But tomorrow was tomorrow. I would sign the deal, and she would deliver, no matter how badly she didn’t want to.

I opened the fridge and took out the bottle of champagne I had been saving.

“Oh, my,” Janice put her arms around me as I unwrapped the foil and popped the cork.

POP!

The cork banged off ceiling and cupboards and came to rest in the sink right in front of me. Bubbly overflowed and I tried to catch it with my lips, then she pulled it over and caught some more with her sexy lips.

Then we poured the alcohol into flutes and toasted my success.

And we kissed.

“Come on, babe, let’s play a little,” I took her hand and pulled her towards the bedroom.

“Go get ready,” she said, and wiggled her hand out of mine.

I walked to the bedroom and knew what she was doing. She was wiping the spilled champagne off the counter and the door under the sink.

My wife is a clean freak, in the worst sense of the word. If a hair falls out of my head and lands on a pillow she has to pick it up and dispose of it. If I walk in with dirty shoes I get the silent treatment with icicles.

It made her immaculate in her appearance, but, a bit weird. But she was my wife, and I loved her, for better or worse, and that was what it was.

Interestingly, she wasn’t just wiping the spill of champagne, when she arrived in the bedroom she was holding two more glasses. Big glasses. Filled with bubbly. Whoa! Maybe I could get her drunk and bone her tonight?

I was taking my shirt off, my pants were already off and my dick was standing up like the proud fellow he was. “What’s this?”

“A little celebration. Here.” She handed me one glass and I took it. I drank a big glug.

She put the other glass down and and began taking off her clothes.

She slipped out of her blouse, and my boner was re-bonerized, felt like steel. Her boobs were accentuated by the sexy bra, and the way her nipples were erect and peeking over the edge was amazing.

“Drink, baby. This is your night.”

“Really?” I took another big sip.

“Oh, yeah.” She shimmied out of her skirt and I lusted after her rounded hips, her wasp waist.

“Come on, baby, let’s get this party started.”

I grinned and took another big gulp.

She left her garters and nylons on, she knew that turned me on, and sat down at her make up table.

I was naked by now, boner bobbing, and I sat down in the chair next to her and watched. My favorite sport is watching my wife put on make up. I know, weird, but if you knew how beautiful my wife is…and the idea that she was making herself all extra beautiful just for little, old me…you’d be weird, too.

She smiled at me and cleaned her face with little pads, then she moisturized it.

“My, God are you beautiful,” I burbled.

“Drink up, big boy. You’re almost there.”

I drank again.

And again.

She worked on her eyes, a slight smokiness, all the way around, making her eyes look like fiery emeralds, smoldering and about ready to explode.

I finished my drink.

“Excellent,” she whispered. She picked up her glass and and handed it to me. It was full.

If I was sober I would have wondered, but I wasn’t sober, so I just observed, “You haven’t started.”

She smiled at me, took the glass back, and put on her lipstick. Thick, red painted onto her full lips. My heart surged, as did my hard on.

She looked at me, picked up the glass and touched her lips to the rim. As if she was drinking, but I doubt if she got more than a touch of champagne wetness. She handed me the glass. I stared at her lip print.

She touched up her lips, and said, “This is your night, baby. Now drink from my lips.”

Oh, I was out of control. My mind was fitzing and sputtering, and I put the glass to my lips and sipped champagne over her red lip print. I could taste lipstick through the bubbly, and I imagined myself kissing her lips, and she turned to me.

“Honey, if we do this, our old deal is done. And we need to make a new deal.”

“Excellent,” I said, taking another sip. I was feeling a little loopy now. “What’s the new deal?”

“I’ve given this a lot of thought, I’ve even researched it on the internet, and I think I’ve figured out a game you might like.”

“All right.” Another sip.

“You know how I like to be in control.”

“Yeah.” Another sip.

“I’d like to really be in control.”

“Heck, babe, you already are. You control this house, you control me to a large extent, what more control would you like?” Another sip. The glass was half full now. Or, half empty. Yeah. Half empty. The room reeled gently about me.

“Yes, but I want more control. I want total control.”

“Well, okay. What does that mean?” Another sip.

“It means I tell you what to do. Everything. What to do. What to wear. You have to do everything I say, and instantly.”

“Instantly?” There was something weird here. Not weird like in weird, but something I didn’t understand, something off the tracks.

“And if you don’t do what I say I get to spank you.”

“Whoa!”

“But don’t worry, you’ll learn to love it. You will eventually beg me for a spanking. A big, powerful man like you,” she reached down and fondled my dick, “You’re going to get off on somebody controlling you.”

“I am, eh?” Sip. What the fuck was going on? I suddenly realized how much I had drunk, and how fast. I better be careful.

“And that’s all you want. A little control. Of me.”

“More than a little, but, yes.”

“But I’m still going to get to fuck you. Right now.”

“In a little while you will be balls deep in me. You will be banging me like a carpenter pounds a nail. You will be penetrating me with that big, hard cock and sending me to the moon. You will be…” she stopped talking and grinned.

Because I was grinning. I was grinning like a coyote that just caught the rabbit.

“Is it a deal?”

“Sure.” I finished the glass.

“Then sign this,” she opened up the drawer of her little table and pulled out a contract.

I had trouble reading it. My eyes seemed to be working independently of each other. I owlishly peered.

“Let’s go over, it,” she set up her cell phone and started the camera rolling.

I’m not sure what I said, I was definitely drunk. But I did repeat after her, and I initialed points, and, in the end, at the bottom, I scrawled my named. Jerrod Blankenship. Millionaire. And the deal was done. I was signed, sealed and delivered, for another five years. Under the control of my wife.

My loving wife.

“Come on, honey, let’s put you balls deep in the only thing you ever truly loved.” She stood up and took my hand.

I stood up, and wobbled a bit. She giggled and steadied me, and led me to the bed.

She sat me on the edge. “First things first, she said, here.” She handed me her cell phone. She looked up at me, held my dick, and. smiled. Click.

She placed her mouth over the head. Click.

She blew me, actually deep throated me. Click, click, click.

She fondled my balls. Click.

She took my balls in her mouth. Click.

She massaged my balls and worked my shaft. Click. Click.

I was in a heaven, and too drunk to understand it. I saw this amazing sex happening, and it effected me, kept me hornier than a monk in a grade school, but my feelings were diluted.

I was drunk. I felt it, but I didn’t really wallow in the heaven of her mouth. I just drooled and slobbered and watched her head bob up and down.

Then she had me kneel at the side of the bed, and she sat and spread her legs.

I licked her slit. Click.

I chewed on her clitoris. Click.

I lapped her labia up and down, my tongue extended and licking like a cat cleaning its fur. I heard Janice moaning, but the room was spinning a bit, and I just focused on pleasing my wife. Click. Click. Click.

I put a finger in her, and she jerked, but stayed there. Two fingers, and she moaned and ground her hips onto my hand.

“You don’t feel so small,” I blurted. “You sure I haven’t been fucking you?

She didn’t say anything, just moaned louder.

Three fingers, and I was half standing, putting my weight into my arm, pumping into her with force and authority.

Click.

I looked up at her, she was crying.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Keep going. It’s your night.”

I helped her to back up on the bed and I knelt between her thighs. I looked down at her. The room was spinning, but I wanted to see my wife’s face.

She had tear streaks, but she was smiling grimly and nodding that it was all right.

I placed the head of my cock between her outer lips. Click.

I pushed into the inner lips. Click. Click.

I went balls deep in her.

The room was spinning. I fucked her hard, but I didn’t feel the true heaven. I didn’t take the time to assess my senses, to pay attention. I was just a rutting animal.

She said, “Wait.”

I managed to stop, and she set the cell phone on the side table and made sure we were in focus. Then she laid back and looked up at me. God, she was beautiful. Even with her make up smeared and the tear trails on her cheeks, she was the most gorgeous thing in the universe.

I lost control. I took a few pumps, telling myself I would be gentle, and then I was slamming into her. Five years of waiting. Five years of being teased. Five years…and I needed this. I needed to do this. I had to assert myself, be the man. I had to fuck my wife, and my need was so great that I wasn’t gentle.

I spurted. It wasn’t great, but then I wasn’t being a kind and compassionate fellow. I was too horny, too pumped up, to be kind and considerate.

I loosed my load, spurted inside her, then collapsed.

Drunk, I dimly felt her push me, and I rolled to one side. My eyes were barely open, but I registered her taking pictures of my cock. Slack, semen covered. Then my eyes were closed, but I still heard the clicking sound her cell phone made. I knew she was taking pictures of her pussy. Of the white drool seeping out. Of my seed pouring out in clumps and streams.

Snore.

I awoke with a groan.

Some champagne leaves you with a head ache. Some champagne doesn’t. I often wonder if it is a California vs France thing. California adds sugar, France doesn’t. But, whatever. I just knew I had a headache. And somebody was doing something with my feet.

“Wha…” I tried to sit up. The room spun and I laid back. “What are you doing?”

“Painting your toenails.”

I blinked, and even that hurt, but I tried to figure it out. Paint my toenails? Like house paint? I had images of little men on ladders climbing on to my feet and brushing my toenails with broad strokes. And then I came to myself. Actually, I think I woke up again, without even realizing I had been asleep. I gingerly sat up. My head didn’t hurt as much, the room only spun around a couple of times, and I looked at my feet.

Fuck! I had bright red toe nails!

“Janice?” I moaned. I wasn’t sober enough yet to yell.

“What, honey?”

I looked to the side and saw her sitting at her make up table. Once again she was perfect, pristine, an amazing work of art.

And I groaned at the thought of what I had done to her. I had treated her savagely, like an animal. I had ravaged her, with no kind words and hands.

“Oh, God. I’m sorry?”

“For what?” She turned to me.

What a vision of loveliness. Her lips so red, her white skin so pure, the way her long, black hair waved over her bare shoulders. She was naked, and I felt my dick begin to grow.

“I wasn’t…I was rough last night.”

“Oh, you remember,” she smiled. “It’s okay. It was your night. You waited five years, and if that is the kind of fuck you wanted, so be it.”

“But…but did I hurt you? I remember you crying.”

“Tears of joy, love,” she said blithely. Yet I remembered seeing her cry, and I know I was too rough.

“I’ll make it up to you.”

“There’s nothing to make up for, and, besides…” she nodded towards my feet.

I looked down at the red paint. Sexy on a woman, but weird on me. “Yeah! You have to take this off! I have to go sign contracts.”

She came to me then, sat next to me, even pressed her lips lightly, very lightly so as not to mess her make up, on mine. She said, “You agreed to do what I wanted for the next five years. You even signed a contract, and I have it all on video. This is just the start.”

“But…but…”

She shushed me with the famous one finger to the lips trick. “Be silent, my love. No one will be able to see your feet in your stockings.”

“Stockings?”

“Yes.”

“But I wear socks!”

“Not anymore you don’t. Now you wear what I want you to.”

“But honey, I can’t…it’s not manly!”

“But look how hard you dick is. You like the idea of red nails. Our little secret. Every time you feel an itch in your toes you will be reminded of me. Of our secret. And maybe, if you focus, you will remember what last night was like. The thrusting in and out, and plunging all the way to the balls. the way you splattered your seed, your massive amounts of seed, all through my womb.”

She stood up then and went to the chair next to her table. She had placed items of lingerie on it. “I know that I will be thinking of you, how soft and tender you are, how you are well on your way to another million, and how delightfully naughty you are under your clunky, old suit.”

She picked up a pair of panties—thick panties, I think they are called ‘tummy shapers’—and a bra and brought them to me. “Your dick is going to be so happy.” She handed them to me.

I felt the material. It was kinky smooth, very sexual. But the idea of wearing women’s clothes…it was too much. I placed them to the side.

But she wasn’t trying to get me dressed right then. She took my hand and pulled me from the bed, took me towards the bathroom.

“What are we doing?”

“Whatever I want. Stand there.” I stood in the middle of the bathroom and she slathered some sort of cream all over my body. “Just wait.” She washed her hands and then turned and examined my face. “We can do a little plucking, it’s an ouchie, but you will be so much neater.”

“Honey, I don’t think I can do this.”

“Nonsense. Besides, you promised.”

“I did, but I was drunk, and—“

“Shush now, little boy. and enjoy your transformation.”

My…transformation? Little boy?

“On the outside you are going to be a man. Very manly. Studly, with a beautiful woman hanging on your arm. You will be the envy of every man.

On the inside you are going to be a simpering, little boy. A boy with tiny testicles that haven’t dropped. A boy that’s more like a girl, all fresh and clean and in love with life. And if the other men knew they would REALLY envy you.

“I’m…like a girl?”

“Wait here, I’m going to get you something. If this cream gets hot just jump in the shower, but don’t get in the shower until it gets hot.

She ran out of the bathroom and I just stood there. I looked in the mirror. A naked man with cream sworls all over his body. Shit.

She returned and was holding a glass. “A bit of V8 with hair of the dog.”

I sipped, and it was good. Sweet vegetable juice with a little kick to rob me of my hangover. Then I noticed my skin. “Hey, it’s burning!”

“Quick. Drink it down and get in the shower.”

I tilted the glass and chugged it as she opened the door. I stepped into the shower and…washed all my hair off!

“Oh my God!” I shouted. “I’m losing my hair! I’m…I’m bald all over!”

I heard Janice giggling outside the shower.

I had not choice but to complete the rinse, and I watched dismally as my hairs all swirled down the drain. And I was fascinated by my red painted toes, standing on the tiles as if they were watching the hair go down the tube.

I stepped out of the shower, and Janice attacked me with a big, fluffy towel.

“You stole my hair.”

“Guilty,” she smiled as she rubbed my body down.

“But I needed my hair!”

“What for?”

“To…to be a man!”

“So hair makes a man?” She tossed her head and her hair flicked back over her shoulder. “What does this make me? Am I more manly than you?”

“Oh, damn!” I blurted.

She rubbed my head and said, “It’s not like you’re Samson. You aren’t going to get weak from a haircut. In fact, the truth of the matter is that losing your body hair, and growing your head hair, is going to make you stronger.”

“Huh!” I observed sadly.

She grabbed me by the dick then, and hauled me out to the bedroom.

“Now, panties first.”

“I don’t think I should do this.”

She propped me up and leaned down to put the tummy shaper thing on one foot, then the other.

“You have to.” She pulled them up to my waist. They were snug,  to say the least, but they kept my poor dick from poking out.

“I don’t fit.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got things on order. We’ll have everything sorted out by the weekend. But these will do for now.”

“Great,” I muttered.

She picked up the bra and placed it around my waist.

“Did you order this stuff before…before last night?”

“Yes. But the real stuff is coming by Amazon in the next day or two.”

She fastened the bra and put the straps over my shoulders.

“I don’t have any tits. Why do I have to wear this?”

“It’s a training bra. Don’t worry, I’ve got a pair of titties coming in the mail. And, who knows, if you’re a good boy, then some day we’ll get you some implants.

“What?”

She kissed me, a quick peck so as not to spoil her make up. “You’ll love it. A pair of knockers all your own. You’ll bounce and feel how nice and soft they are, and we can enlarge your nipples, too.

Now, let me be honest. I was objecting, and I had given her my word, and I’m not the kind of guy who breaks his word, even if given while drunk, but something was happening to me.

Well, actually, something was happening to my dick.

The electric feel of my bald skin…it was sexual, and horny. And I was still just a touch high from the previous night, but…my dick was so hard!

“Okay, let’s put the garter on you. Don’t worry, the snaps are high, they won’t show in your pants, and you’ll still be able to pee. At least for now.”

“At least for now? What does that mean?”

“Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about what I mean,” she patted my cheek then helped me into the garter. “Now sit down on the edge of the bed.

I sat, and she began unrolling nylons up my legs.

I almost swooned from the sheer sexuality of the material on my legs.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.” Boy, did it.

“Ooh, look. Mr. Happy is happy.” She fondled my cock, stroked it, felt the balls, which, if anything, felt fuller than they had the night previous.”

“Say, now that we’ve, uh, done it…maybe we could do it again?”

“Silly boy. You say the silliest things.”

She fastened the nylons and stood me up.

“God, would you look good in heels. But, right now…go on and finish with your male attire.

Male attire. Oh, God. I was dizzy, not from hangover, but from lust, and this kinky underwear was doing it to me.

I went into my closet and pulled on pants, and almost fell over, my knees were so weak from the sexual feeling of pant material sliding on nylons.

I put on a shirt, and the feel of the bra tightening over my skin was definitely boner time.

I put on shoes, and the nylons made my feet slide around in the shoe. It felt curiously like a dick sliding around in a woman’s hole. I was going to need new shoes. Tighter shoes.

I stepped out of the closet, knotting my tie.

Janice looked at my approvingly. “Look in the mirror.”

I looked. I saw a manly man. I was wearing an expensive suit, and there was no sign of garter snaps or bra lines. Janice had chosen well. I was disguised. I could get away with this.

But if anybody knew that my toes were painted re…oh, God!

“Okay, honey,” she spritzed me with some sort of cologne. “You’re ready to go be a powerful man, and only you will know where your power comes from.”

I looked at her.

She read the expression on my face and giggled. Silly, it comes from your secret. It comes from the fact that you’re brave enough to give in to your feminine side. It comes from your bra and garter, your nylons and panties. It comes from the sweet smell you exude.

I thought about what she said. Oddly, there was something to it. I would be talking a million dollar deal, knowing that I was wearing kinky underwear.

Rich, powerful men would be shaking my hand, thinking I was a studly stud, and not knowing that I had a powerful secret.

“Just think, honey. You’re going to be as strong as a woman.”

“Okay,” I said, but there was a tremor in my voice.

Janice just chuckled, linked her arm with mine and walked me through the house.

“How long is this going to go on?” I asked, as I opened the door to the garage.

“Oh, honey. This is just the start. By this weekend I’ll have everything I need. And you won’t want it to end.”

“But…how long?”

She smiled a secret smile. “The contract is for five years.” She turned me around. I was on the first step down to the garage, which put her six inches taller than me. She held my face, she touched my lips lightly with hers, careful not to mess her make up. She looked into my eyes, and she said, “Honey, don’t worry. It doesn’t have to end in five years.”

I blinked.

She hugged me to her chest then, her bosom, like a mother would hug a little boy. I felt her tits smothering me, and I loved it.

And I loved the kinky feeling under my suit. I loved the way my dick struggled against the tummy shaper. And she had something else on order? WTF!

“Now go, my little boy. Go and win the world. Sign that million dollar contract and know that everything will be all right…that I will take care of you.

I went.


PART TWO

I signed the deal My personal take was 1.25 million, which actually put me near 1.75 million personal worth. Yowza!

And, I have to tell you, standing in that top floor suite, sipping champagne with a a half dozen movers and shakers, I felt on top of the world. I was being welcomed into a society of people that didn’t work for wages, but made million dollar deals. And the way they were talking to me I knew I had arrived. In fact, plans were discussed for three more deals. Deals that would amount to more than ten million dollars.

I had arrived.

And, sweeter than sweet, the feel of my underwear kept me hot and horny, feeling powerful. And I even had red toenails.

I tell ya, I had resisted, and maybe would have resisted more if Janice hadn’t gotten me drunk and worked me so well. But I was now glad she had done to me what she had done. That woman knew the secret of power.

I returned home giddy with excitement. I hugged her and she squealed, and I asked her: “We should do a little more celebrating.”

It was obvious what I had in mind. I wanted some more in and out. I wanted to feel her pussy without the buffer of drunkeness getting in the way. I wanted to feel my dick slide into her hole and wiggle around and spit.

She had other plans.

“I’m going to need $40,000.”

“What?”

“It’s a write off, and you’re going to need write offs.”

“But $40,000?”

“It will be worth it.”

“But what for? Are you going to buy a new car?”

She laughed. “If I was going to buy a new car I’d want a Ferrari. What’s that? $300,000? $650,000 fully loaded?”

I gulped. A big gulp. Yes, I had a million dollars, but I wanted to keep it.

“Honey,” I reasoned, “We need to conserve more than ever. We’ve got a mill, but that money will disappear fast. I need to get up to a hundred mill before we start buying Ferraris.”

“I don’t want a Ferrari, you silly,” She patted my cheek. “My little Nissan is just fine. I just wanted to adjust your thinking. Now, I need you to put $40,000 in my account.”

“I’ll have to think about that.”

“I thought you might. And I want to show you something before you go do your thinking. Come here.”

We sat in front of the computer, her in the driver’s seat, and she pulled up a program. It was called ‘His night!’ and it was brand new.

“What’s that?”

She opened the file and I stared.

A picture of her smiling up at me…about to blow my cock.

Pictures of the blow job. I tell ya, seeing her red mouth swallowing my cock gave me a boner that truly tested the confines of my tummy shaper.

Pictures of me eating her. My tongue looking like a wash cloth going over her privates.

Pictures of us fucking. I could see the out of control expression on my face. I could see the tears coming down her cheeks.

Picture after picture.

“Honey, I’m sorry…”

“Shush. It’s okay, and the best part is about to begin.”

Pictures of…my red toenails.

OMG!

Pictures of me in a bra, in a tummy shaper. She had even managed to click one of her rolling stockings up my legs. how many hands did she have.

Then a full shot of me in woman’s underwear.

“Are these beautiful?” she actually sounded happy, maybe even a little tearfully happy.

“Honey, we should delete these.”

“Oh, no. These are just the start. We’re going to have the most wonderful five years, and if you think it’s been good before, you are about to take the rocket ride to the moon.”

“But…but if anybody ever saw these.”

“These are for us. For you to enjoy. Tell me, how’s your cock?” She reached over and felt my crotch. “You should probably get out of that tummy shaper, let your puppy breathe a bit. We don’t want it all bent out of shape.” She giggled. Then: “Now write me out that check.”

So I did. I’d written big checks before, but for financial deals, and often the money wasn’t mine. But this was my money, and I had worked hard for it. But…I had no choice. She had wheeled and dealed me and she had me right where she wanted me.

“So what is this for?”

“It’s a surprise, and baby, you’re going to love the fuck out of it. You’ll be sorry you didn’t write me an 80 thousand check.”

“Fat chance.” I watched the check disappear into her purse.

“By the way, I’m going to remodel the basement.”

“Oh. Was that the forty thou?”

“You’ll find out.” Then she pecked me on the lips, didn’t mess her make up, and the night progressed.

When I came home the next day the workmen were just leaving, and Janice was just locking up the door to the basement.

“Hey! Don’t I get to see what my forty thou bought?”

“You will lover. Want a blow job?”

“You know I do!” I answered excitedly.

“Well, you’ll get one some day. Now, come on in and let’s try on some clothes.”

I followed her into the bedroom. A half a dozen boxes were on the bed.

“What’s this?”

“Your new under garments.”

This had me intrigued. She had hinted and promised, and told me that special order garments were on the way, and here they were.

She sat on the bed and handed me things to try on. I quickly got naked, my dick was quite excited by all this, and began trying things on.

“Oooh, pretty night gown!” I was wearing a black negligee. Down to just above the knees. In looking at myself in the mirror I brought a hand up and covered my upper body. My lower body looked pretty darned feminine. Hairless legs, nylons, and my red toes.

“Nice, huh?”

I nodded, and wished I could sink my pecker to the hilt in her fabulous pussy.

“Now, this is a special bra, for women who have had mastectomies and need breast forms.”

I slipped into a bra and she handed me breast forms. I put them in the cups and looked at the mirror, and my jaw dropped. These were high class prosthetics. It looked like I had real tits. “Holy Heysoos on a pogo stick with no spring!”

“Wow,” Janice muttered.

She gave me a simple tee shirt to wear. Now not only the bottom half of my body, but the top half, looked feminine. All that was lacking was the wig. Oh, and a smooth front. My boner was pulsing and red and dripping.

“I need to fuck,” I said.

“In time,” she responded. “Try this.”

She brought out a wig. My eyes opened.

“I’d like to have you as a blonde for a while. Like me. We can get you other colors later.”

She sat me down at her make up table and placed the wig on my head. “What do you think?”

I couldn’t believe it. My jaw literally dropped. But there was one thing missing, and I knew what it was, and so did she.

“Don’t worry, honey,” she squeezed my shoulder. “I’ll make you up this weekend. You can spend all weekend as my bitch. And do I have a surprise for you!”

“A basement surprise?”

“I’ll never tell. Now, try this…”

By the time dinner rolled around I had gone through all the clothes and underwear she had bought me. We decided on a simple dress, with pearls, and sauntered into the kitchen to make dinner. Well, she sauntered. I tripped and almost sprawled. She had me in high heels, and she was laughing hysterically.

“This is like learning to roller skate!” I said.

“Very much. Let’s have a salad.”

“For dinner?”

“You have to watch your figure now. You sit down and I’ll do the work. Would you like a drink?”

“I would.”

Shortly I was sipping a bourbon and Coke, and wondering what was happening to me.

“You know, I was a little scared when I realized I had to do anything you asked. But so far it has been pretty easy.”

“I’m taking it easy on purpose. I don’t want to frighten you, I want to break you in.”

“Break me in? Makes me sound like a puppy dog.”

She just smiled.

So we ate, and drank, and whiled the night away, and I was pretty comfortable with all the kink. I mean it didn’t hurt, and I was eternally hard…what could be better , eh?”

Friday night I blew it.

Friday was a big day, a couple of guys closed a couple of small deals, and I got the go ahead on a big one. So we went out to Clancy’s and celebrated.

Clancy’s is an Irish bar, and we sat around and toasted each other for a couple of hours. We had started early, and by the time it was eight I realized that I had forgotten to call Janice.

“Honey, I’m sorry. We closed a couple of deals and me and the guys…”

She understood, told me to have fun, then said, “Just remember, you have one punishment coming.”

Well, I was drunk. I didn’t remember much, something about spanking me, but she was just joking, right?”

I rolled in about 1 in the morning. She met me at the door, I was a little tipsy, and she walked me in, got me undressed, and put me to bed.

Snore, snore, snore…

And I woke up.

It was Saturday morning and I groaned. There was a pounding going on in my head, and a pounding going on that wasn’t in my head.

“What the fu…” I mumbled. I turned over, but neither pounding went away. I covered my head with the pillow. Pound, pound, pound. Shit. They were working on that stupid basement.

I got up and staggered into the shower. I was standing there, sort of braced up by the wall, and a hand reached in and twisted a knob.

“Hey!” I yelped and turned the hot water back on.

I enjoyed hot water, my headache was going away, and the hand reached in again.

“Hey!”

I got out of the shower and Janice was laughing at me. She dried me off with a fluffy towel and said, “Let’s go, lover. The weekend is here.

“Oh.” I was bleary.

She gave me underwear to wear. I had taken off the breast forms and she made me put them on again.

“But, babe! I wore them yesterday, and my back is starting to get sore.

“That’s the price of having awesome ta tas.”

I struggled into the bra. She just laughed and wasn’t much help.

Then the new corset. I had worn a tummy shaper yesterday, but this was the weekend, and I had two days to get used to these clothes, and then I had to wear them full time.

“This is too tight,” I yelped as she knelt on my back and pulled the strings tight. “I can’t breath.”

“Take shallow breaths, and stop your yapping.” Yet she didn’t speak meanly.

Then the nylons, attached directly to the corset, and a skirt and blouse, and high heels, then she sat me down at the make up station.

“This is for cleansing the pores,” she educated me, washing my face with tiny pads. And this is for…” she went through the items, and my drunkenness disappeared and a curious feel, like a bolt of lightening, went up the center of my chest. My dick fought the confines of the corset. I was horny. These darn clothes were making me super horny.

She finished the foundation and blush, explaining how she was blending the colors and shadows, then she went to work on my eyes. She lengthened the lashes and made them dusky and exciting. My browns truly looked magical when she was done.

Then she applied lip stick. Thick, red, luscious lipstick. I about came in my corset as she transformed me.

“Makes your little dicky hard, does it not?”

“It certainly does.”

She sat back, let me look in the mirror, then she told me to face her. I turned the chair and looked at her.

“You were late last night. No call. And you came in late, drunk, and who drove you?”

“Uh…” That was a no no. I was supposed to Uber if I was drunk. And I hadn’t.

“So you put yourself at risk, you risk my happiness, and it is time for you to be punished.”

“I’m sorry. What do you want? A new outfit? Dinner out? What can I do to make it up to you?”

She leaned forward and took my chin in her fingers. She spoke into my face like one would speak to a puppy that had shat on the floor.

“You have been bad. And you don’t have any say, or even suggestions, as to your punishment. I am in charge of your punishments, and you are about to learn what happens when you get stupid.”

I frowned. There was no anger in her tones, but there was a directness that was almost intimidating. I mean, nobody ever spoke to me like that.”

“Listen…” I started to summon up a little back chat, and she stood up.

“Come with me.”

I blinked, but I stood up.

She walked through the house to the door to the basement. She produced a key, it was on a gold chain hanging around her neck, and she unlocked the door.

She led me down the stairs and turned on a light.

I stopped and stared. My mind was officially blown.

“What is this?”

“It’s my workshop.” She grabbed my cock and pulled me around the basement.

“This is where I will punish you for being bad.”

Against one wall was a peg board, and from the pegs hung paddles and handcuffs and whips and every manner of torture device one could imagine.

In the center of the room was a table. The legs came apart, and the arms could be moved apart from the body. It was cushioned, for the upper body, and the lower body had space for the hind end to be exposed. Like, really exposed. The whole butt and dick would be presented.

In one corner there was a strange looking half barrel device with a penis sticking up out of it.

Against another wall was a huge, man-sized cross.

“You…what is this…do you…” I was flabbergasted, unable to speak coherently.

“First, climb up on this table and lay down.”

I looked at the thing. The limbs could be moved out and there were cuffs at the ends of the limbs. Cuffs for the wrists and cuffs for the ankles.

“I don’t think I should.”

“Honey? Do you love me?”

I faced her. “With all my heart.”

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Did you promise to do anything I said?”

“Yes, but I didn’t know—“

“Get up on this table.”

“Are you going to…what? Beat me?”

“Honey? Were you bad last night?”

“Well, yes, but—“

“And did you promise to do everything I said?”

“Yeah, but—“

“Then let me explain how this works. I don’t trick you. I don’t bully you. I simply administer a punishment. And then it will be over. I will spank your bottom, and you will cry, and when it is done it is over. You will be glad, and we will hug, and you will try never to be bad again. But, let me tell you something. You are going to enjoy this so much that, someday, maybe a week, maybe a month, you will be bad again. You will come to crave my punishments. You will crave my forgiveness. And life, to be honest, won’t be worth living without my forgiveness. Now. Get up on that table.”

I stood for a long moment, but she said nothing more, just waited. Authoritatively, patiently. And I knew a truth.

I had been bad, and…I deserved to be punished.

But this…this…

I climbed up on the table.

She gently fastened the cuffs. She didn’t speak. She walked out of the dungeon.

I was left to lay on the table. It was almost pleasant, comfortable, and I thought about what was happening. This was what my forty thousand had bought. A refurbishment, torture furniture, dildos and whips on the wall…what the hell.

Yet, in the back of my mind, I knew I deserved to be punished.

Time stretched, then I heard her coming back. She was walking on the floor above me, and her heels were making loud clicking sounds.

She came down the steps, and my mind sort of stuttered to a stop.

She wore a black, leather outfit. Tight. With boobs out. Little holes were in the outfit so her nipples could stand forth. She wore black high heeled boots. Her lipstick was red and her hair was in a high pony tail.

“Oh, my God.” I whispered.

“Shush, slave boy,” but she didn’t sound mad, merely matter of fact.

She walked to the peg wall and took down a weird sort of harness. She put it on, then she walked to a small chest and opened a drawer. She took out a dildo and screwed it onto the harness.

She looked at me, then she nodded and walked back upstairs.

What the fuck! She was going to be a dominatrix?

Five minutes passed and she came back down the stairs. She had two drinks, one of which had a straw in it. She placed a chair in front of me and sat down.

“Well, lover, here we are.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled. “I love it when a man is helpless and under my thumb.”

“Oh.”

“You know, I worked my way through college, and I never told you what my job was. We were going together, holding hands and walking the campus, and you never thought to find out what I did for a living.

“I asked you once.”

She snorted. You asked. But you didn’t follow me around and find out.

“Well, but…”

“Shh. It’s okay. In fact it’s good that you didn’t. Because if you had I would had dumped you. Stalkers are weird and I didn’t want anything to do with them.

“No. I knew I had a real catch in you. You were smart, handsome, and it was obvious that you were going to make lots of money. What was best was that I love you. The whole way and all the time.

“But, there was a problem. You see, I earned my way through college as a dominatrix. I charged men for money and made them lick my feet. I spanked them. I whipped them. I made them eat my pussy and suck my tits, and I never fucked them. No. Not once.

“In fact, I realized that once a man fucks a woman he sort of owns them. You fucked me…do you feel that you own me? That you are in charge?”

“Well, I was too drunk. I don’t remember some of it, and I…I was sort of a beast.”

“Yes, you were, but don’t let it worry you. I know how men get when they’ve been denied too long. I made you that way, and suffered through your ravagement because it was necessary. I needed you to fuck me, but not with enough awareness that you would think you owned me. And it worked, didn’t it? You lust after me worse than before. And, you may not have noticed it, but this last week you got no hand jobs or blow jobs.”

“Hell, I didn’t even jack off.”

She smiled. “And you should have, because…well, I’ll get to that later. Right now, we need to punish you. Jerrod, you were bad, and you deserve this punishment. But it’s going to be worse than you might have thought, because this is the first time, and because we have to establish a certain pecking order here.

“You have agreed to do what I said, but you argued, and whined, and even wanted to back out on your promise to do whatever I said.”

“But I did do what you said!”

“Yes, you did. And that goes a long way. Now, I need you to drink a bit of this…” she held the bourbon and Coke to my lips. “Drink it all and drink it fast, it will help with your punishment.”

I noted that the straw had prints of her red lips on it. One more item in the horny parade, and I sipped.

And I sipped fast, and quick. Within three minutes I was swizzled, and Janice stood up and went to the peg wall. She came with an over-sized ping pong paddle.

“Are you ready for your punishment? Jerrod?”

Was I ready? Hell no. But…I knew I had to go through this.

Quite honestly, I was enthralled, captivated, a prisoner of love.

She took away my manhood by having me dress like a woman. She made me hunger for perversion, to enjoy being subjected to her whims. “Yes.”

WISSS SMACK!

“Ow!”

That first strike was hard. I knew my fanny would be black and blue if she gave me more of this.

She gave me more.

WISSS SMACK!

Within three smacks I was crying. Within five I was begging. Within ten I was done. All I could do was cry and wish that I hadn’t been bad.

She stopped at twenty strokes. She tousled my hair, like I was a dog, and put the paddle away.

“I’m sorry.” I bubbled. “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are, honey. Now be quiet. Two more things to do here.”

She took a box off the dresser and sat down in front of me. She opened the box. in it were a series of rings and a cock shaped tube.

“I’m going to put this on you. If it hurts, or you notice any discoloration or unusual swelling, you let me know immediately. We don’t want your pecker to fall off.

I stared at the thing.

She stood up and walked behind me. My penis was soft and dangling. It had been hard when she had spanked me, but now it wasn’t.

“Aw, poor baby.” She lifted my prick, then I felt her putting a ring on my cock. Then she took it off and tried another one, and another one. At last she settled on a specific size.

Then she placed the tube over my cock and I heard a small click, and knew it was a padlock.

“I’ll take you out every once in a while and make sure your hygiene is good. Other than that, you won’t be able to stand up to piss, you won’t be able to touch your cock, and except for when I milk you, you won’t be issuing forth any more of that disgusting semen.

I thought about that. Disgusting semen.

“I put it in you.”

“Yes, you did. And I took it and liked it, because I was supposed to. And you will have the chance to have that same experience.

My cock was trying to get harder, but the tube was stopping it. It began to feel very uncomfortable. My balls were being pulled,  my dick was horny, and yet my cock was securely trapped.

“Now then, let’s talk about ass.”

I had nothing to say, and apparently she was just being rhetorical. I felt her hand touch my ass and I jerked, but she was just applying a soothing ointment.

I relaxed.

Suddenly, I jerked. She had put a finger up my ass.

“Hey!”

“Easy, little boy.”

She began to rim me, pushing lubricant into my asshole, using first one finger, then two.

And it felt good! The ass cream had been soothing, but this was soothing and exciting. I could feel all my nerves waking up. ‘Hey! What’s that! Ooh….give me some more!’

She spent a long time lubricating my ass, and I actually started pushing back, fucking her fingers with my asshole.

“I told you you would feel good.”

I moaned.

A long time later, me feeling about as loosey goosey as I could, I felt her touch the dildo to my ass.

“Oh!” I blurted, and my hips jerked away.

But she had prepared me well. I was moist with lubricant and relaxed, and she slid three or four inches into me.

She froze, half into me, and waited.

My ass had tried to tighten up, but it was still pretty loose.

After a long minute she slid another inch into me.

And another.

And, finally, she was ‘balls deep’ in me.

I lay there, marveling at the sensations that were overwhelming me. Oh, my God. No wonder gay people like this so much!

She began to move, little back and forth motions.

I began to move.

In and out. My asshole gripping and letting go.

We picked up speed.

She began to scoop into me, tilting her hips as if she was excavating.

I was moaning helplessly now.

For maybe five minutes she cored me, fucked me, made me fall in love all over again.

Finally, she pulled out.

“Oh. My. God.” I was dazed. And happy. I wanted to be fucked again.

“Told you,” she said, as she wiped her cock on my leg. “What’s even better is this.” She came around to the front of me and held up a glass. It had an inch of sperm in the bottom.

She sat down and held it to my lips.

“Drink, my love. I have fucked you. Now I own you. And this sperm will help you be healthy.

“I don’t…I don’t…” Glug.

Glug, glug.

Well done, little boy.” She tousled my hair. “Now, you’ve had your punishment, you are aware of the proper order of things, and it is time to get you out.

She undid the cuffs and my hands were freed. She undid the cuffs around my legs and helped me down form the table.

I could barely stand up. My ass burned, and in more ways than one.

 I stared at the chastity tube on my manhood. I wouldn’t be getting out of that any time soon.

She walked me up the stairs. “You can come clean up tomorrow. Right now you need to recover.”

Grateful, I staggered along as she helped me through the house.

She pulled the covers back and I crawled into bed. “I won’t pull the covers over. Even the sheets are going to be hard on your ass.”

“Okay.”

Then she took off her clothes, her marvelous black leather, her sexy boots. She took her hair out of pony tail and lay down next to me. She snuggled up to me, held me in her arms, and said, “It’s okay. You can cry now.”

I hadn’t known I was going to cry, if you had asked me I would have scoffed. I was a manly man. I didn’t cry.

But being spanked, and then fucked, and owned…I burst into tears. I cried and I cried.

“It’s okay!” she whispered, kissing my hair. “Let it all out.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” I blubbered. Funny thing was…I no longer knew what it was that I was sorry for. I just knew that I had been a bad boy, and that I had been punished, and that everything was all right now. More than all right. I was with my wife, and she would take care of me.

It’s been a year now. We decided that I would get surgery for tits last month. We decided on surgery because hormones might make my dick shrink. And a shrunken dick, a dick that wouldn’t get hard, wouldn’t appreciate the chastity tube.

My tits are fairly big, but not as big as Janice’s. The doctor said we had to do this in stages, that my skin had to stretch and grow and accommodate.

I wear woman’s underthings all the time, and woman’s clothes during the evening and on the weekends.

I haven’t cum for a year, but I am usually milked once a month. I love being milked. I love the way she extracts my semen, and then fucks me.

Funny thing, now I know why gays swish their ass when walking. Sometimes it looks a bit over the top, but try taking it up the butt a few times and see if you don’t ‘swish.’

Anyway, that’s my story. I’m a closet cross dresser, thinking about transitioning, and I’m close to ten million dollars. I can’t wait. Janice said when I get to ten million I can fuck her. Maybe I will, and maybe I won’t…I mean, if I fuck her I might own her for a while, and I don’t think I want to own her. I’d rather be owned.

END
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


My Wife Made Me Worship Her!

A female led relationship leads to Feminization


PART ONE

“Can you believe Daniel?” I asked my wife as I kicked off my shoes and slid them under the bed.

Amanda frowned, she didn’t like it when I shoved my shoes under the bed. She wanted everything lined up in the closet.  Then she sighed. “What do you mean?”

“He was wearing girly shoes.”

“Girly shoes?”

“Yeah, they looked like…what do you call them? Mary Janes?”

“Yes, low heeled and black, very comfy. I’m sure Daniel just likes comfortable shoes around the house.”

“Yeah, but then he got an ear pierced last month. He’s actually got a little stud in his ear!”

“Lots of men have their ears pierced,” she said, as she wiped her make up off.

“You should leave your make up on for a while.”

She gave me a wry glance in the mirror over her make up table. “Why? You have plans?”

“It’s just…sexier. Gets me all turned on.”

“And then you want to have your way with me, and…and I’m left to clean up the mess.”

“What mess?”

The wet spot in the bed. Then cleaning your sperm out. Then, while you’re sleeping the sleep of the well and truly satisfied, I’m wiping goop off my face.

My turn to frown. “It’s almost like making love is a chore.”

“With you…sometimes it is.”

I took my shirt and pants off and tossed them over the back of a chair. Another thing Amanda doesn’t like.

I mean, what does it matter if you just take off your clothes and go to bed? Nobody’s going to know if your shoes aren’t lined up or your trousers aren’t hung up!

Amanda was watching me. She sighed, then turned towards me. “Look, Alan, I’m sorry. That was a low blow. I do like making love to you. I love it. But not all the time.”

I slanted an eye at her. I wasn’t happy. “You used to.”

She shook her head slightly. “The truth of the matter is that over the years you’ve turned into a horn dog, and it’s a bit much for me. Add to that, well, you’re a little bit inconsiderate…”

“What do you mean?”

“Not putting your clothes up properly, and I noticed that Daniel held Gracie’s chair for her and did other little things that made her feel appreciated…you don’t really make me feel appreciated.

“So you don’t feel like fulfilling your wifely duties and it’s my fault.”

“You know that’s not what I meant.”

“So what did you mean?”

She sat there for a long minute and regarded me thoughtfully. She started to turn away, then stopped, and looked at me some more.

“What?”

“Okay, Daniel. You want sex? All the sex you could ever dream of?”

A grin burst out of me.

“Well, that’s a plain enough answer. And if you want more sex than a sultan in a harem, then you have to do for me.”

“What?”

“Do what Daniel does for Gracie.”

“And what does Daniel do?”

Another long moment of silence. Then: “You’re right. Those were Mary Jane’s. Furthermore, you may not have noticed, but he was wearing stockings.”

“Stockings?”

“Nylons. Like with garter belts. And, maybe, I don’t know about this, but maybe he wears sweaters because they would hide strap lines, like if he was wearing a bra.”

My mouth opened and I stared. “No.”

“You suspected it, you observed the shoes, and the ear ring.”

“But I grew up with Daniel! We were on the tennis team together. We golf. We watch football!”

“And play hockey and smoke smelly cigars and high five each other on your rough, tough manliness.”

I was stunned speechless.

“So what does this have to do with me getting more sex than, what was it you said? A sultan in a harem?”

“Come here.”

I walked over to her and she reached through the opening in my boxers. I sighed. This was more like it.

As she stroked and fondled me she said, “Alan, I married you and you were the most considerate fellow in the world. You bought me flowers, you opened doors, you went over the top to make swooping bows and treat me like a queen. How long has it been since you bought me anything?”

“So you want flowers?”

She shook her head, and it was obvious that I was disappointing her.

“I want my knight in shining armor back. I want that romantic swashbuckler who took my breath away. I want that fellow who took me in his arms and bent me over and kissed me til I was stupid. I don’t want a little boy who I need to pick up after.”

I was breathing hard. I was listening, but my dick was doing the thinking.

And she let go.

“Oh!” I moaned. “Finish me off.”

She turned back to her table and finished cleaning her face. She didn’t speak.

We went to bed unhappy that night.

She was unhappy with me, and I was unhappy and snuck into the bathroom and jacked off.

Well, what do you expect? Girl takes a guy half way to the moon and you don’t expect him to go the rest of the way?

Sunlight through the shades. I yawned and stretched. Felt pretty good, what with my cock being satisfied. Of course it would have been better if Amanda had…but she hadn’t. And a guy has got to do what a—

Something slapped me in the face.

“What?” I lifted a bra off my face.

Amanda was already up, and dressed, and, man, was she dressed!

She was wearing a yellow dress with criss cross top that revealed low cleavage. And she has a lot of cleavage. She had on high heeled sandals, straps criss crossed up her calves. And she had on full make up. Her face was perfect, her eyes were smokey with green emeralds flashing in them, her lips were a dark, wet pink. Immediately made me think of a blow job.

“Wow! You look good. But what’s this?” I held up the bra.

“You will wear that bra today.”

“I won’t.”

“You will. You wear that bra today, and I look like this, and tonight I will play with you for a full hour. You’re not going to cum, you haven’t earned that, yet. But I will definitely show you what you’re missing.

Now, I had just jacked off the night before. But I was hard again! I mean, my wife has a pale complexion, dark, dark hair, green eyes, and a body that is tight, bountiful, sexy, and drives me crazy to just look at.

“I don’t get it.”

“And you won’t get any if you don’t wear that bra.” She paused, and I could feel the other shoe about to drop. “Or you can go flush your seed down the toilet.”

I immediately felt guilty. I mean, I shouldn’t, jacking off is man’s right, right?

“Well, forget it.”

“Okay, bozo. You asked for it.”

She walked out of the room.

I got up and got dressed slowly. I kept looking at the stupid bra. I mean, what was up with my wife? Asking me to do such a thing. I don’t care if Daniel is less than a man, but as for me…well, I was above that sissy stuff.

Fifteen minutes later I walked into the kitchen. Amanda was at the stove. “Man, what smells so good?”

“Oh, just a little something I whipped up. Sit down and I’ll serve your majesty.”

Ha! Your majesty. She was already starting to crumble, to realize how she had mistreated me.

I sat down and a moment later she plopped a bowl of mush on the table in front of me. There was a pat of butter on top, a skinny, little slice of yellow, and no honey. The mush had spilled over the edge of the bowl and a spoon stuck up and it looked, well, unappetizing.

She placed a plate of bacon and eggs in front of herself. The bacon juicy and dripping, and lots of it. The eggs over hard, golden yellow and…if eggs could smile they were grinning. And a big glass of orange juice. And a side plate of hashed browns, sliced fresh, cooked to a. brown crust and…and I stared.

“What gives?”

“What?” she asked, placing a piece of bacon between her white teeth and severing it neatly.

“What gives with this mush for me and feast for you?”

“Well, I’m eating the kind of meal queens eat. Queens who are appreciated by their subjects. You’re eating the kind of meal a peasant eats, a peasant who doesn’t appreciate their queen.”

“Har de har har.” I grumbled. And then, I took a spoonful of that bland mess and put it in my mouth and remembered why God had invented honey. I mean, it was tasteless and gloppy and stuck in my throat.

I looked at Amanda.

She smiled, stretched out her hand and dropped the other half of that juicy bit of bacon on the floor. “Oops, did the queen leave a bit of forage for her subjects?”

I shook my head. Sometimes wives can be bitches. you know?

I sat there and watched for a long minute. Then I stood up and deposited the oatmeal in the garbage can.

“Ungrateful peasant,” she murmured.

“Har de har, baby.”

I grabbed the keys and went out the door. Down to Sammy’s coffee shop. I had a breakfast, and it did not satisfy me.

Well, how could it? I was fighting with my wife! And fights with wives always make a guy feel cruddy.

I returned home and stopped the car outside the house.

Amanda was washing her car. She had moved her car to take up the whole driveway, had a couple of buckets of suds out, and was scrubbing away. While wearing her skimpiest bikini. Red, not much more than a pair of band aids and a cork.She waved cheerfully at me.

I parked in the street and walked up the driveway.

“What do you mean dressing like this! You’re not at the beach! And that’s even a little risqué for the beach!”

“Oh, this old thing? She aimed the hose at the windshield.

“That old thing,” I was pissed.

She put the hose down and leaned over the windshield to scrub with a soapy sponge. Her big breasts were smushed up against the window, and they were…they were big!

“Well, my other bikinis were in the wash…” swim clothes in the wash? Now that was ridiculous. “And my car was very dirty, and none of the neighbors seem to mind what I wear.”

I looked around. Old William Jansen, ‘Old Pot Belly’ I refer to him when he’s not around, was watering his lawn. His eyes were staring at us, at my wife, and the ground he was watering was turning into a swimming hole.

Then the mailman sauntered up the walk. Walking slower and slower, his eyes glued to my wife’s fantabulous body. He almost fell over a bush.

Even a kid in the street was riding his bike around in circles, his eyes pivoting around and around, staring at my wife’s big bosoms.

“It’s too bad I don’t have a manly man, you know the kind, who wears bras? To wash my car. Why, then I would have time to fix feasts for breakfast, and make sure my make up is done right.”

“I am a manly man!” I gritted my teeth.

“No. You’re more of an ungrateful peasant. A lout.” She stepped back from the car and put her hands on her hips. It was a pose, with her breasts thrust out and her sexy hips cocked. I could hear Old Pot Belly gasp all the way across the street. “You’re the kind of backwater trash that never gets to enter the queen’s castle.” And she actually drew a hand up one leg, over her pussy and under her breast and to the side.

“Oh, God. Even as I fumed my dick was pounding and throbbing. Such a blatant and over the top sexual attitude. We were obviously going to have to have a long talk.

Then she turned the knife, “You’re dismissed, lout.”

There was nothing else I could do. I turned and walked into the house. Through the kitchen, with the dishes all put away and no trace. of bacon on the floor. Into the front room. I turned on the TV and watched a football game…without seeing a thing.

Then I stood up and returned to the kitchen. I opened the fridge and reached for a beer…THE BEER WAS GONE!

I went out to the driveway. “Where’s the beer?” I asked sullenly.

“I put it on the patio. There wasn’t enough room in the fridge.”

I went back into the house, stormed out onto the patio, and there were my suds, sitting on top of the barbecue pit getting warm.

Fuck! Warm beer is for idiots!

I plucked a can out of the six pack and walked back into the house. I took off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. I sat on the sofa and put my feet on the coffee table and opened the beer and stared at the TV.

Millionaires were making touchdowns and interceptions and convicts were running across the field blowing whistles…and I didn’t see a thing.

I was fuming.

I drank my beer, and hated it, and hated the stupid game, and…

And Amanda entered through the front door, walked between me and the TV, “Hi, little boy,” and sashayed down to our bedroom.

I tried not to look as her breasts swayed and bounced. I tried not to look as her ass moving back and forth suggestively. I tried to ignore her, but my dick wouldn’t.

Fucking dick. Here I am, pissed off beyond belief, and my dick is standing up like a flagpole at a military base!

And it was throbbing and pulsing. And I had just cum the night before and I felt like I needed to cum again. Right now. I stroked it, and realized what I was doing and let it go.

Fuck!

I stood up and walked down the hallway. I was going to have this out with Amanda right now. I walked into the bedroom, my mouth opened and ready to lay down the law, and I stopped. Froze. Couldn’t move.

She was laying on the bed, naked, plunging a dildo into her snatch.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, looking at me through half lidded eyes. “I needed this.”

She twisted the thing into herself, she stirred it, she pulled it out and jammed it in.

She was juicy. I expected a spray of droplets to fly out. She was moaning.

My mouth was open, and I closed it.

She was getting close, I could tell by the way her hips were writhing.

I automatically reached into my pants and began stroking myself.

“Oh…Oh…OOOH!” She crested, almost violently, her hips tilting in spasms, her hand jamming the dildo in hard, then it was over.

She lay there for a moment, coming back to herself, or maybe coming back to the real world, and then she tossed the dildo on the floor and got out of bed.

She looked at me, standing like a lovestruck little boy, my hand working furiously. She sneered happily. “Too bad you don’t have a queen to help you out with that.”

She walked into the bathroom and I heard the sound of the shower.

I couldn’t cum. I just kept beating and beating, and nothing came out.

Amanda stepped out of the shower and dried herself off. I stared at her long legs, so perfectly sculpted. I studied how her boobs moved, and shimmied, and taunted me.

She came out of the bathroom and didn’t even glance at me. “Still here, eh.”

She sat down at her make up table and began making herself up.

I kept beating for a while, then I stopped. I felt sort of foolish, standing in the room and trying to jack off while my wife ignored me. And probably thought I was a doofus.

“Amanda,” I said, my voice sounding a little husky. “We have to have a discussion.”

“You may talk if you wish,” she said, “But I am not granting audiences this day.”

Not granting audiences? Fucking bullshit! “Listen, this has to stop. You can’t go exposing yourself to the neighbors. And beer tastes shitty when it’s warm. Furthermore, that bit with breakfast…and…” blah, blah, blah. I ranted and I raved. I laid the law down. I told her how life was supposed to be and, godddamn it, it was going to be that way.

She finished her make up and slithered into a slinky dress. A stretchy thing that clung to her boobs and actually showed her erect nipples through the material.

“You’re not wearing that.”

She rolled up some thigh hugger nylons, then stepped into her black, high heels. I could see her red toes peeking out from the cut off toes.

She shook herself, which caused an earthquake in her bosom, then walked past me.

“Where are you going?”

“To the mall.”

I ran past her and stood in front of the door. “You’re not leaving this house like that!”

She opened her purse and took out her cell phone. She opened the contacts and pointed at a number. “This is our lawyer’s number. If you do one thing to impede my royal life I will press this contact.”

We stood for a long minute. Me breathing hard. Her waiting, confident.

I stepped aside. Simply, I knew she meant it, and I loved my wife too much.

She stepped through the door and went to her fresh washed car, started it up and zipped down the street. A minute later I got a text.

Put on the bra and this stops.

Fuck!

Usually Saturday is hit the yard sales day, or go out with friends day, or just hop in the car and go day. Today it was I was left all alone in my juices to stew day.

I watched the TV for a while, and didn’t really watch it, then I decided to mow the lawn.

I don’t usually like to mow the lawn. Grass gets everywhere and I have to wash the trimmings off me, but I had nothing else to do, no wife to hang with, so…why not?

I walked back and forth, pushing the rusty old thing, and vowing to buy a power mower, when my wife’s car pulled into the driveway.

“Hi, honey. Lawn looks good.”

Oh, shit, did I subconsciously do something she wanted done?

Then Daniel and Gracie got out of the car. Fuck. I sure didn’t feel like visitors in my mood. Especially now that I knew Daniel was…a sissy.

Damn! One of my best friends! And he prances around wearing women’s underwear.

I finished the lawn, walked through the house, they were chatting in the living room, no chance to turn the game back on, and into the shower.

Rub a dub dub, scrub scrub scrub. I hoped out, felt fresher, got dressed and sauntered back to the living room. They were still talking up a storm, so I went to the garage, I had put the beer in the garage fridge, and got myself a cool one.

Oh, baby. I needed this. I went out to the patio and popped the top and sucked some suds.

I lay down on the lounger and just tried to unwind. Man, she really had me upset. Well, nothing a good bit of brewski wouldn’t fix.

“Hey, Alan.”

“Hi, Daniel.”

He was a sissy, but we had been friends so long, and I actually felt a bit of comfort. A friendly voice in the wilderness. Even if it was a soft and tender and emasculated voice.

“Beer’s in the garage fridge.”

“Thanks.”

A moment later he was back, and he sat on the lounger next to me.

I got up, turned on some music, and sat down again. Ahhh. this is the life.

“She’s going to win, you know.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll shut up if you want, but I went through what you’re going through. I lasted a couple of days, but then I caved.”

He didn’t say anything for a while, and I finally looked at him. He was wearing that stupid gold stud in his ear. A round, golden ball. I wondered if he put on his wife’s fancy earrings when he was at home.

“What did you want to ask me?”

I grunted. Of course he would know I would be curious. After all, he was my friend, and he had changed, and…why? “Did that piercing hurt?”

“Nope. Probably do the other ear next time I’m at the mall.”

My turn not to say something for a while.

I glanced at him. He was wearing those Mary Jane shoes. And I could see the nylons. And…darned if he wasn’t wearing female slacks. No pockets, and the zipper was on the side.

I grunted.

“Go on, ask me.”

“So you’re wearing women’s underwear.”

“Bra and panties, garter belt, and a chastity tube.”

“A what??

“A chastity tube. It goes over the cock and—“

“I know what it does. But why?”

He shrugged. “Well, at first I just wanted an end to the hostilities. I love Gracie, and she wasn’t treating me mean or anything, just not touching me, or…or making love. She’d talk about needing a ‘Female Led Relationship’ every once in a while. And she kept telling me to ‘man up.’”

I snorted. “Man up? Like it’s manly to wear a bra?”

“I didn’t think so, at first. But when I started wearing one I found myself getting harder and harder, and all the time. And that’s when it started getting good. The sex, I mean. She was honestly turned on by me wearing a bra. And then, it just sort of evolved from there.”

“So…do you wear…other stuff?”

“I do. At home I sort of go day by day. Sometimes I wear manly stuff, but mostly I wear female underwear, and sometimes dresses and things. She’s teaching me how to do make up.”

“Oh, my God,” I mumbled.

I turned to him, about to say something, but couldn’t figure out what. I stood up. “You want another beer?”

“Just one.”

I cocked my head.

He explained, “Gracie doesn’t like it when I drink too much.”

I shook my head, yet again, and went for the garage. The beer was getting colder, and I handed him one and popped my own. I sat down.

“So your wife controls how much you drink. What else does she control?”

“Pretty much everything. Oh, I have latitude. She pays attention to me, especially when I complain. She pays more attention to me now than when I was…you know.”

“A man.”

He nodded. Yet it wasn’t a glum nod of defeat. It was the nod of a man who was somehow satisfied with himself. Fucking weird.

“She listens to me, even changes her mind, but I have to be very persuasive. You see…we’ve reached a point where we realize…I realize, that she’s almost always right.”

“Wow.”

We sat and drank some more beer, and I thought about what he was saying. And I thought how sneaky it was to put Daniel up to this. Amanda knew how much we were like brothers, and if I listened to anybody, it would probably be him.

And then I wondered how much I actually listened to my wife.

I tell ya, when she pointed to our lawyer’s contact that was a real eye opener.

Had I driven her to that point?

Sure, I could fault her, she changed, it was her perversion that was driving this, but somehow that didn’t seem right. Or fair. Like the old Buddha saying: Changes comes from within. Had I caused this situation myself?

“There’s one other thing I need to tell you.”

I looked at him.

“I’m sorry, Gracie said I had to do this.”

“What?”

“He took out a tube of lipstick and began painting his lips.


PART TWO

Watching Daniel put on red lipstick weirded me out. Freaked me out. But, ultimately, that was the catalyst that changed me.

My best friend from forever, and he was putting on red lipstick.

I had stared at him, I had wanted to get up and run away, but I hadn’t had to. He finished painting his lips, smacked once, then stood up.

“See ya, Alan.” then he walked out, and a minute later I heard the front door close.

A minute later Amanda came out with two beers. She popped one and handed it to me, then popped the other for herself. She sat down in the lounge chair Daniel had been in and didn’t say a word.

I finally looked at her.

She was perfect. Absolutely stunning. Everything about her was sexy.

I was getting horny.

When did we stop with the ‘doing it like bunnies?’ We got married, and things were good, but then.…and now she was asking me to wear a bra. Weird.

Yet, men do strange things for women. They buy cars and houses for them, they give them money. But…wear a bra.

She smiled at me. Took a sip. I stared at the imprint of her lips on the can. I wanted to kiss her. I was so desperate for sex I would have licked her lip print off the can.

I had squirted the night before, but I was a horn dog. Always had been…always would be. So what would it hurt if I put on a bra.

“You’ll laugh at me.”

She shook her head.

“”What do you get out of this?”

She turned her face to me. “Besides a man who actually listens to me? Does something that no other man can do?”             

Not much I could say to that.

“I’ll tell you something, honey. Something that surprised me. The idea of you wearing a bra is…exciting. It’s a step in a direction we’ve never gone. And there’s a sense of power in it. When you used to work at the company, you were in charge of people, didn’t it turn you on?”

“No. But I understand what you mean. The sense of power can be pretty delicious.”

“Sex is power. So getting you to do something that gives me power turns me on. It makes me horny.”

I leaned back. Horny is power. Couldn’t argue with that. But how much was I giving up here?

“So if I did something like this…wearing a bra thing…where does it stop?”

“Wherever you want it to. But you’ve talked to Daniel. Does it sound like he wants it to stop?”

“No.”

“So, I ask you, what does it matter where it goes? You do this for me you make me horny. You’re going to be getting more sex than you thought possible. It might not be the kind of sex you expected, but…” she shrugged.

“What do you mean?”

“What does it matter,” she countered. “You want sex…that’s the key. Want another beer.”

“Yes.”

She went to the garage and got two more brewskis. Again, she popped the top, handed one to me.

“Are you getting me drunk?”

“I’m getting you amenable. Do you like it? Me waiting on you hand and foot?”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“You guess,” she smirked, then grew serious. “You’ve worked in a big company, had the reins, bossed people around. You’ve had power. I haven’t, and I want it. I want somebody to treat me like a queen, to make me wet with power, so wet I could slide down the street instead of walking.

I grunted. It was a funny image.

Silence for a while.

Peaceful.

The dominoes falling over in my head.

Wear a bra. Maybe other stuff. I didn’t want to end up like Daniel. But…what had Daniel experienced that kept him going? Getting more and more perverted? More and more sissy?

“I’d be a sissy.”

“Would you?”

“Wearing women’s clothes.”

She shrugged. “If you don’t like it, stop it.”

More silence. Then, the tree falling in the forest. “Okay.”

I don’t know what I expected, but she just nodded her head.

“How do I do this?”

I think you should just go get into your shorts…no, wear nothing, and the bra. You can stuff the bra if you want. Or not. Then simply come back out here and have a seat. I’m going to go make you a drink. A real drink, and it’ll be waiting for you. You come back, you don’t even have to look at me, I won’t look at you, but your drink will be waiting.

“Okay.”

I sat there for a long minute, then I got up and walked back into the house.

I found the bra on the chair where I usually threw my pants. I picked it up and looked at it. It hung in my hand like white strands of spaghetti. Yikes.

I took off my clothes and looked at myself in the mirror.

I wasn’t one of these big muscular guys. I had a slender body, but not girlish. Okay, Here goes nothing.

I figured out how to fasten it, then turned it around my body, like I had seen my wife do, and pulled the straps up over my shoulders.

I looked in the mirror. There it was. A man with a bra. The cups hung slack. They needed something to fill them.

I stood there for a long time. just thinking about it, then I gave a mental shrug. I had a pack of rubbers in my side table drawer. Never used them, and they would work perfectly.

I grabbed two and went into the kitchen. I put the end of one over the mouth of the faucet and started filling it. I tried to estimate the amount of water it would take to fill one of my wife’s large cups. I tied it off and did the other one, and tried to make them the same size. Then I slipped them into the bra.

I went back into the bedroom and looked at the mirror. Holy fuck. I might not be a woman, but there was a definite feminine suggestion to my figure.

I walked back to the dining room, stood for a moment staring at my wife. Her back was to me. There was a tall glass on the small table between loungers. I gave a small sigh, here goes nothing, and went out and sat down on the lounger.

My wife didn’t look at me. She had her eyes closed and she didn’t even open them. “Have a drink. It’s been a while, I can go get fresh ice cubes if you want.”

“This is fine,” I said. I picked up the drink. I had spent a lot of time putting on the bra, and the cubes were melted and the outside of the glass was wet with perspiration. I took a big, long drink.

Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. Nectar of the Gods. I put the glass down and sat there and looked out at the world.

Everything was the same. Same old trees. Same old bushes and fences. Same old lawn.

Different me.

I was the same, but drastically different. My mind was actually percolating, not knowing how or what to think. I was freaking myself out.

“How’s it feel,” Amanda asked, her eyes still closed.

“Uh, I don’t know how to answer that. Weird, of course, there’s weight on my chest, and my shoulders. I put water filled condoms in them and they bounced a little. Do you want to see?”

“Yep.”

“Then take a look.”

Amanda sighed. A very sexual and pronounced sigh, then she opened her eyes and slowly turned her head towards me. Her eyes grew larger, she drank me in. “Oh, my God. You are so fucking sexy.”

My face was red, everything felt surreal, and I said, “I don’t see how.”

Suddenly she was leaning forward, turned towards me, and her hands started to reach out. She stopped them. “Can I touch them?”

“Sure.”

She reached forward and placed her hands on my boobs. I couldn’t feel much, just a bit of a wiggly wave, but she felt something.

“Oh…oh…” her eyes were large and she licked her lips. “Was your dick standing up the whole time?”

“Pretty much.”

“Fuck…”

Then she leaned forward and began blowing me.

“Oh, Heysoos Xristo in a dress without underwear,” I quipped.

She didn’t giggle. She was intent on my dick.

I felt her mouth rimming the edge of my head, her hands went up and down the shaft. My balls felt big and tight.

She stood up and threw a leg over me. She was fully clothed, so there was no penetration, but my dick surged against the material of her panties, and I could feel her slit.

“I’m so fucking wet,” she whispered, then she had my face in her hands and was kissing me. Her lips searched out mine, licked them, pressed until we were as if attached by lips.

My cock was really throbbing now.

Without breaking the kiss she lowered her hands to my boobs. She hefted them, squeezed them, and kept pressing her mouth on mine. Her tongue darted, she was halfway down my throat with her tongue. She was writhing on my lap, fucking me through her panties.

She stopped and sat back. She was breathing like she had run a marathon, and staring at me as if she was seeing me for the very first time.

Then she kissed me again. Longer, harder, more passionate.

I was almost overwhelmed by the ferocity of her sex. We had been passionate before but not like this.

She backed off again. She stood up and shoved the little table out from between our lounge chairs. It skidded over the patio with a screek.

She pushed our chairs together, then walked away.

I didn’t move. I breathless with horniness. My cock was harder than a metal pipe. It kept throbbing and throbbing.

A minute later she came back out, with two drinks.

“You’re going to whiskey?” I asked.

“Baby, this is too much for me. I’ve never felt like this.” She sat down next to me, and we watched the world. Sipping our drinks. She put her hand on my cock and rubbed the head gently.

After five minutes she rolled over and kissed me again, and felt my tits. She broke, and was out of breath. She sat back and rubbed my cock again. She said, “You came last night, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Nasty boy. Please don’t do that again. I need this cock hot for me. I need these nuts full of semen.”

“So when am I going to squirt?”

“There’s two answers to that. Actually, several answers, but we’ll start with two. First, when I want you to. Second, when you are so fucking out of your head that you can’t stand it.”

It was electrifying, what she said. I felt like a lightening bolt was shooting up inside my chest.

“I thought you were going to fuck me.”

“I am fucking you. This is foreplay. We’re going to spend a long time doing foreplay. Are you liking the foreplay.”

I gulped. “Yes.”

“Good.” She rolled all the way over and sat on me again. Again my dick was pressed against her cooch, but kept back by the material of her panties. “Honey, I love you. I want to please you. And, I have to tell you, pleasing you in this way is pleasing me. When I finally do let you squirt you are going to cum so hard you’ll think your toes are going to fall off.”

I was smiling then.

“Want to go to bed?”

“Sure.”

“Want to make out all afternoon? Get hard and horny like you did when we first got married?”

“Okay.”

So we went into the house and rolled in the hay, the hay being our big bed, all afternoon. By the time dinner rolled around I felt like an electrical wire that had been touched to a bathtub full of water.

We had dinner, and it was the most sexual dinner I ever had.

She couldn’t keep her hands off me. She would feed me every once in a while. And I, clad only in a bra, loved it. And my dick was jerking and throbbing and started to leak.

Then we made out all evening.

Somewhere around midnight Amanda went to sleep. By then I was reduced to a puddle of horniness. I was begging her to let me cum. But she refused. And I loved it. In fact, I craved it.

I lay there in the dark, her curled up against my side. I was still wearing the boobs. I was totally wired. In that silent moment I think I realized that I was hooked, that she had hooked me. And never a happier fish there was.

The next morning she stretched and grinned and turned to me.

I had managed to fall asleep, but awoke with an immense case of hard on.

“Get me off,” she whispered into my ear, and then she was kissing me.

Oh, God, I wanted to fuck her, but she shook her head and said, “With your mouth, with your fingers. Make me pop.”

“But I need to pop.”

“You need to store up more juices before we let you pop.”

I rolled over, pushed her down, and moved down her body. She spread her legs and I was face to face with my favorite part of the female anatomy. I licked her snatch and began to chew on it. Funny, the inner lips of her labia were perfectly suited to kissing. They were like the lips on her face, but I was able to suck them, and twist them, and she moaned and groaned as I did so.

My tongue licked her, I sucked on her clitoris, and she groaned and writhed and pushed her pussy harder into my face.

I put a finger in her and began rimming her. I circled that finger like I was stirring a pot, and she gasped and cried out. Then she was bucking, trying to fuck my one lone digit. So I put two fingers in her and began to rub, looking for her G-spot.

“Oh…oh, yes. Do me.”

I worked my hand back and forth, knuckled her pussy, sank my fingers in again, and she began to cum.

“Fu…fu…gah…” Her eyes rolled back in the sockets and her pelvis kept lurching forward. For maybe a half a minute she groaned and ground her pussy on my hand, then it crested and she came down.

“Oh, man. Lover, you are the best.” She kissed my cheek.

I looked at my lap. Mr. Happy was saluting the stars.

She giggled. “Enjoy this moment. Enjoy a new way of having sex. And get dressed. Here, I’ve got a couple of things for you to think about.”

She hopped out of bed and disappeared into her closet. She came out with panties and a garter belt. The look in her eyes was downright horny and evil.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“You can wear them under your manly clothes. To the world you are a stud. That’s what they think a stud is, a pair of jeans and some tennis shoes. But you and I know different. Jeans don’t make you erect like a rocket ship. All day long you will be feeling the nylon rubbing. You will feel the bra under your sweat shirt. And while the world is filled with false ideas of manhood, we will know who is the brave one, the one with the big pecker in his pants.

The day before I never would have considered doing this, but I had been changed. I took the condoms out of my bra, stepped into panties, and then the garter, and then Amanda helped me roll nylons up my legs.

My God! The sheer sexuality of it! Now I knew why women liked nylons. In fact, I suspected some women had orgasms just from putting the things on.

Then I slipped into my jeans and athletic shoes. My jeans were long, and unless I made an effort, nobody could see the nylons underneath.

I pulled on a sweat shirt and inspected myself in the mirror. Manly Alan. And a sissy under the clothes.

Was I a sissy? I didn’t feel like it. I was hard and horny, and what do sissys feel?

Amanda finished getting dressed, and she was wearing a pair of shorts and a sweat shirt cut off mid waist. Her tits pushed the sweat shirt cotton material out, and it made a guy want to get down and look up, to see the mammoth globes under the material.

Then she made herself up. Sexy. Dark pink, electric, moist. Heysoos, I wanted to cum just from looking at her.

She brushed her hair back, grinned at me, and we went out to the car.

We drove to the mall and sauntered past the shops, and people stared at Amanda. They wanted her, but I had her. She grinned at me conspiratorially.

Under my jeans my cock was creating an eternal bulge. Every once in a while she would turn and brush her hand against my front. And once she stopped and hugged me, and whispered in my ear. “Nobody knows your secret. Doesn’t it make you feel powerful?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

We went into a dress shop. Normally I found it boring when Amanda went clothes shopping. But now it wasn’t boring. In fact, the whole world was exciting.

“What do you think about this?” She held a pink dress up to her front and turned this way and that.

“It’s beautiful.”

Then she blew me out, speaking just low enough so that only I could hear her. “And how would it look on you.”

Man, I turned eight shades of red, and she laughed and spun around and hung the dress up.

She took me into a wig shop and tried on wigs. Then she looked at me, and at a wig, then at me, and said, “Hmmm?”

Again, I was red. She said, “Remember these dresses and things. We can order you stuff off the internet. Nobody will know how manly you are. Or how womanly.”

We went into a shoe store and she tried on various high heels, asked me about them, and grinned suggestively as she imagined me wearing them.

“Young man, could you get that box down for me?”

It was a middle aged woman, short, and I reached up on the shelf and grabbed the box. I brought it down and turned to her, and she was looking at my ankles.

Oh, fuck! She had seen my nylons.

Yet she didn’t say anything. Simply took the box, thanked me, looked at Amanda with a smile and  went to a chair to try the shoes on.

“She saw my nylons,” I whispered, all panicky, to Amanda.

“Uh, oh. Is she calling the cops?”

I blinked and looked at the lady, then realized that Amanda was pulling my leg. My nylon clad leg. I looked at her ruefully. “Sorry. It’s just, I…”

“Shush now, Mr Big Dick. You are doing fine. More than fine. And we’re getting some great ideas here, aren’t we?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The ‘yes ma’am’ slipped out, but it was natural.

“Ooh, I like that. Use it more.”

I grinned sheepishly. “Okay. Yes…ma’am.”

“Oh, if you keep saying that I’m going to grab my crotch and diddle myself off right here.”

“Yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am.”

We both laughed, and she put a hand around my neck, brought me down to her level and smooched me a good one.

She stopped at a make up counter and asked my opinion on colors and shades. When the counter girl was turned around to get a product she blew a kiss at me, and lifted a tube of lipstick and looked at my lips.

Talk about red. I almost didn’t survive that one.

Finally, hours later, mid afternoon, I was ready to drop. I wasn’t used to walking so long on those hard floors.

“We’ll have to toughen you up, Mr. Man,” Amanda giggled, and we walked back to the car.

Back home she fixed me a drink and we sat in the living room and talked.

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

“I actually did.”

“So you love to go shopping for women’s things.” then she laughed. “You get red so easily.”

“Yeah. I guess I do.

“Would you like a little fashion show?”

“Sure.” Normally I wouldn’t, but I had helped pick out the clothes so I had a vested interest.

She went and changed and sauntered out in a blouse, nothing else. Her breasts were jutting the material out and her nipples were fully erect.

“What do you think?”

“Heysoos. My God. You are incredible.”

“Oh, I’ll bet you say that to all the sex goddesses.”

“Only the ones who look as good as you.”

She twirled around. I could see her trimmed bush, and my cock, which had been erect all day, was even more erect.

“It’s even better than when you were in the store.”

“Oh, really. Maybe I should model all my clothes like this. Without panties.”

“Come here,” I growled.

“Oh, please, Mr. Man,” she pranced over to me. “Don’t hurt me.”

“I’ll hurt you.” I sucked her boobs right through the blouse as I injected a finger into her snatch.

She humped my hand for a long minute, then pushed away, breathless. She looked at me. “Are you ready for some adventure?”

I was not. I didn’t think I was, but I asked, “What kind of adventure?”

“Adventure that only you and I can do, in our own house, by ourselves.”

“Oh.” I was like a bug frozen.

“Come on,” she took my hand and pulled me. She led me through the house and into the bedroom. “Take off your jeans, put your boobs in and put this blouse on. She took off her blouse and handed it to me.

I felt like I was outside my body. I felt like somebody else was moving my body for me.

I took off my jeans. My cock pressed outward. I took off my shirt and put the water filled condoms back in. I put on her blouse.

“It’s inside out,” I blurted.

Amanda laughed. “Buttons are backwards from men styles. That’s all.”

Sheepishly, I buttoned up, and my chest was now thrusting forth.

“Here, put these on.” She handed me a pair of black pants. Female pants, the zipper up the butt.

“It won’t fit.”

“They’re stretch.”

“Oh, my god.” I whispered. I sat down on the bed and pulled the pants up. They were tight, but delightfully so. Amanda helped me pull up the zipper.

The pants were short, leaving lots of nylon clad ankle visible. She handed me a pair of high heels.

I looked at them. “Really?”

“It’ll give your calves definition and make your butt stand out.”

“That’s what I need, baby’s got back.”

She giggled and helped me into the high heels.

I took a step and almost twisted my ankle. “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Teen age girls can walk in these, so can you.”

So we practiced. And I got a look at myself in the hall mirror. I stopped. I did have a feminine body, but I also had male angles.

Amanda knew what I was thinking. “A tummy shaper, or, better yet, a padded corset, and you’ll look totally feminine.”

“Except for the head.”

She didn’t say anything. The silence was deafening.

I looked at her.

She shrugged. “I can fix your face. Up to you.”

“I think I need a drink.”

“A little courage, eh?”

“A lot of courage.”

“Fortunately, I’m not averse to that. Come on.”

We walked through the house to the kitchen and she mixed a drink. She handed it to me.

I sipped. I said, “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re having fun.”

I nodded. “Unfortunately, I think you’re right.”

“Unfortunately?”

“Okay, bad choice of words. But…”

“But what?”

“But nothing. I’m just…sort of flabbergasted.”

“Flabbergasted, but beautiful.” She kissed me, a long kiss, and she felt my cock. Beautiful and sexy. “Now this is what a real man should be like.”

“Okay.”

She knew what I was talking about. She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. She sat me down in a chair next to her make up table. She looked me squarely in the eye.

“Honey, I know it’s your first real day playing like this, but I want to go whole hog.”

“Whole hog being?”

“Make up, nails. I’ve even got my old wig.”

“Heysoos,” I breathed. “I don’t know. I mean, yesterday I was a guy. Now…”

“Now you’re still a guy, a sexy guy, a guy who’s sexier than any other guy I know.”

“Even Daniel?”

She snorted. “It took Gracie six months to get Daniel to where you’re at now. And it’ll take six more months to get him to where you could be in an hour. You’re the man, Alan. There’s no doubt there.”

Her words made me proud.

“Are you having fun?”

“You know I am.”

“How much fun can you have?”

That was the question, wasn’t it? I nodded. “I can have all the fun you give me.”

She smiled, and I could tell she was instantly breathless. “Okay, lover, it’s time to take off the gloves.”

She sent me into the shower with some Nair. 20 minutes later I came out, my body as bald as a baby’s butt.

“Sex-y!” blurted Amanda, sitting me down at her table.

Then she cleaned my hands up, then picked out fake finger nails. She had a big collection, and she grinned evilly and pulled out some long, sharp ones. “These are called stilettos. You’re going to love them.

She pressed them on, then began painting them. “I assume you’re going to want the reddest red possible.”

“Oh, Lord,” I said. My dick was bobbing furiously.

Then she had me put my feet up and did my toenails. With short stilettos.

“Got to be careful with these. I’ll help you put on your nylons.”

“Okay.”

I stared at my hands. Thick coats of luxurious, shiny red. They made my hands look slender, and like claws.

Then I stared at my feet. God. How sexy.

Then she went to work on my face. She plucked my eyebrows a bit, lightly, so I wouldn’t look too feminine when I went into the outside world.

“This is cleanser,” she explained. We have to make sure your pores are able to breath. Then she went through the other steps necessary to a beautiful face. Foundation, blush, the whole nine yards.

I washed my complexion change in the mirror. I was transforming before my very eyes.

She colored my eyes and lengthened my lashes. She was focused on what she was doing, and I was focused on her. I had nobody else to stare at, and I found it incredibly exotic to stare at her face while she made me up. Then she put lipstick on me. Red, to match my nails, and my cock was throbbing and dripping.

She patted my dick and giggled, “Down, boy.”

“Not much of a chance of that happening,” I said, watching my red lips move in the mirror.

“I’m going to pierce your ears now.”

“Really?”

“A needle, some alcohol, I’ve done it before.”

Working carefully, she eyed my ears, then pushed a needle through the lobe. It pinched, but that was about all.

“We can put a stud in there for every day life, but right now I want to dazzle you.”

She picked up a pair of long, dangly diamond earrings. They glittered in the light, and I knew they would sway and give incredible definition to my face. She put them in my ears and I felt them sway and touch the side of my face.

“Now, let me attach this wig.” Her wig was long and wavy, and she fastened the clips and stood back. In the mirror I looked like a woman. Not a guy in drag, but a woman. She had softened my jaw with make up, my eyes shone in the dusky eye shadow. My lips…God, I loved how red and juicy they looked.

“Okay, a dress. Let’s try this black one.” She pulled out one of her best dresses, helped me step into it, then I shimmied and she smoothed, and we pulled it over my tits, and she zipped me in.

It was tight, but that was okay. In the mirror I looked perfect.

In fact, I started to cry.

“Stop…none of that. I don’t want to ruin your mascara.

Somehow, I managed not to cry, then we stood there, giggling and happy.

We walked out to the kitchen and opened a bottle of champagne in celebration. After a few drinks she began taking pictures of me.

“Can I send these to Gracie?”

I froze.

“No. Never mind. I shouldn’t have asked.”

Yet my mind was turning. Daniel understood. He had helped me understand. What would it hurt?

Amanda saw how deep in thought I was, and she thought maybe she had gone too far. She said, “Have a seat. Let’s talk.”

So we sat at the kitchen table, smearing the mouth of the champagne  bottle with our lipstick.

“Honey, let me ask you…”

“Yes?”

“How far do you want to go?”

“I thought we already went pretty far.”

“You have. Further than I ever expected, and you have really blown my mind with your willingness, but there’s always something more.”

“Like what?”

“Like me wearing a strap on.”

I froze. I heard nothing, and yet I heard everything. A strap on. A dick. And she would wear it.

“Why do we have to do that?” I finally asked.

“Because I need to. And…” she paused, “You need it.”

“I need to have a penis up my…why?”

“So you can see what it’s like. So you can see what a woman really feels. So you can experience your true feminine side.”

“I—“

“Look, we’re already in a female led relationship. But it doesn’t end there. It’s not just a case of me pushing you into things.”

I said nothing. I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning.

“People think a female led relationship is the woman is in charge and the man wears dresses. Do you think that’s all it is?”

“Uh, no.” But I was answering timidly. I wasn’t sure where this was going.

“So we will play with dress up, mess around with chastity, and decide on a schedule for you to get your rocks off. I will be in charge of all that. But there’s one thing I need to do, and I need your agreement to do it. I need to put on a strap on dick and fuck your butt.”

This was…more than I had imagined.

“Oh, you’ll love it. It’s one more step in your transition, but it’s a big step. When I fuck you with my dick you will be initiated into my world, and we will have exchanged power. I will have your power, and you will have mine. You will understand the joy of being a woman, of being pretty, of having a world bow down to you. I will finally have that power, that ultimate sex, that I so desperately need.

“Why should men always be in charge? Why should men always get to be on top? Why shouldn’t women explore their own power?”

I didn’t have an answer to that.

“And, to tell you the truth…I NEED that power.”

“I…I have to think…”

“No. You don’t. All you have to do is enjoy yourself. I will lead you slowly and surely to the point where you can finally confront the woman that is in you. All you have to do is enjoy the ride.”

“But…having somebody stick…isn’t that a gay thing?”

“So what if gays like it? It doesn’t mean it’s bad, it just means that you are a hetero that has explored all your sexual options. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

I sat very silent.

She patted my hand, then took it. “Come with me.”

She led me into the bedroom. She had me sit on the bed and she went to her bottom dresser drawer and pulled out a bunch of straps and…and a dildo. I stared as she untangled the straps and put it on. Finally, she stood before me, hands on her hips, her dick sticking straight out.

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know.”

She stepped in front of me. Hands on distance. “Put your hands on my dick.”

That wasn’t hard. I held her peeny and stared at it.

“This is what goes in a woman. This is what must go in you, or you haven’t made it all the way.”

“All the way,” I said dully, then I looked up at her face.

She was beautiful. Powerful. She had big breasts and she towered over me, and I had her cock in my hand.

A sudden feeling of dizziness overwhelmed me. I was holding her cock. I was holding her power. The thought was an extreme shift of thinking for me.

“Does it make you horny? Holding a cock like this?”

My dick was pounding like a bass drum. I could feel my chest throbbing with excitement. I nodded.

“Then put your lips on it. Suck my cock.”

There was a guttural excitement in her voice, and she was challenging me.

Challenging me to suck dick.

Yet it wasn’t the dick of a man, I wouldn’t be losing anything here. She was a woman.

I bent my head, stopped in front of her dick, then opened my mouth.

With a sigh she moved her hips forward. The thing went into my mouth, slid along my throat.

I gagged, and she stopped.

I regained control of myself. I tried licking it, using my tongue.

“Oh, yeah. You’re good, baby.”

I looked up at her and the cock dropped out of my mouth.

“You know you have to do this, don’t you?”

I nodded. A simple acquiescence.

“Get on the bed. All fours, butt towards me.”

Feeling like I was in another world, I climbed onto the bed and assumed the position.

A moment while she got some lube, then she said, “It’ll feel cool, and exciting.” She began to slather lube on my ass, and to push it into my asshole.

“Why so much?”

“I don’t want it to hurt. I want you to enjoy it. Baby, you’re going to love this.”

“I shivered while I was waiting. I could feel my asshole as she rimmed it with lube. My hips were already jerking, as if I was being fucked, then she began to push in.

I gasped for the sensation. I was opened up, my hole was made wider, I felt the big log sliding into me, and I felt like I was being washed down a wide river of rapids.

“There,” she whispered. “There.”

She was all the way in. I could feel plastic balls against the top of my thighs. She began to move, and I began to come apart. The feeling was so incredible I was shortly moaning and pushing back, trying to wrap my ass around her big dick.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

For a long time we moved back and forth. At one point she got out, had me lie on my back, and she stroked my dick while she fucked me.

I was a man no longer. I was more than a man. And now…I felt like a woman.

I began to cry, and she let me, didn’t tell me to shush, just kept sliding her dong in and out.

I have never been happier.

END
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My Husband is a Sissy!

A young man gets chastised and feminized


PART ONE

“I think Miles is wearing my panties.”

Joan stared at Amy. “What?”

They were at Charlie Coyote’s, the best Mex bar and grill in Los Angeles, at a wrought iron table in the far corner of the patio.

“You heard me,” Amy lowered her head, embarrassed, but not knowing who else to turn to. She suddenly raised her head and looked at her friend. “You’ve been my bestie forever…what am I going to do?”

“First, what makes you think so?”

Amy almost whispered, “Cum stains. I was sorting through the wash and I found cum stains.”

“Cum stains?” Joan blurted it out and Amy jerked her head around, but nobody was listening.

Joan started giggling.

“What…what are you…”

Joan had a big grin on her face as she said, “How do you know it was him?”

“I…because I had my period last week and we didn’t do it. I don’t see what is so funny!”

Joan tried to stop laughing. She made her face straight, but it was obvious she was having trouble keeping it so.

“How do you know some neighborhood kid didn’t sneak in and…” she pumped her fist up and down and put her tongue in her cheek.  Joan was so ludicrous looking that, in spite of herself, Amy found a smile trying to creep out.

“Stop it,” she said, Then: “We keep the garage locked.”

Joan waved to the waiter, Juan, for a couple of Margaritas. Juan gave her the thumbs up and hurried away. In 30 seconds he was unloading a tray at their table.

Amy sat and waited patiently. She took the time to study the people at the restaurant. There were a lot of women taking lunches and brunches, and she wondered how many of them had jack off hubbies,

Joan sipped her drink, put it down, and with a smile, “So you have your husband right where you want him. Hand in the cookie jar, so to speak, and you’re all humiliated and ashamed.” She shook her head slowly. “Girl friend, I thought you were smart.”

“What? But…how can you be so cavalier? I mean…Miles is…is sick!” She spit out the last word and her face was red.

Joan sipped again, then reached across the table and placed her hand on Amy’s. “It’s time you learned the facts of life. Now, listen, I hate to break it to you, but men jack off. All men. And if they don’t…they aren’t real men. Does Miles please you in bed?”

“Well,” Amy wasn’t used to talking about sex and her face was the color of a tomato that had been painted red, “Yes.”

“And have you ever jilled off?”

Amy looked blank.

“Masturbated. Jacked off. Jilled off.”

“I don’t…you…why are you…” Joan grinned while Amy mumbled in confusion.

Finally, Joan put up a palm to save Amy from her own embarrassment. “I jacked off last night. I rubbed my button until I had a glorious squirt. And I rubbed two off last week. I’ve got two vibrators and never know which one to use because they are both so wonderful.”

Amy’s face was stunned.

“So let me ask you, now that you know…have I suddenly become less than your friend?”

“Well, uh…”

“The answer is no. And you know it. And, let’s be honest, do you occasionally play with yourself? Do you play with your jay jay until world is okay kay?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course you do.”

Amy managed to overcome enough of her embarrassment to put the subject back on track. “But in my panties!”

“Better your panties than somebody else’s,” Joan quipped.

And, finally, Amy was silent. What Joan was saying was the truth. And it was time for another truth. She whispered, “I guess I’m pretty prudish.”

“That’s okay, we all start out prudish. The question is…what are you going to do about it now? Are you going to go all Amish on me and give up sex? Or are you going to take advantage of Miles’ foibles and have some real fun?”

“What do you mean ‘real fun?’

So Joan told Amy the facts of life, and Amy found herself in turns giggling, turning red-faced, and gaping. And, in the end, Joan said, “So the first thing we have to do is get proof. Okay?”

And the newly enlightened Amy nodded and said, “That should be easy.”

“Honey, I’m sorry, I just don’t feel up to it. Slight head ache, a little stomach upset. I sure hope I’m not coming down with something. Can you, uh, put it off? Again?”

Miles smiled in understanding. He was a slender fellow, brown hair and brown eyes, puppy dog eyes, Joan had described him once. “Honey, just feel better, okay?”

“Okay.”

He kissed her, tucked her in, and said, “I’ve got a little work to do. I’ll be in later.”

Amy smiled and closed her eyes. And wondered if that business involved a pair of her panties. She turned on her side and listened as Miles closed the door and padded down the hallway.

Miles had some work, that was true. He sat in his office and sipped a bourbon and Coke and read over contracts. He did a lot of work at home these days, post COVID, and he enjoyed it. He liked being able to get up when he wanted to, eat when he wanted to, take a break when he wanted to, and…rub one out when he wanted to.

Not that he preferred whacking off. Amy was one sexy, little girl, and he was a lucky guy. But first she was on the rag, and now she just didn’t feel good, so what was a guy supposed to do?

He worked on contracts for maybe 45 minutes, and was aware of the growing problem in his pants. Damn. Seemed like he had just jacked off, but…he sighed.

In part, it was Amy’s problem. She had been dressing so darn sexy, and she kept rubbing up against him, and then begging off. What was a guy supposed to do?

He sighed and stretched, and yawned, and felt the nervous excitement he got when he was about to pleasure himself.

Dammit! He hadn’t intended to, but…he looked down at his pants. Bulge. That familiar throbbing.

He looked at the clock. It was still early, not that time mattered much in his self arranged work hours. He got up and went to the hallway and listened. Nothing. She was asleep.

He went to the kitchen and poured another bourbon and Coke. A little liquid courage for what he was about to do.

He returned to his office and pulled up some porn. Milfmovs. He liked that one. A few dogs, but a lot of big breasted mamas. He scrolled down the videos, picking out the ones that excited him. He kept the sound low and listened for sounds of his wife.

Halfway through his drink he had his hand in his pants and he was fondling himself. God, he needed it. The neglect he had been suffering, and yes, even though his wife didn’t feel well he thought of his situation as ‘neglect,’ had brought him to this.

And, he reached the point of no return. He was going to have to do it. He was going to have to jack off.

He peeked down the hallway again. He listened. He was good to go. He took off shorts and put them aside. He removed his socks and underwear and headed for the garage. He slipped through the garage door quietly. It better be quietly, he had certainly used enough WD 40 on the hinges.

He slipped past the front of the car and put his underwear on the lip of the washing machine. Excellent, even if Amy were to suddenly open the door, he could just shove his underwear into the washer and act like he was just…putting clothes into the washer.

He reached into the washer and felt around. He felt the smooth, soft fabric, Amy’s panties, and he took them out. With a final glance at the door he began stroking himself with the panties. The soft material slithering against his overheated skin, shortly he was breathing hard and getting close. For a minute he reveled in the sensation, and he felt himself right on the edge. Just a little push and he would ignite. He would feel that trigger deep within and his prostate would squeeze and the semen would shoot up his shaft. Ah, God! So delicious! He pushed.

Click, ah, that fantastic rush of sperm, and that white hot feeling in his head. He stood there and spasmed, and shivered, and his semen came out, and he caught it all in Amy’s panties.

Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh….

Finished, he tossed her semen soaked panties into the washing machine, pushed his own underwear over them, and left the garage. As he turned off the light and closed the door he smiled and sighed. So good. So good.

Amy was up before Miles, and, as she had for the past few days, she felt excitement boiling within her. God, she was horny. But here was the funny thing. She wasn’t horny for dick so much as she was horny for proof. She wanted to catch Miles, and it was making her so damned horny.

Of course she hadn’t been getting any, so that made her horny, but, honest to herself, there was something about the game, catching Miles in the act, that was making her pussy throb.

Joan had said it would be like this, but Amy was still delightfully surprised. And she realized that maybe if she rubbed a couple off…it might even be better than regular sex.

She had NEVER felt this horny in her life!

So, all horned up and no place to go, she sauntered out to the garage and reached into the washing machine.             

Huh. His underwear. He must have…then she felt something slimy. Oh, fuck, what had she touched?

She brought her hand out, and the disgust turned into exultation. Her panties! And they were filled with cum! Giggling, suddenly celebrating, and feeling her horniness come to a peak, she realized that Miles had done the deed. While she had been sleeping he had masturbated.

Just like Joan had said, and that gave Amy pause. Joan was right. He jacked off. And that meant all men jacked off, and that meant…she had cause to have a little fun. And it was the kind of fun that had contributed to her horniness this last week. What she and Joan planned to do with Miles…it was so delicious that, standing in front of the washing machine with cum filled panties in her hand, she actually scrunched her knees together and used her other hand to press on her vagina.

God. She wanted to cum.

“Hey, Joan,” Miles opened the door and greeted his wife’s friend. He liked Joan, and that was something because he didn’t like many of Amy’s friends. But Joan had a wicked sense of humor, and she wasn’t too bad to look at, either. Right then she was wearing a thin blouse with neon pink and black stripes, and a very short skirt. Man, her long legs went all the way to the ground and back up again. And…she wasn’t wearing a bra! He could see her nipples plain as day!

Sighing happily, Miles said, “Amy isn’t here right now. Don’t know when she’ll be back.

“Oh, that’s okay. It’s really you I wanted to talk to.”

She brushed by, planted a red kiss on his cheek, and he was VERY aware of how her breasts brushed his arm.

“Me…but, what?” He followed her into the living room.

Joan planted herself on the sofa and reached into her purse. She brought out her cell phone and handed it to him. It was open to a video, and Miles, mouth open about to say something, was suddenly caught by the video. He stared at the thing…familiar images…no sound, but…it was him! In his garage! And he was…he was…!

Miles stared in shock as he watched himself walk to the washing machine, look around with an almost guilty look on his face, then reach into the washing machine.

Stunned, he gaped as he watched himself stroke himself into Amy’s panties. He started to feel dizzy. He staggered, and Joan took the cell phone out of his hand. “Better sit before you fall, lover.”

Lover? She had called him ‘lover!’ And that sort of tweaked him. He had never thought of Joan as a lover. Sure, he stared at her big boobs, and he liked to watch her red mouth when she told naughty stories, but…lover?

He was married!

Still, he sat. His mind twisting and turning like a kite in the wind. “What…what…where did you…”

“I set up a nanny cam. I was just curious. I wanted to see how it worked.”

“But why…why my garage?”

“Because I don’t have a garage, and I didn’t want to set it up outside, where somebody could steal it, or it would get rained on or anything.”

“Or anything,” he repeated dully. His mind felt thick and dull, and it was still whirling as he tried to come to grips with the video of himself doing…doing to himself…if Amy ever saw that…oh, fuck!

“So I set it up in your garage, Amy was okay with that. I just wanted to make sure the motion sensor worked. It was a great little exercise for learning how to use my new toy.”

“Amy…she was okay…”

“Oh, she won’t be okay with you. Jacking off like a little boy? I mean, who does that?”

“But, I didn’t mean…it was…give me the video!” Finally, his mind had a coherent thought.

“Are you serious? Give up this little piece of gold?”

“But…but…what do you want?”

“What do I want. Hmmm. Now that is the question, isn’t it?”

She sat back and looked up and ruminated. “Well, for starters, I want my house cleaned. So the next time Amy is gone for a couple of hours, I want you to take off all your clothes and sneak through the backyard.”

“N…n…naked?”

“As a jaybird baby’s butt. But don’t worry. I’ll have something for you to wear. And since you’re such a kinky, little boy, you’ll love it.”

“Listen, this can’t happen! What would this do to Amy?”

“You should have thought about that before you did your dirty, little deed.” She looked at him with a grin, victory written on her face.

“But…but…”

She stood up. “And to start with, to get you in the mood…” she lifted her skirt and he could see her flesh colored panties. She hooked the elastic with her thumbs and wiggled them down. She held them out to Miles.

“What?” But he wasn’t confused now. And his dick was suddenly pounding. His neighbor had her skirt up and no panties. He could imagine himself smelling her delicate aroma, crouching down and looking at her pink slit, crawling forward on his knees and burying his face in her vagina. Licking that snatch. And, his imagination running wild, he found himself, as if watching from afar, reaching out and taking the panties.

“What?” He repeated.

“Put them on.”

“What?”

“Now. Take off your pants and put on some real panties.”

“But…I can’t…I…”

“You could have last night. Now, OFF!” She snapped the last word like she was cracking a whip, and he actually jerked, which, truth to tell, made Joan so very, very hot. She really liked pussy whipped men.

His face turning brilliant red, almost glowing red, he unbuckled his shorts and pulled them off

His hard on was visible in his tighty whiteys. The red imprinted against the material, a little droplet of liquid wetting the front.

“Nice,” Joan nodded her head.

Miles was so thoroughly whipped, and his attention was on not falling, and the panties he was trying to turn right side out, that he totally missed the fact that Joan had the cell phone in her hand.

Oh, she wasn’t filming openly. She just held it and let it record negligently, and he totally missed it.

He stepped into her panties and pulled them up. They were tight. The thong pulled into his ass, rubbed his brown button, made him even hornier. If that was possible.

Standing there, in front of a woman not his wife, his face red, totally humiliated, his cock poking out the side of the panties, his asshole stimulated by the thin string of material, he was about as horny as he had ever been.

“Oh, my God!” giggled Joan. “You really are turned on! Look at your cock!”

Miles looked, and noted that there was a big drop of pre-cum oozing out of his slit.

Joanie picked up her purse and came to Miles. Before he could react she kissed him, full on the mouth, left a big smear of lipstick on his lips. then he jerked back.

Joan just laughed. “So kinky, but won’t admit it. Well, lover boy, we’re going to have a good time.”

“Please…I don’t want to do this!”

“I’m going to come over tonight, Amy and I are going to have a few spritzers, and I want you to flash me. Show me your pretty panties. If you do that while she’s in the room you get extra points. You want extra points?”

But she didn’t wait for an answer, just patted his cheek and sauntered towards the front door. She turned the knob, opened the door, and turned back to him. “And, by the way, no more jacking off. Not in the garage, not nowhere. After all, you never know where you’ll find my little camera.”

Then she was out the front door, across the lawn, and into her own house.

Miles almost sobbed. He was so caught. He was busted. What could he do?

And what made it worse was the monster boner in his panties.

Amy’s car rolled into the driveway a half hour later. For that past half hour Miles had wandered through the house, his mind turned into some kind of mushy cement.

Fortunately, he had noticed the red smear on his lips and had wiped it off. Crap. Joan had really set him up.

Then, as he heard the car door slam and the sound of his wife’s heels on the driveway…click, click, click…he thought about just admitting everything.

But, no. He couldn’t. It was too embarrassing.

The front door opened and Amy entered with a smile.

God, his wife was sexy. She had perfect breasts, uplifted and proud. She had long, brunette hair. And her green eyes always sparkled.

“Hi, honey!” She came to him and kissed him, pressed her mouth against his, and he felt her warmth and moisture and loveliness. All in one package. His package, and he…he…he was excruciatingly aware of the string rubbing on his star. Of how his cock poked out so uncomfortably, and yet so excitingly.

“Hi, babe. Have fun?” He tried to act normal. Nonchalant. And her hand brushed his cock.

“Oh, my!” she said, as he stiffened up in panic. “Is that a cock in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?”

“I, uh…”

“Come on, lover.” Oh, God! She called him lover…just like Joan had! “Let’s go to the bedroom and play.

“Oh, uh…”

“What’s the matter?” she looked at him with concern.

“I’m sorry. I know I’m hard, but…I don’t feel well. I, uh…”

“You don’t love me!” She pouted. Oh, it was a fake pout, and they both knew it, but it had the desired effect.

He stumble mumbled, “No! No! I love you! All my heart. I just…I…”

“I’m sorry, honey, I should tease you.” She patted his ass, and felt the slither of pants against flesh, and she knew he was wearing panties, and that’s why he didn’t want to disrobe in front of her.

“I’m sorry.”

“No…no…I’m sorry,” she put on the fake act again, putting the back of her hand to her forehead and closing her eyes she wailed, “My husband doesn’t love me…I’ll just go throw myself off a bridge.”

Miles was in total panic now. On top of his confused state his wife was playing this weird acting game.

She grinned. “But don’t worry. It’ll be a low bridge. And the water will be deep. Heck, I might even take off my clothes and swim around for a while.”

“Honey,” he was almost crying. He wanted to tell her…but he couldn’t.

“And the newspapers will come and take pictures of me, naked girl swims while husband is in sick bed.”

“Babe…”

She patted his cheek. “I’m kidding. Want a drink? Probably be good for your headache.”

He stood there, his mouth opening and closing. She turned away so that he wouldn’t see her grinning face. “I’ll get you one. A big, old bourbon and Coke. Then I’ll fix dinner. A little food and drink and you’ll be back in the pink.”

She turned, tilted her hips up and spread her feet, and cupped her hands at her vagina. “And I do mean pink.”

Then she spun back around, before she laughed outright, and headed for the kitchen.

Behind her Miles turned and stumbled away. He headed out to the patio. Outside he sank into a lounge chair and forced himself not to cry. Oh, God, what had he gotten himself into?

Miles was fairly silent during dinner. His mind was on his entrapment and his panties.

“Honey?”

“Huh?” he looked up.

“I asked if you’re all right. You seem to be a million miles away.”

“Oh, uh, yeah. Just thinking about work.”

Amy smiled, and kept waiting for him to slink into his own thoughts, then started chatting. Again and again.

Miles felt like a ball flat for the bouncing by the end of dinner. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t keep up with Amy’s chatter, and…and…he wished he had never jacked off.

“What?”

“I asked if you could do the dishes. I see Joan out there and I’d like to go talk to her.”

Now Miles’ head was truly spinning. the last thing he wanted was for his wife to talk to their neighbor. But what could he say. No? “Uh, sure.” And, belatedly, he realized he wouldn’t have to flash his panties at Joan.

Amy thanked him, got up and pecked his cheek, and hurried out through the back door. He could see her head bobbing as she walked past the window and through the hedge.

Fucking Joan, thought Miles, gathering up the dishes. Fucking Joan.

“Oh, my God!” Amy laughed. “He is totally out of it. He can hardly keep up a conversation, his eyes are a million miles away, and he keeps shifting his weight.”

“Shifting his weight?”

“He’s trying to adjust the feel of your panties.”

The girls giggled, and if a giggle could be said to be hysterical, this was the one.

“So what next?”

“That depends on you.”

“Me?”

“Sure. How big do you want to make this?”

“Well, right about now I’m thinking pretty big.”

“How about the girls?”

“Mia and Allyson?”

“Sure. Maybe a couple of others. You think they’d be up for laughs.”

“Oh, my. Poor Miles.” Her eyes focused in for a second, then she came back. “Let me think about that.”

“Okay, you think. Can you go somewhere this weekend?”

“Well, sure. I’ve been meaning to spend a couple of days at my mothers.”

“Perfect. I’ve got some big plans.”

“And you’ll take videos?”

“Absolutely. And you think about the girls.”

“Gotcha.”

Grinning, they hugged, and Amy came back to find Miles standing at the sink, half done with the dishes, his face all scrunched up with thought and desperation.

“Let’s go, Miles. Chop, chop! You don’t have all day!”

Miles actually jerked as he came back to himself. Quickly, he began scrubbing pots and plates.

“Your mother?”

“Sure. I haven’t been home for a while. I’d like to spend a couple of days there. That okay with you?”

“Well, yeah. Okay.” Only he wasn’t thinking about Amy, he was thinking about Amy leaving and Joan…Joan…Joan what? What was he scared of?

And, the truth, he was scared a little bit, but he was also excited. He had finally gotten out of the panties, but his cock was big as big could be, and he desperately wanted to cum. But Amy, though she claimed to be feeling a bit poorly, waited and went to bed with him, and she hugged him and entwined herself with him, and made it difficult for him to get up and…and take care of business.

If he even dared to take care of business. Joan’s crack about her camera being everywhere was really hitting him.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“Uh, sorry. No. what?”

“I said…can you hold off sex until I come back?”

“Well, uh…what about tonight?”

“I’m sorry, honey. I just feel so poorly. Maybe this trip to my mother’s will make me feel better.”

“Uh…”

“So can you save your sex for me?”

“Guaranteed, I’ll be feeling like it when I get home.” She paused. “
I hope.”

“Well, uh, yeah.”

But what was he supposed to say? No honey, I’m going to flog the chicken as soon as you set foot outside the door. Which, of course, was what he was planning to do.

“Okay, then it’s settled. Now, come on. Let’s go to bed and cuddle. We can at least do that, right?”

“So, his pecker hard as lightening rod, Miles was dragged off to bed where, once again, he had no chance to relieve himself.

Friday, the next day, Miles lugged two suit cases out to the car and put them in the trunk.

Amy was on the phone, presumably talking to her mother. “Of course, mother. A couple of hours and I’ll be there.”

On the other end, Joan said, “You ready for this.”

“Oh, you bet, mother. But you’d better be prompt.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be two minutes after you leave. You know the first thing he’s going to do is find a dark place to beat his meat.”

“Wonderful, mother.” She put her hand over the phone and mouthed to Miles, All packed? Miles nodded and gave a thumbs up.

“Yes, mother,” Amy spoke back into the phone. “I’m all packed and ready to go. See you in a couple of hours?”

“Get going, girlfriend, and I’ll be sending you video.”

“Okay, Mother. Bye.” She hung up the phone and turned to Miles. She popped the phone in her purse and hugged him. Long. And kissed him. And let her hand wander in a southerly direction.

“Oh, honey. I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you, too.” The curious mixture of dread and fascination roiled in his psyche.

She backed away from him, but kept her hand on his package. She grinned. “And you won’t…you know…take care of yourself? While I’m gone?”

“No.” Yes! Yes! Yes!

She hugged him again. “Thank you, Miles. You know, I think the secret of our marriage is that we can trust each other.”

Gulp.

“Now, I’ll see you on Monday.”

A final peck, then she was in the car and cranking the motor over.

Miles stood to one side and watched her, gave her a final wave, and watched her zoom down the street, one hand out the window and waving back at him.

Then he turned around, suddenly gulping and almost faint. His dick was harder than stone. It was throbbing. He needed to…get inside. He walked up the walk and entered the house. He walked back to the bathroom and lowered his pants. He began to stroke himself. Oh, yes. Oh…yes. This was going to feel good. This was going to—

“Miles?”

He froze. Joan. In his house.

“Miles? I know you’re back there. Come out here right now.”

“NO! NO! NO! He was close! He needed to finish this off!

“Miles! Don’t make me come back there and drag you out screaming.”

Stifling a sob, Miles forced his cock back into his pants and flushed the toilet. Let her think he was just peeing. He turned around and shuffled out of the door.

Oh, God. Let her go home! He just needed a minute alone.

He walked into the living room.

Joanie stood there, a big grin on her face and a bag in her hand. She was wearing a white blouse with no bra. Her big breasts pointed at him, the nipples turgid and wanting. She was wearing the same short skirt, and he automatically wondered if she on panties.

Of course. She had to be wearing panties.

But this was Joan. She might not be.

“What do you want?” Miles asked, and his voice was a show of bravado.

Joan’s eyes narrowed. “First off, you will greet me appropriately. Yes, mistress will do. And in the proper ‘happy to see me’ attitude.

Miles mouth opened and closed. “I…I…”

“Well?” She looked at him sternly.

He crumbled. Like a week old cookie. Just bits and pieces of him shredding. He opened his mouth and what came out was a squeaky, frightened, “Yes, mistress.”

“Better, but you need practice.”

“But…I…you have to stop this.”

“Why?” she countered, haughtily.

“I’m married.”

“Could have fooled me, beating your meat like a horny, little, high school boy.”

He wanted to say something but she was on a roll. She continued speaking right over him.

“I brought you something, to help you stay true to your wife.”

“What? I do—“

She reached into the bag and pulled out a little, black sack. It was made of velvet and only as big as his two fists together.

“Open it.”

Scared, horny, curious, he opened the bag and took out…rings…a tube…a lock…what?

“What is this?”

“It’s your wife’s guarantee that you will be true to yourself. That you won’t be wasting your semen down the sink. Or,” she snickered, “into her panties.”

“But…but…”

“Put it on. Now!”


PART TWO

There were two problems with putting on the chastity belt.

One, he didn’t want to. He argued, he fought, he whined, he begged.

Joan was adamant, And, finally, brutal.

“If you don’t put on that tube in about 2 1/2 seconds I am going to post the video of you whacking off in your wife’s panties.”

Miles was so desperate he considered it. The video was sort of grainy. The panties were sort of a blob, how could anybody know…just by looking…he was just…yeah, he was beating off, but, he could live with that. So…

“Post it.” He blustered. He had to stop this…this abuse of him.

“And I’ll post my other video of you.”

“What?” He started to turn a little white.

Joan held up her phone and tapped it a couple of times, and there he was…putting on her panties. His cock sticking out. Her voice:              ‘Oh, my God! You really are turned on! Look at your cock!’

His big cock. It didn’t matter that his face was red, it didn’t matter that the picture was slightly ‘cock-eyed,’ what mattered is that it could be seen that he was putting on women’s underwear and was obviously excited by it.

“But…I can’t…please…”

“Now..PUT THAT TUBE ON!”

The second problem was that his cock was once again hard.

Oh, heysoos! He thought. What’s wrong with me?

He tried to get the rings on, he tried to get the tube on, but his cock was too big and stiff.

Finally, Joan had had enough. “Come with me.” She actually grabbed his dick and pulled him through the house.

Miles was up on tip toes, trying to keep up with her. She led him into the kitchen, let go of his dick and opened the refrigerator.

“What are  you doing?” He was dreadfully confused. He had almost cum from the grip of her hand pulling him.

“This!” She pulled out a bag of frozen peas and slapped it on his dick. There she stood, one hand holding his dick, the other holding the frozen vegetables on him.

“Hey! Ow!”

“Shut, you baby.”

It didn’t feel good. His penis was jumping and throbbing, and his skin was burning with cold, and for a second he didn’t think it was going to work.

Joan watched him, her mouth in a twisted grin. “You really are a horny, little bitch.”

“Please,” he was starting to cry.

“Please what?”

“Please let me go.”

She snickered. “I’ll let you go when I feel like it. You really like the underwear stuff?”

“I don’t! I just wanted something smooth to jack off in.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Let me go,” he begged.

“Not until you tell me a couple of things.”

“What?”

“How much you love jacking off.”

“But I don’t! I just got horny when my wife…when my wife…”

“What?

“When my wife was having her period.”

“Ha!”

“Please?” he whimpered.

His cock was starting to go down. He wasn’t noticing it so much because she was so close to him he had to look at her, but she could feel it.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You repeat after me, sincerely and with gusto, and I’ll let you go.”

He looked confused.

“I love masturbating.”

“What? No! I can’t say that.”

She merely repeated the phrase, glaring at him. “I love masturbating!”

He sagged. He was almost limp, but he didn’t know it. His dick was cold and unfeeling and he thought he was hard, or he probably wouldn’t have repeated after her.

“I love masturbating.” His voice was low and whiney.

“With gusto and verve!” snapped Joan, shaking his cock.

“I love masturbating!” he yelped.

She had him going now, and she knew it.

“I love wearing women’s underwear!”

“I love wearing women’s underwear!”

“I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!”

He hesitated and she squeezed. He had enough feeling to grimace, then: “I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!”

“I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!”

“I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!”

Joan kept saying phrases, and he kept repeating them. And, while he was so occupied, she put the bag of peas aside, jammed his cock through a ring, slid the tube on his shrunken weenie, and locked the thing in place.

CLICK!

It was such a small sound…that sounded so big.

Miles looked down at his dick. He reached down and grabbed it. He pulled, and winced. All he had succeeded in doing was stretching his balls. His dick started trying to get hard.

Joan leaned against the sink and watched him with a big grin.

Miles shook the tube, he circled his package with a hand, he tried to figure a way to get the cock tube off.

Nope.

“Why?” he begged, looking up at her.

“Not why.”

“What?

“That’s better.”

“Hunh?”

“Don’t ask why. Ask what…as in ‘what can I do for you.’”

“What can I do for you?” He was thoroughly befuddled.

“My lawn, my dishes, a little vacuuming, polish the silverware and the woodwork, do my laundry, wash my dainty underthings by hand, mop my floors, dust everything, rearrange the garage, scrub the bird shit off the patio, clean my pool, wash my windows…”

The list went on and on, and the long it became the lower Miles’ jaw dropped.

Finally, “Now, put some clothes on and go cut my lawn. And make sure you trim the edges.”

“But…but…”

“GO!” she stamped her foot.

Miles got, and as soon as he was out of the kitchen Joan turned around and picked up her cell phone. She had wanted to record him in the bathroom, but she didn’t think she could get away with it. But the kitchen had turned out even better. When she got done editing…she chuckled and went home.

For an hour Miles pushed the mower. Bits of grass flicked up and stuck to his sweaty body. Under his shorts he couldn’t stop feeling his dick trying to erect. It kept pulsing and throbbing but, almost painfully, was stopped. And it sort of relaxed, for all of half a minute, and tried to get hard again. And again and again. He could feel it mushing up against the plastic. And his balls hung down below the tube, bouncing and banging around in his underwear.

His underwear. His tighty whiteys. They helped a little bit with holding everything in place, but he had a feeling that wasn’t going to last. He had a feeling she was going to make him put her panties back on as soon as she realized he was wearing his own underwear.

He finished the lawn and started edging it. He ran the edger along the walkway, around the bricks lining the flowerbed. It was actually arduous work, and he had to work it carefully inside corners and where weeds had accumulated.

Finally, he was done. Dispirited, ashamed, his head hanging, he trudged back towards his house. He cleaned the edger and hung it up, and heard his cell phone in the house.

His wife! It had to be Amy! He trotted through the garage and into the house, picked up his phone, “Amy?”

“Wrong guess, bozo.”

His heart sank. It was Joan.

“Shave your whole body and get your ass over here. You have ten minutes.”

“Shave…” but the phone was dead.

Shave his body? What? Why? But there was nothing to do about it. He went to the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The hot water felt good, and he grabbed a razor and began stripping the hair from his flesh.

Up and down the legs he went, and he realized there was a ‘grain’ to his hair. And if he went against the grain it would pull the hair up and cut it shorter. His torso was more difficult. The underarms were easy, but it was hard to see high on his chest, and his back was almost impossible. Still, he kept working and working, and finally his body, including his groin, was bare.

He sighed, and stepped out of the shower. He reached for a towel and…DING DE DE DING1

Oh, crap! He ran, dripping wet, through the house and grabbed his cell phone. He didn’t make the mistake of saying his wife’s name now. He just held it to his ear and listened.

“I gave you ten minutes!”

“It was hard!”

“Your dick? Are you saying that shaving makes your dick hard?”

“No! No! I just couldn’t reach spots.”

A snicker came out of the phone, then: “Get your ass over here. Now.”

“I need to get dressed!”

“Didn’t you hear me the other day? Naked. Now. MOVE IT!”

Helpless, Miles put the phone down and headed for the back door. In a second he was trotting across the lawn. Even though it was his backyard, complete with fences and hedges, he still worried about somebody seeing him.

He ran between the hedges and across the lawn. His package bounced ludicrously and he reached down and grabbed himself, held himself so he wouldn’t bounce.

Joan was in her bedroom, peeking out the window, filming him as he scampered, his manhood in hand, across her lawn. Her teeth were showing in a massive grin.

Miles stepped through the sliding door and into Joan’s living room. A second later Joan strutted into the room. Strutted, and well she should, for she was wearing a tight, leather outfit and holding a ping pong paddle.

“Hey, slave boy.”

Miles gaped, was stunned, couldn’t speak.

“Bend over the couch.”

“What…but…”

She grabbed his arm and pushed him, maneuvered him over the end of her couch.

WHAP!

“OW!

WHAP!

“OW!

WHAP!

“OW!

“Okay, enough for now. Kiss my paddle.”

“What?”

“You want three more?”

Miles was standing now, rubbing his red butt with one hand. “No.”

“Then kiss…my…paddle!”

She held it up and he did so.

“Excellent. Good first lesson. Come with me.”

Once again she had his cock in her hand and was leading him.

Up on tip toes he went. His face open and shocked.

“This chastity tube makes it easier to hold you.”

He began crying, little tears that kept leaking out of his eyes.

She led him into a spare bedroom. “I use this for make up and clothes and stuff. Sit here.” She turned the chair that was at the make up table around so it was facing the open room.

He looked around. A frilly, pink bed. A closet full of clothes. A dresser full of…underwear? And the make up table. What was he doing here?

She pulled another chair up to face him and said, “Give me your foot.”

He lifted his foot and she took it in her lap. She reached over to her make up table and grabbed a little red bottle.

“Hey!”

She pulled the tiny brush down his toenail.

“You can’t—“

“Quiet down, little boy. And hold still. I don’t want to have to do this again.”

He held still, and was very aware of his cock throbbing. She was aware of it, too. “Man, look at that cock pulse. This really turns you on.”

“It doesn’t,” and now he was aware that he was lying. It did turn him on.

She looked up at him, a silent look, a determined look, and he knew what she was going to do. she whispered, “I love getting my nails painted.”

He repeated, “I love getting my nails painted.”

“I love being a sissy boy,” her voice so low he could hardly hear her.

“I love being a sissy boy,” he gulped.

“Thank you for making me all pretty.”

“Thank you for making me all pretty.”

“Please don’t tell my wife…”

“Please don’t tell my wife…”

“Can I play with myself when you’re done?”

“Of course not,” she chortled.

And, the conversation, contrived and controlled, went on, and Miles was totally unaware that the home security system was recording his every move.

Finally, she started working on his face.

“I love make up,” she whispered, as she cleansed and primed him.

“I love make up.”

“There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.” She worked on his eyes, lining them and shadowing them so they were so sexy.”

“There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.”

“Make up makes my little dickie so hard.” She applied bright, red lipstick, matching his nail color perfectly.

“Make up makes my little dickie so hard.”

She sat back and inspected him. Excellent. “Stay there.”

He remained on the chair and she went to the frilly bed and picked up a maid’s uniform. Black, white chiffon underskirt, garters and nylons.

“What is that?”

“I need a maid.”

“I don’t want to be a maid.”

She whispered, “Please let me be your maid.”

His face burning, his voice was barely loud enough to be recorded. “Please let me be your maid.”

She laughed and tossed the uniform to him. “Put this on.”

Slowly, his mind short circuited, wondering what had happened to his world, he put on the maid uniform. Joan had to instruct him a couple of times, but he managed to get the bra on, and the breast forms, and then the tight, little black dress. He looked down at his nylon clad legs and his high heels and felt a shiver go through him.

What was wrong with him? Why was this turning him on? Was it just the fact of having his dick constantly strangled by the cage, or was he actually…perverted?

Joan brought a wig out of her closet and fastened it to his head. He looked in the mirror, and his legs were weak. She had shadowed his face so it looked feminine, his breasts were huge! And his curvy curves made him looked extremely feminine.

“Okay, there’s a list of chores on the kitchen table. I’ve got some work to do, so don’t bother me. Now, get to work.”

She walked out of the room and headed for her office. A moment later he heard her office door close, and a snick indicated it was being locked.

Miles stood for a long second, struggling with the excitement boiling in his chest. God, he was turned on. But he needed to get out of this…this…these clothes. And make up. He needed to be himself.

And, an errant thought, What would Amy think?

But he was caught, stuck, and…and the pulsing in his groin was exploding through his body. He felt like he was on the edge of cumming, but, of course, there was no way he could do that.

Finally, he walked out of the dressing room. He staggered down the hallway, holding the walls for balance. He had never imagined that walking in heels could be so difficult.

As he passed Joan’s office she listened to him scraping along and snickered, then she turned back to her computer. On the screen she had the films she had taken earlier in a file, and now she was downloading the home security videos. She watched, very pleased, as Miles’ face was shown, pleading, begging, and then her making him up. He made a pretty good woman, she mused.

She heard Miles puttering around, looking for cleaning supplies. She doubted he would get done with everything today, but there was always tomorrow. Then she ignored the sounds and began sorting them into a specific order of occurrence.

Miles pranced around the house, standing on tip toes, which wasn’t much because he was already in heels, and dusting everything. Oddly, he felt…sort of cool.

His calves were all bulging and shapely, his feet were stretched out. He liked the feeling of the boobs bouncing on his chest, and for a second he imagined what it would be like with real boobs. Real boobs, with real nipples. And he groaned and pressed on his cock cage. Heysoos, he was horny.

Joan fed the videos into a movie program and started editing. She snipped and clipped, digitally, and erased her saying things and linked his repeatings until it sounded like he was just sitting there, spontaneously blurting his true feelings.

“I love being a sissy boy,” he looked so deliciously helpless.

“Thank you for making me all pretty.” He did sound grateful

“Please don’t tell my wife…” That was sincere.

“Can I play with myself when you’re done?”

Joan almost jammed her hand into her own crotch at that one. She had played with men before, she liked dressing them up, but she had never had one like this. His softness, his fear, his trepidation, it all channeled into her pussy, made her wet… “Fuck!” she blurted, and she did…she rammed a hand down, slipped it into her panties and began diddling herself.

She watched Miles on the screen, transforming into a sissy, and she played with her button. With her other hand she massaged one breast, got a hold of a nipple and pulled it, right through the cloth, she felt herself igniting way down deep. Oh…oh…FUCK!

Miles dusted, and he polished, and he vacuumed. Then he went into the kitchen, and the longer he worked, the more he danced around the house in high heels, the hornier he became. His dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop it from trying. Sometimes he would just stop what he was doing and squeeze his chastity tube, Pooching his butt back and squeezing and his mind just sort of going white hot blank.

Then, no satisfaction, and somehow even hornier, he continued with the cleaning. He did the dishes, and scrubbed the cupboards, and he wondered, what is going on? Why am I so horny? Sure, I haven’t

squirted for a few days, but the feel of these nylons, the air under the dress, the feel of the bra restraining him…it was too much. He was desperate. Every step he took he could feel the tube holding him, it was like a big hand was massaging his privates every second, yet it wasn’t massaging enough to make him cum. Just enough to make him want to cum…more and more and more.

At five o’clock Joan came out of her office. She looked a little funny, a little blowsy, a little distracted, but her eyes sharpened up when she saw him. She grinned and thought about the four orgasms she had given herself while watching him clean the house.

“Go home, Miles.”

“What?” There was a part of him that didn’t want to. He liked cleaning the house like a woman. He liked being dressed up.

“Go home. Fix yourself dinner. Have a few drinks. Be back here in two hours.”

“Oh,” that lifted his heart.

He started back towards the dressing room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He stop, was confused, “To take off this uniform.”

She stared at him for a second, then nodded. He noted how tired she looked.

“Are you okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” she sighed. Then she straightened up, forced herself into motion, and pushed him towards the dressing room.

He got undressed under her watchful eye. He hung the clothes up and placed them in drawers. He was naked, and suddenly missing his feminine clothes, and he realized that he was going to have to go home with no clothes on.

He started to leave, but she said, “Sit down.”

He sat.

She freshened up his make up, then handed him a tube of lipstick.

“Keep this with you. Make sure your lips are red and juicy always.”

He held the gold tube, looked at it, then nodded. He was so confused. He liked the taste of the waxy lipstick, but he was starting to realize, now that he was naked except for make up, that he was doing something he shouldn’t.

“I can’t come back,” he tried. “My wife. My wife won’t understand…”

Joan grunted, then, “See you at seven o’clock.”

Miles walked out of the house. Once home he made a pot pie and drank a drink. And another one. And another one.

Yet the booze didn’t seem to make him drunk. Just a little tipsy, and he realized that his state of sexual excitation was stopping him from getting drunk. The sexual feelings he was having were better than drunk.

Drinking his drinks, he watched the clock. Second after second the hands closed in on seven o’clock. He wished they’d hurry up.

“Amy! Did you get the video?”

“Oh, my God! Is that really my husband?”

They were connected by Facetime, and both of their faces showed high amazement.

“It is. Girlfriend, I have to tell you, I’ve played with boys before, made them dress up, but this is…he is the most…natural sissy I have ever seen.”

“My husband is a sissy.” She was stunned and shocked and amazed, but, also, wet. “You’re sure.”

“You saw him.”

Amy’s mother suddenly appeared behind Amy. “I knew it.”

“Mother!”

“I always told you he was a little soft for a man.”

“But he works! He plays football with the guys! I’ve even seen him smoke a cigar!”

Joan and Amy’s mother were quiet, but they were looking at each other over the Facetime, and Amy’s mother was nodding slightly, showing her pleasure with being proven right.

“Look, Amy, men can be manly and still be sissies. In fact, sometimes the most manly of men have a deep desire to submit to a strong woman. They are hard chargers in the work place, in charge of other people, they actually need to submit to someone to balance out their lives.”

Amy opened her mouth to speak, then shut it.

Joan continued her push. “Look, I know it’s a big pill to swallow, but we can prove it. If you’re brave.”

“How?”

Joan began to explain, and behind Amy her mother began to grin.

Miles stood up, he hadn’t gotten dressed, he didn’t think he needed to. He had a feeling for what was going to happen when he returned to Joan’s house. And it didn’t involve him wearing shorts or jeans.

He looked at the clock. Tick. Tick. Tick. Then, his heart starting to speed up, it was seven o’clock.

He stood up, gulped the last of his drink and headed out the door. Ten seconds later he was standing in front of Joan’s sliding glass door. For a second he was confused. Should he knock? Or walk in?

Heck, she had seen him naked, had dressed him up. He had done her housecleaning all day long. He pushed the door open and stepped in.

Joan was waiting in the living room. She had the paddle again. And a hard look on her face.

“You’re one minute late.”

But he wasn’t. He knew he wasn’t.

“Lay on the end of the couch.”

He could have complained, told her her clock was too fast, but he didn’t. Something inside him was rejoicing, and he quietly laid down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck in the air. Breathing rapidly. His cock  trying to bust his plastic cock cage.

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

And she was hitting him harder, really laying into him.

“Don’t you ever be late again!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

“You didn’t freshen your lipstick!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

“Stand up.”

He stood, and she sat down on the couch. “Kneel in front of me.”

“I…I…” there were tears on his face, and his cock, he had never been so excited in his life.

He knelt.

She put a hand under his chin and held his face. “You’re a bad boy, but don’t worry. I’ll fix you.”

More tears streamed down his face. Not from the pain, but from the relief. He didn’t understand what was happening, but he was glad. Glad.

The only fly in the ointment was that he didn’t know what he was going to tell his wife.

“Now, you have a lot of work to do, and you won’t be going home.”

“I won’t?”

“Nope. You have to clean the house. I mean REALLY clean the house. Not half assed like you did before. And tomorrow you’re going to paint my house.”

“The whole house?” He was dazed.

“Yes. And then we’re going to…” she listed his chores, enough chores to take a week. He listened, and was dizzy, and his mind wasn’t working, and he was so happy he—“

DING DE DE DING!

Joan stopped talking and picked up the phone.

“Hi, Amy! Sure, he’s here. I was using him to move furniture around. Uh huh. Sure.”

She turned the phone on speaker.

“Hi babe, that’s pretty nice of you to help Joan out.”

“Uh, hi,” Miles managed.

Amy didn’t seem to notice how abrupt he was, or to read anything into his manner.

“Listen, I’m going to spend the week here. Is that okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.” He hardly knew what he was saying.

“So you have fun and—“

“Amy?”

“Hi, Joan, yeah?”

“I’m having some work done, can I use Miles this week?”

“As much as you want. If he doesn’t answer his phone I’ll know where he is.”

“Excellent. Thanks, girlfriend,” She arched her eyes at Miles. Miles didn’t know whether to groan or throw his arms up in celebration.

“Okay, then I’ll see you. Love you Miles. Be good.”

“You, too. Honey.” He blurted.

Amy didn’t take any notice of his awkwardness, and hung up the phone.

Miles handed the phone back to Joan.

Joan was staring at him with a big grin. “Well, I guess we know what’s going to happen. Right?”

Miles, feeling like his chest was going to explode, nodded. He was incapable of speech.

“Now, freshen up your lipstick, dry your tears, and I’ll show you where you’re sleeping tonight.

Glumly, but giddy, Miles nodded.

He slept in a little doggie bed at the foot of her bed.

He watched her, and lusted after her, as she flounced around in a sheer baby doll.

She used him every day. He painted and washed and cleaned, all in sexy clothes. A maid outfit, a negligee, a housedress.

He brushed her hair three times daily, and attended to her bath. He soaped her and rinsed her and dried her body. All the while, his prick leaking pre-cum by the bottle. To be that close to her large breasts. To have her tug on his cage. Even when she spanked him he got excited.

On Friday night things reached a peak.

“Miles!”

He hurried into her room, and stopped. She was lying on her bed, not a stitch of clothing on.

“Get me off.”

His face was an open book, and his eyes kept blinking and blinking.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“I…I…”

She sat up, “Don’t make me get the paddle.”

He fell to his knees.

She grinned. “Now crawl over here and do me right.”

Do her right. OMG!

He knee walked over to the bed, where she lay back with spread legs.

“Well, come on, get busy.”

“What…what do you want me…”

“Use your tongue, stupid. Don’t you even know how to make love?”

“But…I’m married.”

“Don’t worry, you’re not going to squirt. And your wife said I could use you this week, so stick out that tongue and get to work.”

Maybe if Amy hadn’t told him to do what Joan said…maybe if he hadn’t been so brow beaten and trained for a week…maybe he could have refused. As it was, he crept up on the bed, crawled between her legs, and started licking.

“Oh, yeah.” Joan sighed and closed her eyes. Lick me, use your fingers, and when I get close use this.” She reached under a pillow and took out a vibrator. She placed it on the bed without looking.

Miles kept licking. Long, loving laps up her labia. Then he kissed her clitoris, pulled it with his teeth, sucked on it like it was a little teeny peeny.

Joan moaned and grabbed her nipples. She pulled them, and arched her back.

Miles used his fingers. Inserting first one, then another, then another. Three fingers inside her he could feel the ridge surrounding her hole. His knuckles slapped into her pussy and Joan groaned with pleasure.

“Now…use the vibrator.”

He picked it up, touched it to her, which made her gasp, then pushed it slowly inside her.

“Oh, fuck! If you only had a dick like this!” She opened her eyes, looked down at his face between her legs. “God, I would love to fuck your bone till I exploded.

Then she lay back and waited.

Miles pushed in and pulled out. He turned the vibrator on. He spanked her pussy with his fingertips, and suddenly Joan was arching and bucking.

“FUCK! YES!” She twisted and writhed and clamped her thighs together.

Miles was half caught, so he just kept the vibrator inside her until she calmed down. Then he withdrew.

Joan sighed. “Now. Go to sleep.”

Excited, his cock raging in the cage, Miles lay down in the doggy bed. He listened to the sounds of Joan tossing and turning, then slipping into a light sleep. Soon her snores started to build.

Miles lay there, as awake as he had ever been. He didn’t know what to do. His wife would be coming home one of these days, but…but…he admitted it to himself: he liked this lifestyle.

Finally, an hour later, he slipped into a doze, and then slept.

Saturday morning, and Joan was up early. She slapped Miles’ ass and dragged him out to the garage. In the middle of the garage was a large box.

“Open it.”

Miles grabbed a knife and slit the edges of the box. Inside was a curious mix of wooden parts.

Joan sat with the instructions and read them off. Miles put the thing together.

It was some sort of a horse. A sex horse. It had four legs, and a padded center plank. There were four, little platforms attached to the legs.

“Hop on. Let’s try it out.”

Miles laid down on the center plank. His head could fit on it, but his butt stuck out a little. Still, it wasn’t too bad with his elbows and knees on the little platform.

“Okay, you all comfie?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good.” She took several leather straps out of the box and put them on him. She buckled the straps and his arms and legs were fixed to the legs of the sex horse.

“Excellent,” Joan murmured.

“Hey, I can’t move.”

“Precisely the idea.” She wrapped a leather strap around his midsection. Now he was truly tied down. The tightening of the body strap had, however, made him arch his back and his butt was pooched up into the air. His caged cock and his balls hung down.

“What’s this for?” he asked.

Joan didn’t answer. She simply walked into the kitchen.

Miles looked around. He was alone in the garage. The garage was sideways on the property, so no passersby could see him, but still, he was tied in place, he couldn’t move, and he was starting to worry.

Suddenly Joan came back out. She was holding a drink with a straw.

She sat down, cross legged, in front of him. She pointed the straw into his mouth.

He sipped, then asked, “What’s going on?”

“Graduation day.”

“Huh?”

“And we’ve got a crowd coming to see you graduate.”

“Hey!” But his exclamation was weak.

He struggled, but the struggle was weak, not that it would have mattered if he was able to struggle with any strength. He was fastened in place with no hope of escape.

For a few minutes Joan sat and kept feeding him bourbon and Coke.

Miles sipped, and his mind was going a million miles an hour.

What was going on?

Then, he heard footsteps.

Click, click, click.

And more clicks. Dozens of clicks.

He was gasping now, and truly struggling, but it was no use. A herd of women, all in high heels, was coming up the driveway.

“Take it easy, Miles. They all know about you. They’ve all seen the videos, and now they want to see you.”

“But…but why?”

“Because you are an inspiration. All men should learn to be like you.”

“But I don’t want—“

She touched a finger to his mouth and pressed. He shut.

“Everybody knows about you…but you. It’s time you found out the truth of you.”

“Let me go!” He begged, large tears forming and dripping on the garage floor.

“Hi, Joan!”

“Hey, Joan.”

“Is this Miles?”

Women crowded into the garage. They crowded around him and touched him. They touched his back, his caged cock, his face.

“Please…please…”

“Hi, Miles.”

Miles jerked. “Amy?”

His wife sat down where Joan had been sitting, right in front of him, and they were face to face. Behind her her mother stood and watched, her arms folded in satisfaction.

“I was so pleased to find out about you.”

“Honey, I…she trapped…what?”

“I was pleased to find out that you’re a sissy.”

Around them a couple of bottles of champagne had made appearance, and the women were chatting and drinking. Most of their chat was about him.

“He looks so strong.”

“That cock is turning red. How long has it been since…”

“Are we going to take it off?”

Miles asked, “You like it when I…when I…”

“I love the idea of you serving me. Being at my beck and call. I’ll tell you the truth, your male posturing was getting a little old. I mean, who made you the boss of us?”

“But I…”

“Hush now, dear. We’ll talk more later. Right now Joan wants to graduate you.”

Amy stood up and moved away.

“Okay, ladies,” Joanie dinged a spoon against a champagne flute. “Your attention please.”

The talk quieted down and Miles lay on the bench, his whole body burning with embarrassment, and yet…and yet…

“First, I am going to unlock Miles’ cock. Remember, to lock a cock is good, but you do have to allow it release every once in a while. You don’t want your men growing all red and puffy and suddenly exploding, right?”

Laughs and giggles surrounded Miles.

He felt hands, Joan’s hands, inserting a key into the little cock lock. then the tube slid off. Oh, GOD! His dick unfurled and he felt the first taste of freedom in a long week.

“Now then, Miles, I’m going to release you, and I want you to simply stand up and face us. Don’t run. Okay?”

Miles nodded. Small tears dribbled down his cheeks.

“And try not to cry. It so messes your make up.”

He nodded again, but he couldn’t stop crying.

Then he felt hands, several hands, undoing the buckles that kept him tied down. Thirty seconds later he was getting up, pushing off the bench and standing behind the sex horse. A circle of women stared at him. They were all smiling, and nodding, and they looked pleased with him.

Pleased? With him?

“Now then, ladies.” Joan was at the head of the horse, watching him. “For graduation I think that it would be appropriate if Miles would take matters into his own hands.”

Miles looked around. Women urged him on.

“Grab your cock!”

“Beat it!”

“Come on, sissy!”

He was confused, but their emotion, their concerted thought, guided him. Slowly, he placed a hand around his erect shaft.

“Yeah!”

“Do it!”

“Go, sissy boy!”

He realized that they wanted him to play with himself, to…to jack off.

His breath coming in gasps, he began to stroke himself. Up and down.

The ladies cheered.

Their approval, the way Joan and Amy and her mother smiled at him and encouraged him.

And he was so damned horny! The week of teasing, being locked up and unable to touch himself, it all combined, and he stroked harder. And harder.

“Go! Go! Go!” the ladies built up a chant, and he stroked, and somebody stepped forward and pinched his nipple. His wife came around and cupped his butt cheek with one hand.

He was close…close…

“Go! Go! Go!”

And, finally, he did it. Knees shaking, the hot lava shot up his shaft and exploded into the air.

Cheers literally raised the roof of the garage. Everybody was yelling, congratulating him, showing their appreciation.

He stood there, exhausted, his hand still holding his cock. His cock was growing limp and the last dribbles of cum fell to the floor.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself.

Then the ladies were surrounding him, pressing in, patting his back, touching his penis, one even held his balls.

Joan came through the crowd, held his arm up and yelled. “The first official graduate of the Ladies’ Sissy Society!”

Now Miles was crying again, but not tears of embarrassment or humiliation. Rather, years of happiness.

Somebody pushed a glass of champagne into his hand. He sipped, and Amy came and put her arm around him. “She whispered into his ear… “Now we know.”

And they did.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


My Husband the Girl!

A manly man experiences the sissy side


PART ONE

“Oh, no! You aren’t coming in here!”

“I’ve got to get cleaned up! I’ve got to wash this smell off!”

“Do it outside!”

“It’s cold outside!

“Well you’re not coming in here!”

I stared at my wife through the big picture window. I was almost ready to vomit from the smell, but she didn’t care.

“Janey, it was an accident. Come on…”

She folded her arms and glared at me. Funny, she was such a sexy woman, got the nice boobs, long hair, such a chipper personality, but right now she looked like the wicked witch of the west.

“Johnny, take off your clothes, and don’t put them on the porch. There’s a hose at the side of the cabin.”

I sighed, and slumped. She wasn’t going to let me in. I went to the edge of the porch and stripped. I took off my shirt and sailed it down the hillside. Then my pants. Bundled and thrown. Underwear followed. And I still stank.

I walked down the steps and around the side of the cabin. I felt so naked. Nothing but a penis that insisted on getting erect, and two shoes that I was going to have to hope I could get the smell off of.

What smell, you ask?”

The smell of Pepé Le Pew. The odor of a pole cat. The stink of a skunk. Yuck.

I unrolled a couple of loops of hose and began washing myself off. It was brisk out, and the water was cold, but I forced myself to wash myself thoroughly. I even grabbed a stiff brush that was sitting on a barrel next to the hose and tried that on my skin. I quickly tossed that idea.

“Hey!”

I looked up. Janey had the bathroom window open it was right above me, and she tossed me a bar of soap.

I missed the catch and dropped the soap in the mud. I heard her laugh, but when I looked up she was gone and the window was closed.

So I scrubbed, and scrubbed, and lathered, and lathered, but the smell wasn’t leaving. I was freezing now, but I knew Janey wouldn’t let me in. I could see the headlines now,

Man Freezes Because of Skunk!

“Hey, neighbor,” I spun around and covered myself up.

It was Sam Thompson, from the next cabin up. He was an old fellow with a wisecracking grin.

“I see you’re into cold showers. Maybe this will help.”  He handed me a can of tomato juice. I stared at it.

“It’s the only thing that will take off the skunk smell.”

“Really?” My teeth chattered hopefully.

“Sure as shucks. Well, see ya.”

“Thanks,” I called after him. He just raised a hand and continued across the hill towards his own cabin.

Fortunately, there was a pop top on the can, and I popped and dumped the red contents on top of my head. The soup smelled a lot better than skunk piss, and I slathered down my body, then finally rinsed, and was surprised when the skunk smell went away. Like it had never been. Who woulda thunk?

Smelling a lot better, and even feeling better, though I was shivering and shaking, I went back up on the porch and knocked on the door.

Janey came to the door and gave me a suspicious look. “Are you clean?”

“Yes, crack the door and smell.”

She did, and she smiled, and opened the door. Quickly I slid into the cabin.

“Oh, Geez,” I muttered, “what a vacation.”

Janey laughed, then she felt me and frowned. “You’re freezing.”

“Yu, yu, yu…yeah.” My teeth was clicking like castanets and I couldn’t stop my body from shaking.

“Well, sorry. It was funny when it happened. Let’s get you into a hot shower.”

She led me to the bathroom, turned the water on, then shoved me in. I could hardly move by now. Heck, my core temperature had to be dropping.

I stood in the shower for ten minutes, and slowly the shivers slowed down. But I was still cold. I stepped out of the shower and Janey toweled me off. My once proud boner was nowhere to be seen.

“Poor boy,” Janey said, toweling it off.

I stared down at the little raisin. I was so cold I didn’t really care.

“I’ve got to get some clothes on.”

“Well, get some clothes on.” She slapped my ass and I headed for the bedroom. In the bedroom I lifted my suitcase up on the bed and opened it, and stared.

“Janey?”

She sauntered in.

“What’s this?”

“What’s what?”

I turned the suitcase and held it up so she could see. She frowned, reached into the suitcase and pulled out a dress. Then she looked at me. “It’s Lana’s suitcase.”

“Lana was my twin sister, and she was supposed to come to the cabin with us, but had bailed at the last second.”

“But…where’s my suitcase?”

“I…I thought this was yours.”

I stood, starting to shiver a bit, “I don’t have any clothes?”

“You…” she opened her own to check her clothes, then turned to me. She shook her head, and there was a hint of a smile.

“What’s so funny.”

“My hubby is going to put on a fashion show.”

“I’m not going to…”I shivered, unable to even finish my sentence.

“So you’re going to freeze to death?”

“I’m not wearing my sister’s clothes.”

“She won’t care.”

“That’s not it.”

“What is it?”

“It’s the idea! I mean, I’m not a girl!”

“Not even for one night so you can stay warm?”

I stood there, and knew she was right. I mumbled, “Okay.”

She grinned and turned Lana’s suitcase upside down. “Everything but the kitchen sink. Look, she even packed her make up. She eyed me, then eyed the make up.

“What?”

“Nothing.” Yet it seemed she was sighing.

She took out a wool dress, and held it up. It was brown, suitable for walking in the woods. “Just the thing. Come here.”

I came, and she helped me wiggle into the dress.

“Don’t I have any of my own underwear?”

“Nope. Besides, what does it matter? Your little fellow looks all tuckered out.” She giggled. Then she looked down at my crotch with an expression of surprise.

“What?” I looked down.

My cock was growing, and fast.

“Holy crap! You’re a transvestite!”

“I am not!” But my dick was full size and throbbing. “I’m just getting warmer.”

“You haven’t been in that dress long enough to get warm. Look at that boner!” She looked at me. “Johnny, I never knew!”

“Stop it!”

“Johnny’s got a boner! Johnny’s got a boner!”

I stomped out of the room. And it was hard stomping when your teeth are still chattering.

“Hey, wait a minute!”

“What?”

“You need to put on a tummy shaper.”

“What for?”

“To keep your boner down!”

“I don’t care if—Oh, my God! This is turning you on! Me being in a dress is turning you on!”

And it was. Her face was flushed, her eyes were sparkling, and there was this horny expression on her face.

“Honey, I need you to put on a tummy shaper.”

“Don’t want to.”

“But your boner is ruining the lines of your dress!”

“It’s not my dress!” I was almost yelling.

“Wait…shhh, shhh, it’s all right.”

She was hugging me then, and patting my hair. And, if she had been a man she would have had a boner. As it was, I knew she was getting wet.

“Listen to me,” she said, her face against mine, her hands reaching under my dress and stroking my dick. “The tummy shaper might be kinky, but it’s going to help you get warmer.”

“Oh, geez!”

But, unfortunately for me, she was right. And I really wanted to be warm. I caught a glimpse of my face in a little, square mirror on the wall. My face was actually blue.

“Come on,” she held my cock and pulled me, and I felt myself going with her. Shivering, but getting all hot down there in bonerland.

In the bedroom she picked up a long tummy shaper. The material was stiff and I stared at it with a grimace. “Really,” I said, rather rhetorically.

She said nothing, just pulled my dress off and helped me into the tummy shaper.

If was long, flared over my hips, and high, pushing up on my pectorals. And it was tight. It was more like a corset, but she had called it a tummy shaper.

She pulled the dress onto me and I stood there. The body of a woman.

I mean, it really was the body of a woman. I was a slender fellow, and this thing tightened the waist and flared the hips and it made me actually look a little curvy.

“Oh, man.” I said, and my boner was really hard now. But it was trapped, made to point down by the shaper, and that made me pooch my butt back a little.”

Janey smiled, she didn’t dare laugh, and said, let’s get you some leggings on.

But she didn’t pull leggings on to my legs. She unrolled nylons. I stared down at my now sleek legs.

“You should have shaved your legs.”

“I’m not shaving my legs.”

“Honey, if you knew how you looked,” she licked her lips. “Now, here.” She handed me a furry type of scarf. “Put this around your neck.”

I did.

“Now, lay on the couch and see if you can sleep.”

I lay on the couch, and at first I thought I was not going to be able to sleep. I was still cold, but she pulled a couple of comforters on me, then crawled under the covers and held me.

Then she wiggled out of her clothes. “It’s too hot for me,” she explained.

She held me, and slowly, slowly, the shivering stopped. I could feel her soft breath on my face, and she kissed me gently.

“Jeepers, Johnny. This is too kinky for words.”

“What?” But I was already starting to drift. My body needed to sleep, to recharge, to overcome the effects of near freezing.

“I’m not into girls, but a transvestite, I could live with that.” She paused. “Really live.”

I felt her hands on my chest.

“You would look so cool with boobs. Long hair. I’m going to give you a make over.”

“Uh…” I could barely hear her. The last thing that registered was her kissing me and holding me and saying, “I love you , Joannie.”

Then I was out like a light.

“Uh…” I stretched, and came awake.

The cold night had passed and I felt right as rain. I sighed. The heavy curtains were drawn back and the sun was shining in the big window. It had gotten warm under the covers, and Janey had taken one comforter off.

“Janey? Babe?”

“Right here,” she called. She was in the kitchen and she sauntered into the living room. She was holding two cups of coffee and she put them down on the coffee table. She smiled and looked at me. And…she had the most curious expression on her face.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. You just…that dress looks really good on you.”

“That again,” I snorted. “Well, I can’t wait to get out of it.”

I lifted the cup of java, it was hot to my hands and I rolled the cup between my palms.

Janey kept staring at me. I caught her and she quickly looked away. Curiouser and curiouser.

“Listen, you can run into town and get me some jeans and a couple of shirts. Maybe even a thick jacket.”

“Well, uh…”

“What?”

“Why don’t you just keep wearing the dress? And she’s got other stuff in the suitcase. Sweaters, blouses, more nylons.”

“Honey, you don’t understand. I am a man. That’s a ‘man.’ M…A…N. And I need man clothes. Jeans, plaid shirts, pockets for cigars, hockey sticks…the whole nine yards.”

She looked disappointed, but she still had a weird look on her face. And she seemed to be really focused on my face. What was wrong with the woman?

“But, babe…” then she stopped, an idea had occurred to her, and she asked, “How’s your dick?”

“What?”

“Still got a hard on?”

“What?”

But, problem, I did. Well, heck. The way it was all trapped by the tummy shaper, and the feeling of the nylons on my legs…it was all sort of…sexy.

“You do!” She chortled and clapped her hands. “I knew it! You like women’s clothes!”

“I do not!”

“Does so! Does so!”

I was getting irritated, so she calmed down. I said, “Why don’t you head for town. The sooner I get ‘male-icised’ the better I’m going to feel.”

She sighed. “Okay. Let me go get ready.”

I sat on the couch and sipped the rest of my coffee. I listened to her humming in the bathroom. When she came out, all made up and ready to go, I smiled. She was a world class babe, large bosoms, wasp waist, curves on her curves, and all made up she could have been a model, or an actress, or something.

She smiled at the look on my face. I stood up, prepared to pass her and head for the bathroom myself, but she hooked my arm and pulled me around. She walked out to the porch, grabbing the car keys on the way, and turned to me.

“Are you sure you won’t wear a dress for me?”

“Sorry, babe.”

“Not for Christmas, or my birthday even?”

“Honey…” I started.

She stopped me with a finger to my lips. She was staring at my mouth fixedly. She leaned forward, tilted her head slightly, and pressed her red lips to mine. Her warm breath was intoxicating, the feel of her soft lips made me feel my boner, struggling and writhing down there. Then she backed up, put a finger to my lips again. I figured she had left a bit of lipstick on me and was brushing it off. Then she looked up at my eyes and smiled. “I’ll be back in two hours. No jacking off while I’m gone.”

“I don’t jack off.”

“I’m just sayin’…” she laughed, then she flounced down the steps, popped into the Jeep, and waved on her way down the wiggly trail to the main road.

I stood and watched her tail lights. Man, what a girl. And I did have an erection, but I liked to think it was for her. Not some kinky idea of hers. I mean, me as a…a cross dresser? Or, what had she called it? A transvestite? Hunh!

I heard the sound of Sam on the hill, rattling a wheelbarrow or something, and I jumped back into the cabin. All I needed was an old cob like Sam seeing me in a dress. Man, I would never hear the end of it.

I walked across the living room, into the bathroom, humming and bopping my head back and forth. I would turn up the music, read a bit, and—I froze.

I turned white.

My heart stopped.

In the mirror…my face…my lips were a bright red.

I put a trembling finger to my lips and touched them.

I knew, immediately, what had happened. Janey had put lipstick on me while I was sleeping! That’s what she had been staring at me so weirdly for!

I rubbed the lipstick with a finger. It didn’t smudge. I must have had it on for a long time, and…I finally saw the writing on the mirror. It was written in red probably her lip liner, and it was across the bottom of the mirror.

‘Johnny, it’s not coming off. It’s lipstain. I can get it off later in the week, but you might just as well accept it. See you in a couple of hours…beautiful.’

I rubbed the lipstick…the lipstain…again. No. She was right. She hadn’t just put a coat of waxy lipstick on my lips, she had stained them.

I opened the medicine chest to look for something to get the stain off, and I saw the lip stain tube. I quickly picked it up and read the fine print.

Guaranteed to last a week.

A list of chemicals.

But nothing on how to take it off.

Of course, women would know how to get it off…but then I considered. This was stain. When I stained wood I actually changed the color of the wood. I couldn’t take paint thinner and remove stain. So the same thing must be true for the lip stain.

I said a dirty word or eight, and—

KNOCK! KNOCK!

“Fuck!” I whispered.

I went to the hallway and peaked at the front door. Through the little panes of glass I could see Sam Thompson.

KNOCK! KNOCK! “Johnny? Are you all right? I seen your wife take off and I thought…you all right in there?”

My mind was racing. I didn’t say anything. I figured he would just get tired and go away. Maybe assume I had gone for a walk or something. Then I heard the sound of keys rattling in the lock.

“Hey!” I yelled. “I’m okay! I’m in the bathroom!”

The door opened and Sam entered. I remembered he was slightly hard of hearing.

“Johnny? You okay, boy?”

“I’m fine! I’m in the bathroom!”

But I wasn’t, and he could see the side of my body, and the shape of the dress must have confused him. He stepped closer, to the side, and peered at me.

Fuck! Why hadn’t I jumped back into the bathroom. Now I couldn’t leap across the hall without being seen.

But I was going to be seen anyway.

Sam stopped, his eyes arched up, and his mouth opened. “Johnny?”

“Oh, crap,” I stepped out.

He started to laugh. He didn’t even try to hold it in. He just started guffawing and slapping his thigh. “Johnny, boy…I guess it’s Johnny girl.”

“Oh, shut up.” I walked past him into the kitchen. My hand was trembling as I picked up the pot of coffee and poured a cup.” I watched the brown liquid splash into the bottom of the cup, raise the level to the top. I sighed and turned to Sam, who was almost rolling on the floor.

“I brought the wrong suitcase. This was all I had and I had to get warm. Then Janey put this lip stain stuff on me while I was sleeping.”

“Sure…sure.” His laughter became chortles and chuckles. “I understand how you young folks like to get all kinky and everything.”

“I’m not kinky!”

He stopped laughing for a second, though his face was contorted as he tried to suppress, then he pointed at my crotch. “Seems you are.”

My dick was pushing the dress out obscenely. The head of my dick was plain to see.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I snapped. I grabbed an apron and pulled it around my waist. There was still a bulge, but it was still pretty obscene.

Sam started towards the front door, still laughing, and I had a thought: “Sam…do you have any clothes?”

He turned to me, his face twisted in a big, crooked grin. “Sure, I got lots of clothes.”

“How about lending me some?”

“Not on your life.”

“But why not?”

“Because, Johnny girl, last night I had a good looking gal for a neighbor, and a nice enough looking fellow. Now I got two good looking gals.”

“But…”

“Of course…”

“What?”

A sly look crossed his face. “If you was to maybe get down on your knees, do a little…you know…with your pretty, red mouth…maybe then I could get you some clothes.”

“Get the fuck out of here!” I snapped.

He just laughed and sauntered out, chuckling and chortling and having the time of his life.

I sat down on the couch and stewed. I was wearing a dress. And my lips were red. And I was…what the hell had Janey been thinking?

For an hour I just sat there and was pissed, and, finally, I stood up and went into the kitchen. We had brought a couple of bottles of bourbon, and a case of Coke, enough to last me two weeks, but. I had the feeling it was going to last me two days.

I clattered some frozen water into a glass, splashed a bit of bourbon over the cubes, then popped a top and poured a touch of Coke. Bourbon and Coke. A man’s drink. Some called it ‘Coke high,’ and it was an old drink, designed to put hair on the chest of the man so imbibing. So I imbibed.

Three hours later I heard the sound of the Jeep coming up the drive. I was pretty high, but not drunk, which was weird. But, I hate to admit this, I had slowed down my drinking to go upstairs and look at myself in the full mirror.

Well, I had to!

The Jeep stopped and I sat up, and the world shifted slightly.

I heard the car door slam, and Janey’s heels clicking on the drive.

I stood up and went to the door.

She climbed the stairs, and stopped half way up. She grinned. “Are you still pissed off?”

“Yup.”

But she figured it out. “But you’ve been drinking.”

“Yup.”

I stood and leaned against the jamb. Posing like a floozy. She chuckled, and came the rest of the way up the stairs.

“Good. ‘Cause we’re not done.”

“We’re done,” I stated emphatically.

She threw a bunch of bags on the couch, then turned to go out the front door. “I’ve got to bring some more stuff up. Fix me a drink, lover.”

She walked out the door and I blinked owlishly, then I went into the kitchen and made her a drink. One bottle was half gone. This stuff wasn’t going to last long.

I brought the drink back to the living room as Janey tossed more bags onto the couch.

“What the heck?”

“Fortunately for you,” she took a big sip. “I had the foresight to get some more bourbon.”

I smiled. I lifted my glass. “Here’s to a lost weekend.”

We drank, then she went down to the car one last time. This time she brought up several bags, in one of which was three bottles of bourbon. I smiled.

“Okay, lover, it’s time to get to work.”

“Work? I just want to put on some real clothes.”

“You will, but first you have to get rid of your body hair.”

“What?”

She held up a bottle of Nair. I stared at it.

“Put this on your body, not your head, wait fifteen, and then rinse.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

“I want my jeans and plaid shirts. Like cowboys wear.”

She stepped up to me then. She didn’t hug me…she just reached down and lifted my dress, and hugged my dick with her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed.

“And you will get a fuck. Probably the best fuck you’ve ever had, but first you have to do what I say.”

“Don’t want to be a girl.”

“Your dick says otherwise.”

“Dick doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“Dick knows all, sees all. Now, do you want to spend a lousy two weeks, sleeping downstairs, wearing one dress, or do you want to let me do my magic and help you have a good time?”

I was silent. The cabin was spinning ever so slightly, and I forced myself to focus.

“Johnny, nobody will ever know. But what you are doing, you all dressed and made up, you have no idea what it is doing to my pussy.”

She kissed me then, and the world really whirled, but in a good way. I felt her hand stroking me as she nibbled and chewed on my face. I felt my dick ready to spurt, wanting to squirt, then she stepped back.

“You are making me so fucking wet. If you play a little dress up with me then I will suck you until your asshole puckers, and I will fuck you until are stupid.”

She kissed me again. Moved into me and plastered her world class body against me. I could feel her boobs, and the weird thought came into my head: she wants me to have tits!

She stroked me until I was about ready to pop. then she let go and stepped back. Her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering with excitement. “God, I am so wet. You’re going to have to follow me around with a bucket and a mop. Please, Johnny…Please, please.”

Kissing me again.

And, somewhere in there, I mumbled, “Okay.”

Well, what was I supposed to do?

In thanks, she dropped to her knees and began sucking on my penis. Her tongue was magic, and I felt the rough buds caress my underside. Shortly I was ready to pop, but she didn’t let me. Doubtless she was afraid that I would cum, and then back out.

She stood up, kissed me again, and I tasted my own cock on her lips.

Fuck, what she was doing to me.

Finally, she stepped back, totally out of breath, and said, “Nair. Now. Get going.”

I took the pink and white bottle and headed for the shower. I got out of the dress and tummy shaper, which was a relief and…not a relief, at the same time. A relief because my belly relaxed. But, oddly, I liked the feeling of being encased and supported. I wondered if that was part of the things that made me erect. One thing was sure, Janey wasn’t entirely wrong when she said the dress was making me hard.

I slathered the goo all over, especially in the crotch and armpits. I even managed to wipe it on my back. I stood in the shower, humming an old Doors ditty. “Let’s swim with the tide, uh huh…” and after a few minutes I felt a slightly uncomfortable sensation. Into the shower I went, and shortly my short and curlys were all swirling down the drain. I toweled off, then went back into the living room. Janey was waiting for me.

“I’ve set up here,” she was at the kitchen table. “So just sit down and keep still and I will do things to you that you never dreamed of.

I sat down, there was yet one more drink on the table, and I took a sip.

Janey began pushing a little sponge across my face. “This will cleanse your pores.”

“Oh.” I was watching out the window. Two squirrels were chittering and running around a tree. It looked like a mating ritual. I couldn’t tell which was the male and which was the female.

“This is primer. It’s going to make your skin smooth and prepare it for other stuff.”

“Oh.” Again with the ‘Oh.’ My dick was pressing up hard against the underside of the table. Was I really this kinky?

“This is concealer. It’ll hide little imperfections.”

Janey took her time. I just sat there and enjoyed the throbbing of my dick, and wondered at myself. I was a guy, damn it. So why was I all turned on? Why was I enjoying her putting goop on me?”

She continued, putting on and explaining things like blush and bronzer, then she started in on my eyes.

“Hey!” I yelped when she began plucking my eyebrows.

“Oh, shut up,” she said, conversationally. They’ll grow back. You can be a bushy, old Tarzan by the time we go home.”

So I said nothing more, and later I would be a bit surprised. My eyebrows would be thin, feminine arches, and I doubted they would be growing enough to fill in when vacation was over. But, and this also surprised me, they looked good. They totally changed my face, made it a bit more oval.

“Now, you’ve already got lips, but let me put a bit of gloss on them. That will make the lipstain really pop.”

She coated my lips using a small applicator, then she sat back. “Oh, yeah. This is good. Wait until you see.”

I started to turn, to look into the little mirror on the wall.

“No! Not yet.”

I looked at her. I felt so weird, yet…it was a good weird. It’s like that feeling where your hair is standing on end, but it was sort of sexual at the same time. I know my dick was certainly standing on end.

“We have to do your nails, and I have a wig…”

“A wig? You bought a wig?”

“Guilty. Put your hands here.”

I put my hands flat and she fitted some fake nails to them, then began painting the nails.

“This will match your lips.”

I stared at the color. The lip gloss must really be bright, because my fingers were really bright.

“We’ll do your toes tonight. Right now I want to get the wig on you and see you in heels.”

“You got heels?”

“Your sister had heels. She packed some clodhoppers, for hiking, but she also packed some fancy heels, good for going out on the town.”

She went to the couch and rummaged through the bags. She lifted out a box and opened it. She took out a brunette wig.

“Perfect. It’s even close to your natural color.”

She put the wig on my head and fastened it to my own hair. I tried to move it and succeeded only in pulling my hair. This wig was going to stay in place.

“Okay, first, I got you a corset.”

“A real one?”

“Are there fakes?” she quipped. “Of course real. We’re going to girl-icise your figure, pop in some breast forms, and then you are going to be a true killah!”

“You got breast forms?” I gulped.

She looked up at me, then leaned forward and very slowly, very gently, with her eyes open, touched her lips to mine. she backed off, and her eyes were gleaming. She licked her lips. “Oh, God. I want some of that.”

“So let’s do it!”

“Not until you’re ready, and we’ve enjoyed ourselves for a while.”

We both gulped a little then, and she got out the corset.

She wrapped it around me and began fastening hooks and pulling on ties. Slowly, I began to lose the ability to breath.

“Take shallow breathes. We’ve still got a ways to go.”

“Okay!” I was mocking being breathless, but she moved back and stared at me.

“Do that again.”

“What?”

“Speak in that tone of voice.”

I mocked breathless again, and she clapped her hands joyfully. “That’s perfectly feminine. Talk like that all the time.”

“Really?” I mock spoke.

“Oh, honey, you are perfect!”

Then she made me more perfect, pulling on the corset strings until I couldn’t take a deep enough breath to speak like a male at all.

“Okay. Let’s attach your stockings. How’s Mr. Happy doing?”

“He’s pointing down. But if I sit he’s going to pop up.”

She giggled. “Be careful when you sit.”

She clipped my stockings to the straps dangling from the corset, then she pushed two large breast forms into the cups on top of the corset.

“Wow,” she said.

“Too big?” I asked, looking down at the mountains on my chest.

“Nope. Perfect. Dress time.”

She held up a blue wrap around dress. It showed lots of leg, shiny, sleek leg, but not a lot of cleavage. But it did stand out in the chest. I mean, I was big!

“Are you sure these aren’t too big?”

“Nope. I mean, yep. They‘re not too big. Put your foot into this. I put one hand on her shoulder for balance and lifted my foot. She slipped one of Lana’s high heels onto my foot, then the other one.

I stood, tottering, trying to figure out the balance of standing on heels.

“Okay, lover, check yourself out.”

I went to the little mirror, but couldn’t see much more than my rather stunning face. I mean, my face was not even remotely masculine. The make up, the way she had shadowed the lines of my face…I was a woman.

“Can’t see my body.”

“You want to try walking upstairs?”

“Not a chance.” Just the few steps I had taken had almost felled me.

“Try the mirror in the bathroom.”

I stood a bit outside the bathroom. I could see all the way down to my thighs, and…I was a woman. I had a woman’s shape, especially in the boobs. My waist was small and dainty, my butt looked rounder than it was. Apparently the corset was pushing down on my fanny and causing my hips to flare.

“Whoa,” I said.

Janey stood next to me. “Nice, eh?”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Now,” she turned me to her. “I need you to admit something.”

“What?”

“Wearing these clothes, the make up and the nails and the hair and all…it turns you on.”

“Well, no…I…”

She touched my cock, just a bulge in my dress, and I groaned.

“Honesty, babe. You’ve been erect since we started this, and you and I both know that people who lie are miserable, little sots.”

“I’ve drunk enough to be a sot.”

“You know what I mean.” She put a hand on my big tit. I couldn’t feel it, but the idea…the idea was sexy. And her other hand snaked under my dress and pressed on the bulge in my corset. “Admit it. Be honest.”

I stood there, totally turned on. And not just be her roaming hands, but by the thought of what she was saying. Was I a transvestite? A cross dresser? It appeared that I was. But…that wasn’t her question. Did it turn me on?

“Uh…”

She arched her eyebrows and watched me.

“Okay.”

She made a heavy sigh. “I knew it.”

And I was embarrassed. “But I’m…”

She covered my red mouth with her hand. “Don’t try to think or explain, or justify. Just enjoy.”

I nodded. Truth, while I couldn’t stop thinking, there was a part of me that didn’t want to think. “Okay.”

“Okay, then, let’s go.”

“What?” I suddenly panicked. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, girlfriend, you are all dressed up, and we have places to go.”

“I’m not going anywhere!”

She laughed. “Oh, yes. You are.” Then she grew serious. “
I did a good job, and nobody can tell that you are a man. Just hold your purse in front of Mr. Happy, then we sit down at a booth and get waited on.

“I can’t do that.”

“You can’t NOT do that,” she insisted. “Listen, we got you all dolled up. You’re a woman in looks. Now it’s time to be a woman in action. It’s time to go out and experience the looks, listen to lame pick up lines, and let people buy you drinks.”

“Honey, I don’t think…” blah, blah, blah.

She listened, ignored me, and somehow I found myself being pushed out of the house.

“Careful with those steps.” She held one of my arms and I used the other hand to hold onto the rail. I descended to ground level.

“Excellent. Can you make it to the car?”

“I think so.”

I walked, rather, staggered, across the driveway. I made it, but I was glad to put a hand on the car to steady myself.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Yep.” Then she altered the old Cindy Lauper song. “Girls just want to go crazy!”

She walked, quite easily, to the driver’s side of the car and took the keys out of her purse.

“Hey?”

“You aren’t going to drive. Not in those heels.”

Well, that a blow to my manhood, but not a big one. So I sat in the passenger seat and was glad to get off my heels.

Janey put the car in gear and we whizzed off down the drive.


PART TWO

“Now, listen,” Janey said, as we cruised the main street of the little town, Hold on to me when you walk, try to put your feet on a line, and everything will be fine.”

It was Saturday night, and the main drag was pretty busy for a small town. We watched in amusement as high school kids pressed the accelerators and made their engines roar, then jerked a foot or two only to do it again.

On the sides of the street were the staid moms and pops. I wondered what they would think if they knew I was a man in drag. Probably shit in their old fashioned drawers. I mean, this was small town America.

We went along with the bumping of cars down the street. Janey turned up the radio and we snapped our fingers and looked at each other and giggled.

Yes. I giggled. A grown man.

But my high pitched, squeezed out voice couldn’t do much more.

We came to a tavern. A big old A frame, really, but we could see inside the windows. People were drinking and dancing, and there were still a couple of spaces in the parking area, so Janey pulled in.

“Oh, God,” I blurted.

“She got out and came around to me, helped me out of the car.

“Yes, turn the knees first, then stand. Don’t go flashing any of those good, old boys.”

She laughed, I almost cried, but I was committed now.

She walked slowly, and I held on to her, and we made it. And I even noticed a couple of cowboy types staring at us with grins.

“Oh, no,” I whispered.

“What?”

“Cowboys!”

“Goodie,” and she giggled and we entered the tavern.

It was the local hot spot. There were booths against the walls, then a layer of tables and a big square area for dancing. A three piece band stomped their feet on a small stage and banged their guitars and basses and a piano. They wailed away, and they weren’t half bad. I mean, they weren’t the Eagles, but they could make the Eagles happy. At the moment they were cranking out ‘New Kid in Town.’

While I felt weird and awkward and more scared than a rabbit at a convention of coyotes, Janey was bopping her head and swaying.

“Table or booth?” asked a waitress, chewing gum madly.

Janey looked at me, and I knew she didn’t want to just sit at a table. She wanted to dance, but she also knew she had to get me settled. 
A booth,” she told the girl.

We followed the girl through the crowd and wound up in a corner booth. A little big for us, but that was okay.

We slid in and Janey said, “Two shooters, tequila, and two beers.”

The waitress swiped the table with a rag and headed for the bar.

“Wow,” I said, and before I was done with the word a couple of fellows were leaning on the table. “Hey, girls, you want company?”

I wanted to scream no. Janey watched me and knew I was panicking, but before she could say anything, before the guys could even shove into the booth, a big body moved up behind the guys and moved them aside. “Hey, fellas, thanks for keeping an eye on my girls.”

It was Sam, and he slid his bulk into the booth.

I had no choice, I moved, and was moved, and then he was sitting with his arm around my shoulders. The two guys looked at each other, shrugged, and headed for greener pastures.

“Sam?” blurted Janey.

Sam grinned, showed his strong teeth. “I seen you gals heading out and thought I’d tag along. You don’t mind, do ya?”

Well, of course I did, but what was the alternative? More cowboys with their groping, wandering hands?

“Well, uh,” Janey was blinking and trying to figure out what to say.

“Sam came over earlier. He, uh, saw me.”

Sam grinned. “Yep. I seen the purtiest, little gal. And now I got two of ‘em.”

“Oh.”

At that moment the waitress showed up, put the two shooters down in front of us, followed by two big mugs of cold beer.

“Can you get us a couple more shooters? And a pitcher?”

The girl nodded, and Sam watched us. “Well, bottoms up, ladies.”

Janey and I looked at each other, a shrug was in our eyes, and we picked up the shooters. A quick tilt and we were done. The hard liquor burning down our throats and making our stomaches happy. We placed the glasses on the table, and saw that Sam had a beer in each hand.

He tilted one, chugged it slowly. His Adam’s apple worked, and quicker than a baby drools, he was chugging the other one. He placed both mugs on the table and said, “Whoo!” And he turned to us. “You gals can drink as much as you want. I’ll be the designated driver.”

The waitress appeared with more beer, more shooters. Sam pushed the shooters in front of us and we stared at the narrow glasses. I had almost been sober, but I wasn’t going to be for long.

Sam leaned forward. “I said, I’m designated. Now drink up.”

“I don’t think—“

“Or I’ll rip that wig off’n your husband, and that dress, and let the world see what’s what.”

He sat back, satisfied, and waited.

We had no choice. We tilted the shooters, and experienced another burn, not so hard, and more alcohol slipping into our systems.

We sat, and Sam was actually a conversationalist. He talked about things he’d done and seen, people he had known, jobs he had done, and, after a few more shooters we were relaxed and keeping up with him.

Janie excused herself for the bathroom. She got picked up for a twirl or two, but made it to the little girls room. Sam shoved me. “Move over, girly.”

Sam was big and strong, and I didn’t have much choice. And when Janey got back Sam motioned her to slide in on the other side of him, And there he sat, each arm around the shoulder of a girl, and the whole room was staring at him enviously.

“You like being a girl? Johnny?”

“I—“

“He’s never tried it before,” Janey interjected.

“Well, you tried it now, so what do you think?”

“Uh, I guess it’s okay. We didn’t—“

“You know, it’s funny, Your tit feels good,” I realized he was fondling my boob. I couldn’t feel it because it was fake. “But it can’t compare with Janey’s nipple.”

I looked across him and saw that he was moving his big, thick finger over her nipple. Her nipple was erect, plain to see in her dress, and she had a confused look on her face.

“Sam laughed. “Take it easy girl. Enjoy it. I ain’t gonna do anything you don’t like.”

Janey looked at me, and I couldn’t stop blinking. And Sam went right on diddling her nipple.

“Oh,” Janey gave a shiver and Sam guffawed. He turned to me. “That’s girls for ya. They want to pretend they don’t like it, but they’re just as horny as any guy. Say, have another couple of drinks.”

On the stage the combo was into ‘Heartache Tonight.’

We drank some more, and now Janey and I were getting red-eyed.

Sam suddenly said, “Come on, let’s dance.

We stood up, and I almost fell down, but Sam put his arm around me. Jane swayed, and he caught her, too. I realized we were really smashed.

We went out onto the dance floor, Sam with his arm around each of us, supporting us, and we began to sway. I was sweating with alcohol, Janey was almost out, and Sam slowly danced us to the entrance.

“Come on, gals, time to make our getaway.”

He supported us as we went out the door. He took us to his big truck and opened the door. He lifted Janey in, then I got in. I sat next to Janey, held her up, and Sam went around and got in the driver’s side. He drove out of the parking lot, got onto the main road, and sauntered along. He had one arm around Janey’s shoulder, and his hand was dangling down, cupping her breast.

“Hey!” I said, drunkenly.

“She’s sure got a good set,” he said, hefting one of Janey’s boobs. “You’re a lucky guy.”

I didn’t know what to do. I was drunk, he was twice as strong as me, and Janey couldn’t feel a thing.

“I wish you wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“A, hell, girly girl. It’s time to lay out the facts of life.”

“What facts?”

“One of you girls is going to fuck me tonight.”

“What?” My voice rose up, and it did nothing but sound more feminine.

“I said, I’m going to dip my dipstick tonight, now the only question is…which one of you lovelies is it going to be.”

“You’re crazy!”

“Yup. And that’s my good side. So who’s it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He just laughed. Shortly we came to the turn off and he headed up the long road to the cabins.

He pulled up to our cabin, taking the spot our Jeep usually took, and got out. He rounded the car and opened the door for me.

I stared at him, I was frightened, but I was also…I don’t want to say this…hot.

Under my dress, scrunched down by my corset, my dick was struggling. It wanted to stand up.

But this thing, this situation, it was wrong.

Sam helped me down, then reached in and picked up Janey. She snuggled into his arms, put her hands around his neck. He kissed her forehead and walked up to our cabin.

“Come along, Johnny girl. You ain’t given me your answer yet.”

I followed him up the stairs. He pushed the door open, entered, and put Janey gently down on the sofa. He turned to me.

“Okay, Little Miss Sunshine. Which one is it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He reached forward and grabbed my biceps. His hands were big, work toughened hands. He squeezed, and I staggered. “Ow!

He was about as strong a man as I had ever seen. His grip was like each finger was a vice grip, and the pain shot through me.

“I don’t like to get rough, youngster, but I rescued you girls from them cowboys, and I shown you a good time, and it’s time you showed me a good time.”

I said nothing.

“Okay.” He pushed me towards a chair. “You sit there and I’ll have my jollies with Janey. She won’t feel a thing, but me…I’m going to be feeling mighty good.”

He began to unbuckle his belt.

“What’s she like, Johnny girl? Is she a tight, old snatch? Is she going to squeeze my pecker ’til it spits?”

“Hey!” I moved towards him with a balled fist.

He laughed, put a big hand up and pushed my face. I went back and sat down in the chair behind me. Then he dropped his pants.

He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his dick was just as big and gnarly as his work toughened hands. He turned to Janey and started to lift her dress.

“Hey!” I was up again.

He looked over his shoulder at me.

It was my wife laying there. She wasn’t totally out of it, but she was dazed, didn’t know what was happening.

I couldn’t let him take my wife.

“I’ll do it.”

Sam smiled a big slice of teeth. “That’s my girl. I like a little fight, but…not fighting is better. You want to grease up, first?”

“I stood there, and realized what I had gotten myself into. His pecker was long. It hung half to his knees. And it was veined. And the blood was starting to pulse. Before my eyes it began to stand up.

“Big, ain’t it. But, don’t worry. I know how to be gentle. You want to grease up?”

I nodded.

“Well, get to greasing. Times a’wasting.”

I hurried into the bathroom. The sooner I…I did what I had to do, the sooner Janey would be out of danger.

I grabbed a big jar of lube and brought it out to the living room. I scooped a couple of fingers worth, bent over and reached under my dress, lifted the lip of the corset and shoved a big glob into my asshole.

“Here, better give me some of that.”

He took the lube and slathered his cock with it. I watched as his cock rose to its full size. It was a monster. Throbbing. Pulsing. As I watched a big drop of pre-cum formed on the head and dripped.

“Okay, why don’t you lay over the end of the couch.”

I walked, rather waddled, around the couch.

Janey was awake now, still out of it, but staring at us. Trying to figure things out.

I laid over the end of the couch and Sam came up behind me. “Hey, Janey girl. You awake?”

“Uh…” she mumbled. She was watching me, watching the way Sam came up behind me, then she realized what was happening. Through her drunkenness her mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry.”

“Hell, don’t be sorry. Johnny’s gonna be getting what he’s been wondering about.”

I felt his big hands spreading my cheeks. Spreading my legs, then his fingers were working my rectum.

For a big guy he was surprisingly gentle. He poked and prodded, and gently inserted, and before I knew it he was rimming me with a couple of fingers. The lube was sufficient, and the feel of his rough fingers against my orifice…it felt good.

Janey leaned to me, curled a hand around my cheek. Tears began to seep out. “Johnny.”

Sam pushed, and his big cock came into me. I felt like I was taking a shit, but the turd was too big. My mouth opened, my eyes widened.

Janey couldn’t stand it. She leaned forward and kissed me. She held my face and swallowed my mouth with hers. And somewhere in there, the fear of pain, the concern for me, it transformed into horniness.

Sam gave me a moment, then he began to saw in and out. His big tool pulled, and I felt like I was being turned inside out. Then he pushed, and I felt like I was being turned outside in.

Janey kept kissing me.

The pain in my butt went away. I began to push back, and Sam muttered, “That’s a girl. You know you want it.”

Janey kept kissing me, crying, and yet her tongue started working, and she was suddenly kissing me like it was her fucking me.

For a long minute we were all doing what we do. He was fucking, I was getting fucked, Janey was crying and raping my mouth.

Then I felt Sam start to squirt. It felt like his big penis just swelled up and spit out big globes of white semen. I could feel the slithery fluid seeping down the sides of his pummeling cock, then it was dripping out of my ass.

Then he stopped. He rested. He put his hands on my ass and just stared as Janey kissed me.

“Damn, she got all hot over this.”

Janey stopped kissing me and looked at him. “You bastard.”

“Yep. But, tell the truth…you want it.”

I was bent over, helpless, his weight still on me. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breath and I felt so weak.

“I…I…”

“Come on, girl. You been dyin’ to diddle all night. You was turned on by Johnny girl, but now you want a real man. Push come to shove, you need a real cock. Not a girly, little peeny. Come on, admit it.”

“I…”

Sam leaned over my back and took her hair in one fist. He lifted her, and I could feel his cock in my ass. It was getting hard again.

He lifted her and kissed her. And where my kisses were soft and gentle, his was a rough slap in the mouth.

And, yet…she liked it. She moaned, and I tried to look up.

Then, his cock now rock hard and firmly lodged, he pulled her dress off.

Janey gave a small shriek, but it wasn’t protest, it was surprise at his strength.

“Okay, Johnny girl. Ya done good, but it’s time to let the first team take over.”

He pulled his cock out of me, and it felt like my whole insides were being pulled out. Then I felt his cock slapping against my ass, and the space in my rectum felt so very, very empty.

He picked her up, lifted her, and lowered her on his dick.

I was half turned, but I couldn’t get turned all the way over Still, I could see what was happening. She settled down, engulfed his big monster with her little pussy, and she gave a groan that raised the hairs on my back. The non-existent hairs, I should say.

Then he was standing there, pants around his ankles, lifting her up and down, sliding his big cock into and out of her.

Jane held on, her arms around his neck, her face buried into his body.

“Oh, God!” she groaned.

I tried to get up. Sam stopped and pushed on my back, and when I kept trying to rise he simply turned and sat on me.

And he fucked my wife. He used just his arms to jounce her up and down on his big penis. And I could feel every bounce of her weight onto his lap. I was helpless, I couldn’t move, all I could do was sit there and feel his weight as he fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.

And fucked her.


EPILOGUE

Janey and I didn’t talk about that night. Yet, it wasn’t awkward.

I mean, it was obvious that she liked what had happened, that she wanted to be fucked, and not necessarily by me.

And me, I guess I wanted to be fucked, too.

So we didn’t talk about it.

But we did fuck.

We made love a couple of days later, and we made love more and more as our vacation continued. Slowly, we got used to the idea of how changed we were. By the end of the vacation we were fucking like rabbits, and laughing and excited.

I wore girl clothes the whole time.

I told her I liked girl clothes, and I would wear them anytime she wanted.

She said she liked that.

We saw Sam every once in a while. He’d be working in his garden, or sitting on his porch, and he would wave. At first we ignored him, then we started to wave back.

The morning we left Janey went over to his house. She spent a long time over there, but they just talked. She told him we would be back next year.

He said he’d look forward to it.

Then, we were all packed, and I told Janey to sit in the car for a moment, and I walked over to his cabin.

“Well, howdy,” he grinned at me. “You want to come in?”

“No…no…”

“Well, what can I do for you.”

So I told him. And he unzipped his pants and I went down on my knees. I was still wearing girl, and Janey had put my make up on, and I took him in my mouth.

“Well, well.” He marveled, then he came.

I stood up, gulped, shook his hand, and then went back to Janey.

Janey had sat in the front seat and had a clear view of us.

I came back, didn’t say a word, and put the car in gear. We drove down the long drive and I glanced at her. She had a pleased smile on her face.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


My Mother’s Panties

Hog wild first time feminization!


PART ONE

“Hello, Auntie.”

Aunt Maggie stared at me through the screen door. She was a tall woman, a couple inches taller than me, and she dressed severely. Black woolen dresses, skirts below the knee, no cleavage at all, in spite of the fact that she obviously had large bosoms.

She stepped closer and inspected me. Her face held no expression. It wasn’t an unkind face, but the lack of emotion made it somehow mean.

“It’s me. Kyle. Your nephew.”

She sniffed, loudly, and for a moment I thought she was going to refuse me, just tell me to go home. Leave.

“Gen’s boy.” More of a snort.

“Yes, ma’am.”

There was something so stiff and rigid in her that I felt like I was being called on the carpet even though I hadn’t done anything.

“Well, come in.”

She didn’t open the door, just undid the hook. I pushed the screen door inward and stepped into her house.

She had lived in the same large house for all of her 40 years. Her parents,  which were my mother’s parent’s, and my grand parents, had birthed her there, and she had lived with them until they died, and then she just kept continuing to live there. Siblings came and went, but Aunt Maggie just stayed.

I followed her into the depths, staring at the ancient wallpaper, the cracked linoleum, which must have been new during World War Two, and furniture that was likely antique.

But not rich antique, just well preserved and common antique. Tubular chairs in the breakfast nook. Worn chairs with built on ottomans. Lamps that held ancient bulbs.

But, old or not, everything was clean. And polished. I wouldn’t give a plugged nickel for the life of a spider in that gloomy home.

I followed her through the living room, turned left at the breakfast nook, and climbed a flight of stairs. My bag was heavy, but it was all I had, so I did’t leave it setting in the foyer. Though I was in a relative’s home I was loath to let go of my worldly belongings.

Down a corridor. Lots of rooms, but then it had held a family of eight children once upon a time. That family had dispersed, however, except for the one aunt.

“This is your mother’s room.”

Never a more temporary invitation had I heard. I looked into the room. It was large, but felt…stuffy. I realized that the drapes had probably not been drawn since my mother struck out on her own; this was a room that had seen little sunlight.

Aunt Maggie turned and brushed past me. A strict, silent woman. A woman seemingly uninterested in her nephew.

I stepped into the room and placed my bag on the floor.

The bed was okay, a bit larger than I was used to, and it had a dreadful, pink cover. My mother had slept in this room.

I pulled back the drapes and blinked. Plenty of sunlight invaded the room and exposed the dust. Back here, in the north forty, it wasnt’ so spotless. I tried to open the window, but it was stuck. Then I realized it was nailed down. Huh! Nailed down so my mother wouldn’t escape? Leave in the middle of the night with her lover? To run to a far part of the state to have me, her illegitimate child?

My heritage, or lack thereof, had never been a secret.

In fact, it was sometimes thrown up at me.

A girl who chased her dreams, and found them to be…less than satisfying.

I sat on the bed. It was soft, and a slight poof of dust rose up.

I stared around the room, my new home. It was outfitted with a large dresser, a closet with the door shut, a small writing desk.

I sighed. I wanted to lay back, but I knew I would have to clean everything first.

My new home.

Then I did fall back—the hell with the dust—and let myself feel a bit of the despair in my heart.

“She hated living here. Called it a snake pit. You know what a snake pit is?”

We were sitting at the big table, in the dining room. Though the nook would have held us just fine.

Aunt Maggie was sipping her soup. I was stirring mine. Potato soup with a few vegetables thrown in. Auntie thought it was sustenance, I thought for a rabbit.

“A pit with snakes in it.”

She ignored my answer and said, “There was an ancient practice of throwing insane people into snake pits. They would either get sane, scramble to safety, or die.”

Her statement was delivered coldly, matter of factly, yet there was a hint of suppressed excitement hiding in her voice. The first bit of emotion I had ever seen in dear, old Auntie.

“I always hated your mother for leaving.”

I stared at her. Talking about insane people…she had just segued from one topic to a different one with no connecting logic.

“I loved her, she was my only hope, then she left. Ran away with that bum, and I was left to deal with momma and poppa.”

“May I be excused?”

Her face came up, her eyes inspected every inch of me. There was hostility there, but it seemed to relax and seep away even as she stared at me. She made a flick of her fingers. I pushed the chair back and went back to my room.

I lay on the bed. On my back. One knee up and the other leg crossed over it.

I had shaken the pink cover in the hallway, sending a spray of dust down the length of the hallway. Replacing the spread I had laid down and considered my life.

Mother was dead, not that she was any fount of security and blessings. Father had disappeared shortly after I was born. Aunt Maggie was the only relative I knew about. I knew her parents were dead, but I knew nothing about her brothers and sisters.

I sighed.

I guessed I would go to school. There was a junior college nearby, and while I was only an average student, it seemed the best option. I could get a job, maybe flip some burgers, and work my way out of…what had she called it? This ‘snake pit.’

I sat up. I was not tired, just bored, and in me boredom bred nervous energy.

I considered my room. Twelve by twelve and empty of memories. Except for those of my dead mother, who had escaped the place first chance she had.

I stood up, placed myself in the middle of the room and turned a slow 360.

Just furniture. Blank, old, featureless furniture.

I was assailed by a sadness. I had inherited that which had driven my mother away.

I moved my bag to the dresser, time to unpack, and opened a drawer.

It was filled with bras, and tummy shapers, and garters and nylons and such. I blinked…and I smiled. Life had just gotten more interesting.

Potato soup. I stared at the thin broth. Apparently this was Auntie’s diet.

I stared across the table at her.

She didn’t look up. “What?” Without any real interest.

“I’m sorry, Auntie, I’m not used to broth. Do you have anything else.”

Now she looked up, and her head was slightly tilted, as if she was surprised by my request. She blinked once, a shuttering of the eyes in slow motion, then she looked down at her soup.

Man, what a kook. And I knew I was going to have to get a job pretty quick. Potato soup was going to get old real quick.

“No,” she whispered. But she appeared to be thinking, actually having a thought. I hoped it didn’t hurt her head.

But, the good news, she didn’t notice my bra straps. Of course I had worn a plaid shirt over my tee shirt, no reason she should notice, but that’s half the fun of cross dressing. Being in a position where you could get caught.

Not that I wanted to get caught. I just wanted that excitement bubbling in the chest. I wanted to feel my cock surging against my pants…my panties.

“May I be excused.”

A flick of those long, slender fingers. I rose, and stopped and stared at her for a second. She wasn’t an unattractive woman. Her face was smooth and unlined, her hair…she should let it out, and her lips were full.

Of course, maybe my observation was just the horniness rising in me, horniness bred by my kinky underwear.

She looked up.

I picked up my soup bowl. “I’ll wash this.” I left the table. I could feel her eyes on my back as I stepped into the kitchen.

Mother’s room was a trove of hidden sexuality.

I suppose it should have creeped me out, handling her underwear, but I had taken care of her for a year before she died. I was familiar with her underwear, her body functions, and a lot of unpleasant end of life things.

So her underwear didn’t creep me out, but excited me in a way that I needed. I needed to get over the idea that putting a bra on her was a duty, that cleaning the mess out of her diapers was my life.

I needed to look at dainty underthings like they were an adventure.

The dresser was stuffed with her sexuality. Soft, clinging things. Straps and materials that supported and encased. Sleek sheens of legging material.

She was a woman with a deep sexual nature.

Yet, I had seen nothing of that.

I had seen a tired mother abandoned by love, sentenced to raising a boy.

I had never seen her go out on a date, or even interact in any meaningful way with a man.

She just took care of me and lived a featureless life.

Yet she had, in her history, an abundance of clothes to make her sexy

Why?

I knew what had happened, but why had she accepted this…this dinge of personality for herself?

In her closet were clothes. Fine, silky clothes. Clothes would reveal her ample bosom. Clothes that would allow her to walk down the street and be assured that every male eye within sight would be focused on her.

And heels. Lots of high heels.

And I perceived the depth of love. She had given her sexuality up for a man who had left her.

She must have thought he was more sexy than all the clothes she possessed.

Or did it break her heart to leave her trappings behind? Did she pine, in the late night darkness, for her shell, her cover, her…essence?

Huh. There were things here I didn’t understand. but then, who ever really understands people?

I began wearing mother’s night gowns to bed. I loved the soft, slithery feel of the sexy material sliding over my skin.

I loved to wear a bra underneath, stuffed with crumpled up nylons. I loved to stare at the mirror on the dresser, see myself encased by sex.

Her tummy shapers allowed me to compress my waist, not that I was that fat. My hips would flare a bit then, and the sheen of nylons would aid the illusion.

I didn’t want to be a woman…and I did.

I would lie awake late into the night, imagining, feeling myself, my hand slowly stroking, feeling the veins and the pulsings. Sometimes I would just hold myself and feel the blood ripple through my veins.

I took a job as a stock boy in a Big Lots. It wasn’t a difficult job, mostly I just filled shelves with gimcracks. I had a dolly for the heavy stuff, and even the big furniture was dealt with easily.

I usually went to work in the morning, stocked the place for the day, and was off by ten. Four hours of work, not a lot of dealings with people, and I enjoyed the feeling of garters around my waist, of stockings under my jeans. When the material rubbed I almost swooned. Funny, there was less sensation with stockings on my legs, but there was more imagination, and imagination is the root of all horniness.

I took a couple of classes at the local college. One easy one, music appreciation, where I learned the difference between Bach and Beethoven, and one difficult one, Calculus and Analytic Geometry. Oddly, I liked the calculus better than the music. Still, it was enjoyable to sit up, late at night, and listen to the Moonlight Sonata while I contemplated a page full of equations.

Of course, it was all made more enjoyable by sitting at the small writing desk, my long hair pinned up, my bra stuffed, my penis pounding madly in my panties.

Sometimes it took me a long time to do my homework, distracted in this manner, but that just made for a longer session of pure enjoyment.

Auntie made a dish. Hot dogs and beans. But it was…real food! Solid food, and I stared at it in wonder. Having deposited the plate in front of me, she rounded the table and sat down in front of her bowl of potato soup.

I looked up and spoke in a heartfelt manner. “Thank you.”

She might have grunted, she might not have, she just lifted her spoon of broth to her lips and sipped.

Oh, God, it felt good. To have real sustenance slide down my throat. And, the taste. Mmm.

I devoured it, and suddenly stopped and looked up. Aunt Maggie was staring at me. But she quickly lowered her face and resumed her soup.

But I had caught her. the look in her eyes. Something alive, and wondering.

Maybe it was the fact that she had shown consideration by fixing me real food, maybe it was just that I was starved for communication from this silent person, but I blurted: “What was Mother like?”

She held her spoon motionless for a moment, then resumed sipping. I decided she wasn’t going to answer me, and I went back to eating my beans and dogs. I was just starting to scrape the dish with my own spoon when she whispered: “She was beautiful. She was the most beautiful of us all, and she had all those wonderful clothes. I loved to watch her get dressed up. I would watch her whirl and spin and watch herself in the mirror. Then she would come to me, kiss my forehead and say, “Maggie May, one day you will do this.

“But she left. And I didn’t.”

Then she was silent, and my mouth was open. She had revealed a depth of personality I had not suspected. She had told me more, in that short monologue, than a year of cleaning my mother’s diapers had told me.

I stared at her. She spooned her soup, then her soup was gone, the bowl empty.

She pushed back from the table. She stood and stared at me, her eyes fixed and glittering in the gloom, and she pushed her bowl at me. “Clean this.” Then she turned and disappeared into the house.

‘Clean this,’ a command, but I didn’t mind it. Actually, I liked it. It gave me purpose in this old house. I wanted to do something to deserve my room and board.

I took our bowls into the kitchen and washed them, dried them, and placed them in the cupboard. All the while thinking about Aunt Maggie and my mother, two young girls, one about to break free…into prison, and the other to stay in prison and satisfy her life with but a brief imagining.

I worked all week, at work by six, done by ten. Off to college for a few hours. An evening of listening to classical music and wearing slithery underthings…and solving arcane problems of the mathematical mind. It was a routine, and very comfortable, and I was starting to think about future classes, what I would do to prepare myself for my life. Where I would go, what I would do.

It was exciting, and made more exciting by the secret under my outer clothes. I took to wearing a bra always, nothing in the cups when I worked or at school, and lots in the cups when I was alone, listening to Brahms or Strauss, studying my math.

And Aunt Maggie fixed more dishes. Spaghetti. Hamburger. And, one night, spam and mashed potatoes. God, that was good, and I complimented her. “This is delicious, Auntie.”

She smiled wanly, and watched me eat, and suddenly said, “Mother knew how to cook. This is just cans.”

I didn’t say anything. I was enjoying the ‘just cans,’ and it didn’t seem like she wanted a response.

Then: “You should read Shakespeare.”

“What?”

She stood up and left the table. She went into the living room, with its couches and tall bookshelves, and returned a moment later. She placed a book in front of me.

It was thick, and heavy. The edges of the pages were smooth gold. The paper was thin, but sturdy. The cover of the book was dog eared, and I could see bends and nicks in the pages. The cover was brown with gold printing, and a big picture of a man and a woman…dancing? In the middle of a weird garden?

The Riverside Shakespeare

“Start with Romeo and Juliet.”

“Thank you, Aunt Maggie”

“And just call me Maggie.”

“Maggie.”

This moment, it made me feel adult as nothing had ever done. Elevated. Presented with a solemn gift.

That night I hurried through my math and opened the expensive pages to Romeo and Juliet. I listened to Chopin, who seemed somewhat period, at least I believed so, and entered another world.

Capulets and Montagues, swords and bawdy laughter, two people so in love they courted, and married, death itself.

It made mincemeat of Star Wars and all that robotic silliness.

I sat in my gown, entranced, and sorted through the old language. At one point I became so excited I actually stopped to masturbate.

I didn’t often masturbate, preferring to just feel the horniness, but this…this was too much.

Who was this Shakespeare dude? That he understood what actually went on in the hearts of lovers?

And I stopped, closed the book. Lots more to read, but much to think about.

My mother was a star crossed lover. She had betrayed her lineage and run away with a boy.

But the boy had proved to be as her family told her, not worthy.

Was her life sad? Did taking care of me, until I was old enough to take care of her, satisfy her?

Or should she have just taken the poison?

Oddly, I thought that she had. She had lived a life so dour she had finally contracted illness and waned away…until her organs imploded and…she was destroyed by Romeo.

It was a thoughtful me that went down for breakfast the next morning.

Auntie was up. She usually wasn’t. Most days I fixed myself a quick breakfast and hurried off to work. And this was a weekend, which made her early rising even more of a mystery.

The mystery was resolved quickly, however, when, as I ate my cereal, she blurted, “Did you like the sex and violence?”

Sex and violence? Now that was weird. R & J was about love. “I don’t understand.”

She sniffed. At least not a snort, but she said, “Read page 342 closely. That’s where the fun starts.”

I didn’t even finish my breakfast, I just stood up, trotted upstairs, and returned to the table with the book. Under Auntie’s watchful eye I opened to the page and read…and didn’t see it.

Auntie quoted:

‘Therefore I will push Montague’s men from the wall and

thrust his maids to the wall.’

I stared at her blankly.

Then she showed the first bit of real excitement I had ever seen of her.

“They are going to kill the men and rape the women.”

“What?”

“Read it, and don’t just read the words, have at them.”

Have at them? What a curious phrase. Yet I bent and read, slowly, and I saw it.

Aunt Maggie saw that I saw it. She blurted, “The text is filled with innuendo and sly digs. They ‘draw their swords’ as if they are presenting their pricks, they hold their ‘naked weapons,’ they kick dogs and fill cemeteries with…”

She stopped talking. Looked down in thought for a. brief moment, then stood up and walked away.

I was actually a bit stunned. I had just had a glimpse of her soul.

Her passion for the written page revealed a passion for life that was…stunted.

Her life was hidden in this house, her joy of life was absconded by a sister who awakened her, then left her before her dreams could start.

Romeo and Juliet was a tragedy, but not just in the whimsy of medieval Italians. It was tragic in what it revealed in peoples’ heart of hearts.

Still, I was fascinated. I finished my breakfast, my head buried in the thick book, then I walked upstairs, again, my head in the book.

And I read, until I felt like the book was reading me.

“What is that?” Auntie had fixed pork chops and apple sauce. Real applesauce, off the tree in the backyard. She stared at my laptop.

“It’s a computer.”

She blinked.

I couldn’t believe it. The woman had never seen a computer. But then, she rarely went out, and then just to the old market down the street. Her car was a 1941 Cadillac, that never broke because she never drove it, and she only had a small black and white TV. With rabbit ears.

She was a living time machine, her channel stuck in a virtual non-electronic time.

“How does it work?” She rounded the table and stood behind me.

I pulled up a browser window. I typed in ‘Riverside Shakespeare, ‘and the cover of her book popped up.

She actually gasped, and bent down and scrutinized the old image. “Oh, my God!”

I searched for Romeo and Juliet, in a moment she was staring at the front pages, the introduction and the cast of characters.

She leaned closer, and I felt her actually touch me. Her breast brushed my shoulder, came to rest on it.

For a moment I felt her awareness, then her fascination for what she was seeing overcame her surprise at physical contact.

“How do you turn the pages?”

I scrolled, slowly, and I felt her breathing on me. Her breath was warm, almost perfume-y.

She stood there for long minutes, her eyes going over the text. Then she stood up.

“What else can it do?”

“Want to watch it?”

“Romeo and Juliet?”

“Yup.”

I was grinning inside. I was enjoying the way her mind was opening, the way she had enjoyed opening mine to Shakespeare.

I pulled up Baz Lurmann’s version of the play. I motioned Auntie to sit at the end of the table, and when she did I turned the computer towards her.

She stared at the screen, and she was gone.

I ate my cereal, had another bowl, and glance at Auntie.

Just as I had been enraptured by the play on page, she was trapped by the play in digital.

I washed my dishes, went upstairs and got my laundry. Washed my laundry in the ancient machine in the basement, and returned to the final credits.

Aunt Maggie sat back, and she was crying. Tears were streaming down her face like a Florida rain. “I never imagined…I never…”

I started to close the laptop.

“Wait!”

I turned to her.

“Why was Mercutio…he was wearing women’s clothes.”

Oh, Lord. This was closer to the bone than I ever wanted to gnaw. I tried to slough it off. “Men frequently dressed as women back then. In plays, I mean. It was just the times. Men could do more, walk freely, speak freely.”

Auntie watched me, hung on my words, and her eyes glittered.

I started to close the laptop.

“Wait!”

“Yes?”

She studied me closely, if I was a book she would have seen right through to the last page. “Have you ever dressed like a woman?”

Ah. Here it was. A strange serendipity, a chance crossing of the paths of the universe that illuminated me even as it shrunk my gonads…and extended my spear. To speak as Willy.

“Nah.”

I had spoken so nonchalantly, so easily, given no opening for a cross examination. All hints were locked up solid.

Yet, she knew. I knew she knew. She knew I knew she knew.

“Well, I’ve got to do some homework,” I spoke easily, the lie, the obfuscation, coming off my lips easily.

I closed the computer, tucked it under arm, and left the dining room.

Discovered.

I was almost shaking with excitement.

I decided to clean the house.

I was living there free, my time spent helping my mother through the final transition of life had taught me…nothing is free.

And no time should be wasted.

So I began. I went room to room, taking my time over days and weeks, and cleaned laundry, washed bed spreads, and pried the nails out of windows.

I even bought some putty and repaired the holes as best I could, and thought about painting over the little wounds.

Auntie asked if she could watch more Shakespeare, and we often sat in the dining room, watching, following the dialogue with the Riverside version, our shoulders touching.

I even took to making popcorn.

It was a side of Aunt Maggie I never would have suspicioned.

She began to laugh like a school girl, delighting as the things she had seen on paper began to come to life.

She cried during Hamlet. She laughed hysterically, and even slapped my shoulder, at The Taming of the Shrew.

“See! See!” she exclaimed, not bothering to tell me what arcane bit of knowledge she had pried loose from Willy.

I was cross dressing every day now. I wore garters and nylons, shapers and bras, all day. During the night, Auntie slumbering downstairs, I wore mother’s sexy dresses.

I even took to roaming the house, wishing to be discovered.

I had a secret, you see, and what is the purpose of a secret but to be found out?

And the situation was exacerbated by the fact that we were growing closer. Shoulders rubbing during our Shakespeare festivals. Our hands touching in the popcorn bowl, our laughter and other emotions mixing in the air, a shared breath that fell over us like a happy shroud.

I painted the woodwork where I had removed the nails. Then I painted the kitchen.

Aunt Maggie was surprised, and she stood in the doorway and watched me brush color onto her old house.

I washed the windows, removing the traces of bugs and weather, and the world gleamed in brightly.

And the change in livingness effected Auntie. She became happier, and expressed herself more. She smiled, and I noticed that her smile was, on occasion, infectious.

I had seen this potential in my mother, but, like Auntie, she rarely showed it. It was nice to see Maggie smile.

She began to cook like her mother.

A pot roast that crumbled on the fork, soft vegetables in the broth, potatoes on the side, mashed and topped with half a cube of butter.

“Fuck,” I whispered, when she placed the delicious smelling platter on the table.

The glanced at me, a wry look on her face.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Why?”

“I swore.”

“Your mother and I used to sit and say dirty words. We used to like to sit on the porch and hold hands, and she would say, ‘Fuck,’ just rolling out that word like a red carpet. Then I would say, ‘Shit,’ trying to be as rich and expansive in my elocution as she was in hers. Then we would wait, watch the leaves in the trees, the birds making nests, and then she would say, ‘fornicate.’

“And we would laugh and giggle, and wait some more, and then whisper another dirty word.”

She was silent then, and I was silent, marveling. And then, of course, I couldn’t help it. “The fuck you say.”

We started laughing and couldn’t stop. We just laughed and laughed, started to stop, then a glance from one to the other and we were laughing again.

On one hand, I was turning into a drudge. I cleaned, and vacuumed, I did the dishes, and wandered through the house, on alert for repairs, wood to be polished, nails to be pulled.

On the other hand, I was happy.

Drudgery is under rated. It is fun to work, to make something, to create something, and I was creating not just a home, but a happiness in another human being.

And the icing on the cake, those lazy evenings watching movies. Old Shakespeare, other movies from the thirties and forties which I knew nothing about. John Wayne, Olivia de Havilland, Humphrey Bogart. I was stunned by The Maltese Falcon.

I blinked and laughed out loud when Bogey said, ’When you're slapped, you'll take it and like it!’

And the unforgettable monologue at the end, which made me almost cry: ‘I hope they don't hang you, precious, by that sweet neck. Yes, angel, I'm going to send you over. The chances are you'll get off with life. That means if you're a good girl, you'll be out in twenty years. I'll be waiting for you. If they hang you, I'll always remember you.’

I’ll always remember you. Fuck. As he puts her in prison. What a cruel twist on the human fate. It was like William Shakespeare was standing over my shoulder saying, ‘See? See?’

But the kicker to it all was when the old dialogue was exploded beyond all repair by Aunt Maggie’s one simple statement.

We were sitting on the sofa, watching Shane, and she said. “I know you’re wearing your mother’s clothes.”

My head turned, I couldn’t stop it, and I stared at her, and I knew the world would never be the same.


PART TWO

“What?”

On the screen Little Joey was asking Shane to show him how to shoot a gun.

“I touch your shoulder and I feel her bra straps. Sometimes, when you move, you’re constricted, and I know you’re wearing something confining. I’ve seen your ankles, the nylons, when you sit.

Fuck.

I was ashen.

“Are you embarrassed?”

“I don’t know what to say.”

She was turned now, sitting cross-legged in her shift. She had taken to wearing the comfortable but ugly garment when watching the old movies with me. She put a hand on my forearm. It was curious cool, yet my flesh felt like a flash fire. “We never talk about your mother.”

“I don’t want to.”

“Why.”

“Because I watched her whither away and die.”

“I watched her run away, but she was already dead inside. This house…no, not this house, our parents. They laid down the rules, raised us ‘right,’ and it made us all wrong.”

On the laptop there were a series of bangs, then Little Joey whistled and yelped, “Gollee!”

“So what now?” I asked.

In truth, I had been found out, and I had, in some odd way, looked forward to being found out. I wanted my secret out…but I didn’t, and now…now I was shattered. No more secret, and sometimes it’s the secrets that hold us together.

She leaned forward, brushed my hair back, and said, “You look like her. Even male to female, there is a similarity that…you make me think of her without you in between.

What a curious way to phrase it.

She raised both hands and fiddled with my hair.

She played with it, and moved it around, and I realized that she was styling it. My mother wore her hair in a simple style, and she was remaking me into her.

And I looked down the front of her shift and saw her breasts. Large. Heavy. The tips erect, jutting, pointing.

She leaned back, and realized where I had been looking, but she didn’t say anything, she didn’t pull her night dress closer around her. She just sat there, and I could see her excitement through the thin cotton.

My penis raised its head. My groin grew warm, and my own nipples rose up.

“You look like her. Can I cut your hair?”

I was gulping now, uncontrollable gulping. Found out, not condemned for it, in a way…praised for it.

I nodded, and my eyes were growing blurry. Tears were coming.

She leaned forward and brushed my eyes. “It’s okay if you cry, but you don’t have to. You don’t.”

We sate in tableau for a long moment, then she burst into action. “Come!” She grabbed my hand and led me through the house. Up the stairs, her giggling and looking back at me.

Down the hall and into my bedroom. She pulled the chair out from my writing desk and sat me down. “Wait here.”

She was gone for five minutes, and while she was gone I trembled, tried to control my breathing, and wondered what was happening to me.

She returned, and she held a comb, scissors, a towel over one forearm, and a glass of water.

She unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it back, then off.

I sat in front of her, in a bra. It was flat, and she asked, “Do you fill the cups with anything?”

I nodded, still not able to speak.

“What?”

“Nylons,” I whispered, my voice cracking.

She turned to the dresser, she knew where the nylons were. She tossed me a handful of the ones that I used for stuffing.

I looked down, pushed the hosiery into the bra. I didn’t dare look up, even though I could feel her eyes devouring me.

When I was done I did look up, and there was just a trace of defiance, but mostly fear, in my eyes.

She smiled. “God, are you beautiful.”

I almost wept right then. To be such a secret for so long, and now…to be accepted…it was too much.

She walked behind me, put a towel over my shoulders and started flicking water onto my hair. She smoothed the droplets into my mop, and inspected me from different angles.

“Thank God you’re such a Raggedy Ann.”

Not a Raggedy Andy, but a Raggedy Ann. Yet it made me feel a hint of pride.

Not a man, but a woman.

She began to take little snips, here and there, walking around me, combing me out and snipping again. For long minutes she snipped, then she put the scissors down and placed her hands on my head. She rubbed my hair, rubbed it good, then stood back. She smiled. She combed me a bit then.

“I need a brush, but this will do for now. Look in the mirror.”

I stood and turned, and was stunned. She had made my hair like a bubble, or maybe like an olive. It curved out and in, curled around my ears.

“Just a little longer.”

“Wow! It looks like…like…”

“Like Gen. She taught me how to fix her hair. I would fix it before she went on a date, and sometimes she would fix my hair.”

I turned my face this way and that. I was still young enough that male angles hadn’t fully set in, and the haircut definitely made my hairstyle feminine.

“I can’t go to work like this.”

She grinned openly. “Watch.”

She flicked water, then combed straight down. My hair collapsed into a straight fall, which she then combed in a very masculine style. For longish hair.

“Holy shit!” Then: “Show me how to do this.”

We spent the next hour combing my hair. Female. Male. Female. Male. our bodies were touching as we moved around, and I felt her breasts touching me constantly. At one point I even thought maybe she was doing it on purpose. but…no. That couldn’t be.

Then I startled her. I was getting good at transitioning my hair, and I said, “Sit down.”

She looked at me, and her eyes were curiously opaque, and she sat down.

I carefully, even lovingly, combed her hair into the style her sister preferred. I could see tears threatening to crest in her eyes, but I ignored them.

When I was done she looked in the mirror, and she leaned against me, put her head next to mine. “We’re not twins.”

And we weren’t, but there was definitely a family similarity.

She touched her hair, “I’ve got grey.”

“Not much.”

“But…” She was wistful, no doubt thinking of the lost years. Not knowing her sister, not knowing me. Holding herself in. Living a cloistered life of no joy.

Then she suddenly turned and kissed my cheek.

I was surprised, but not helpless. We stared at each other. Suddenly awake to the sexual possibilities here. Our faces were close, our lips were inches apart, our eyes were asking questions and desperate for answers.

I couldn’t help myself. I let my head drift slowly forward.

Our lips touched, and life stopped. I was unaware of breathing.

She pressed her body against mine, and her large breasts impacted on my chest. I suddenly wished I wasn’t wearing a bra, that I could feel those mighty nips gouge my flesh.

My arms went around her, held her, squeezed her, and she ate at my mouth voraciously.

She was a woman starved, her juices pent up, her soul wrapped up tightly for decades. And now…the bindings had burst.

She put her hands on the sides of my face and held it, and kissed me, kissed my lips, kissed my closed eyes. Kissed my throat and my ears and every part of me.

We were making sounds, guttural, whimpering, animal sounds. Small sounds, but deeply felt. Gruntings of lust and open doors.

She pushed me back, and I sat on the bed, then she stopped. She stared down at me hungrily. My heart was leaping and my cock was pounding like a Jamaican was drumming inside my balls.

She lifted me then, and took me to my sister’s drawers. She looked in the drawer and selected items, and she handed them to me.

“Take off your clothes. Put these on. Let’s do you right.”

I took off my clothes, all of them, and stood before her. Naked. My cock bobbing frantically.

“You’re so young. You don’t have much body hair.”

“No.” My voice was a croak, and she chuckled.

“Are you nervous.”

I nodded.

She rolled nylons up my legs and attached them. She was staring at my hard cock. “How often do you masturbate?”

I was embarrassed, and she realized it. She sank to her knees, looked me in the eyes, held my cock just inches from her mouth and whispered, as if speaking to my cock, “Do you jack off? Pull on your dick until it squirts? Do you play with your asshole?”

My eyes were shuttering a bit, but I managed to say, “Yes.”

“Oh, goodie.”

God, she was so alive. Alive like I had never seen her. The volcano of her had erupted.

She placed her lips on my cock, slid down the length, and I almost squirted right then. I grabbed the base of my cock and squeezed and groaned.

She let go quickly. “Really?”

I nodded.

She giggled.

We waited then, staring at each other, then she tried again, and this time she barely licked the underside, sucked the helmet real quickly, and let me go.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

She stood up then, and she took off her night gown.

She was gorgeous. Stunning. An unused but lush beauty. Her body was classic, flaring hips and a wasp waist. Her pubic hair was light and curly. Her breasts were, now they they were out of severe dresses and night gowns, massive. They rested in a shelf bra, her nipples so hard they almost glowed.

“I wear this bra all the time now. I think about you, and I play with my nipples before bed. Laying in bed I think of you and I rub my breasts and pull my nipples, and then…I’ve got a dildo.”

“A dildo,” I stammered.

“A dildo.” She nodded. I bought a magazine, mail order, it’s big and I use it all the time. I’ve got lots of magazines. We’re going to have to read them, do all the things in them.”

I marveled at this woman, and I stood up, shaky on my feet, and she tugged my garters up a bit, then, my cock poking into her belly, she kissed me again, long and slow, as if she was drinking my very essence. I felt her breasts, and she arched her back, pressing her tits into my hands, silently asking me to grab more, grab harder.

She pulled back, gasped for breath, then led me into the closet. “What do you want to wear?”

I chose a slinky, blue dress. Wrap around. She helped me into it, then she handed me high heels.

I took the things, and was suddenly frightened. I had tried them on, but it was difficult to walk in them.

“I can’t…I’ll lose my balance.”

“I’ll balance you.”

I sat on the bed and slipped them on. I stood up.

I was four inches taller, an inch taller than Aunt Maggie.

Now she looked up at me, and we kissed yet again. It seemed that we couldn’t get enough kissing.

Then she pressed my chest and said, “Sit down. Let me get ready.”

I was almost sad to see her put on a dress, and she laughed at the expression on my face.

She wore a brown dress that was low in the back. And low in the front. Her incredible breasts were presented as they should be, with deep cleavage.

She took my hand and whispered, “Come on.”

She led me down the hall, watching me closely, giggling as I struggled to stay upright.

And the stairs were a unique problem. To step down and keep the foot pointed the right way, a dozen times I thought I was going to fall. Yet she kept a close watch on me, helped me, and finally I was standing at the bottom.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted, so aware of the way my penis bounced.

Again we kissed, devouring each other’s mouths, feeling her breasts, feeling my cock.

She giggled. “I’ve never felt one so hard.”

“I’ve never been so hard.”

We walked through the big room and to the small hall. The master bedroom was back here, apart from the rest of the house, giving a privacy that no other room had.

My room was right above it.

“Can you hear me?” I looked up.

“Sometimes,” she smiled.

I didn’t ask her if she could hear me in my occasional masturbation.

Her room was twenty by twenty, with a huge, four poster bed. There was a make up table near the door, and the closet ran the length of the room. The doors were all full-sized mirrors. I watched our reflection as she held my hand and looked down at the bed.

“Some time I’ll have to tie you up.”

Oh, man.

Then she turned and led me to the big closet. She slid open the mirror/door. Most of the closet was clothes, but at one end, the end furthest from the door, I saw the magazines. And a small dresser. And on top of the dresser a giant jar of lube.

She reached up to a shelf over the little dresser and took down a small suitcase. She told me to sit at her make up table and I did. She opened the case and began taking out make up.

“I put this away years ago. I never imagined…” she didn’t finish the statement, just arranged the bottles and vials and such in neat rows.

I sat there, entranced, and she began preparing my face. I watched the mirror and studied how she cleansed my skin, and began priming it.

She worked slowly, and I was fascinated by how her eyes focused on what she was doing, and only seldom glanced at me. When she did look at me, however, a smile would break across her face.

She transformed me. She painted and brushed my face, colored my eyelids, and put red, red lipstick on my lips.

“You are gorgeous,” she whispered to me, as she fluffed my hair and made it look as feminine as possible. She shook a can of hair spray. “This is old, but it should still work.

She spritzed me, and my hair was locked in place.

She stood back and inspected me, and smiled a BIG smile.

She said, “You shared your world with me, your computer and all those movies, now let me share mine.” She turned to the small dresser in the closet and grabbed a large stack of her magazines. She placed them in my arms.

“Come.”

She led me back to the living room and she told me to place the mags on the table, next to my computer.

We sat down then, thighs touching, her breasts occasionally touching my arm, and we read.

No internet, she had collected thousands of the shiny, glossy mags, and we slowly flipped through the things.

On the internet one clicks through tons of sex with a finger. Click, click, click, and it really doesn’t give one time to gander, to let the eyes take it all in.

Honestly, it is fast food compared to magazines.

So we flipped the pages, and shared our thoughts, and looked at voluptuous ladies of the ages.

Her hand went to my cock and rested on it, and I got used to it, and yet, I couldn’t help pushing forward a little bit, humping her hand, which made her laugh giddily, and she would eye me and squeeze me, and take her hand off until next time.

That first day we spent hours just gazing at the mags, and feeling each other, and kissing, and being horny.

Yet, there was something between us, stopping us.

On one hand, it was significant. I was her nephew. Plug in all sorts of societal conditioning to that.

On the other hand, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. We wanted this, and by depriving ourselves we were causing ourselves to get hornier and hornier.

So we lazed into the evening, touching, kissing, wondering, and that was a Saturday.

On Sunday I woke up, in my own bed, and felt a moment of sadness.

The night before Maggie had walked me to my room, kissed me hungrily, then returned to her own room.

I wondered if she had masturbated.

I had gone to bed so horny I couldn’t believe it.

I dressed, as a woman, and wished I had my own make up. But I knew Aunt Maggie was going to make me up. I knew she would’t miss an opportunity to make me over.

I went down to the kitchen, and Aunt Maggie was there, waiting, reading from a stack of a half dozen magazines. She looked up at me and smiled, then took my hand and led me back to her make up station.

Strangely, we didn’t speak much. It was as if we both knew what we were going to do and there was no need to discus strategy or politics.

We returned to the kitchen and began making bacon and eggs. I cracked the eggs and laid the bacon on a skillet, she cooked the eggs, added bits of onions and peppers and various herbs.

It was delicious.

After the meal she handed me a tube of lipstick and told me to check myself frequently.

“Nothing is so slovenly as a woman who doesn’t care for herself.”

I rolled the tube on, tasted the waxy substance, and asked, “What are we going to do today?”

“Today we are going to play maid.”

“What?”

“I always wanted a maid, your mother and I used to play maid, and now…I have one. Your uniform is in the small bedroom under the stairs.”

I went under the stairs. The room was small, built for a maid or butler, obviously, and I found a uniform already laid out. I took my clothes off and put on the maid uniform. The skirt was short, and my cock was visible, painting down into my panties.

“Don’t wear the panties.”

I jumped.

She had entered the room behind me.

She moved forward, pressed herself against me and used her thumbs to pull the panties down. She let her lips brush against mine as she bent her knees and lowered herself. Then I was standing, my cock out, actually hidden by the chiffon underlining of the uniform.

“There you go,” she gripped my cock, shook it, then let go and walked out.

I spent the morning doing what I was already doing, but enjoying it much more.

I did laundry, polished silverware, vacuumed, and was always conscious of my penis jutting out under the uniform, shivering and dripping.

And I wondered what we were going to do.

Were we going to…get together? Consummate? What was going to happen?

I worked all day, in a kind of blissful, surreal heaven.

Maggie read magazines, and watched me out of the corner of her eye.

I was getting horny from the way the material slithered over my cock, and from the sight of Maggie half naked, she was wearing a peignoir, reading skin mags.

She was also getting horny. She kept rubbing her arms against her nipples, giving little moans, and a couple of times she actually reached down between her legs and squeezed herself.

At noon, during lunch, I asked her if she would like to explore sex on the internet. She did, and I showed her how to use a browser, and turned her loose.

She sat, not even touching herself, almost rigid, and watched the endless stream of videos, pictures, and stories. She discovered trannies, with their big cocks, and she grinned at me. She lost herself in a site dedicated to cartoons. She spent an hour perusing 8muses. God, she had fun.

But I knew things were coming to a head.

I have often wondered, over the years, what would have happened if she had kept her propriety, and we had not done anything.

I fantasized about a few years of being forced to clean a house. I dreamed of being put in chastity and made to serve her.

The reality, of course, was far better.

She called me to dinner, and I put away my cleaning tools, and walked into the kitchen.

I had learned how to navigate in heels pretty well. I still had problems walking, but I wasn’t staggering like a drunken sailor.

She placed a pot pie before me. Hot and steaming and home made. Man, could she cook.

As I began eating she sat down opposite me and watched me. I slowed down and looked at her.

“How’s your penis?” She asked.

“It won’t stop dripping.”

We stared at each other, then she simply changed the subject.

“Tell me about your mother.”

“What would you like to know?”

“What was it like…at the end.”

I contemplated, and my mind went over the last few months. Her taking medicine that made her sick. Me cleaning up after her.

“I had to dress her. I had to clean her up after…after she went to the bathroom.”

“That must have been terrible.”

“At first. But when you have to do something…” I shrugged.

“What about when she died?”

“She was on drugs, but then, at the end, she smiled at me, seemed to lose all pain, even the memory of pain. She gripped my hand, I was crying, and she said, “‘It’s getting dark, but I can see better.’ Then…she left.”

“Left?”

“I could feel her leaving. It was like watching dust puff out of a vacuum cleaner, but it was spirit out of a body, and then she was dead. I was still holding her hand, and death didn’t scare me, and I placed her hand on the bed and stood up and watched her for a while.”

“Wow. Thank you for telling me that.”

“Thank you for listening. it seems that nobody wants to know these things. And…and I’ll never be scared of death again.”

She grinned. “But you’ll be scared of sex.”

“Hell,” I laughed. “I’m be terrified.”

She said, “I’ve thought a lot about what we should do.”

I didn’t say anything. This was her show.

“I know you’re horny. Really horny. And I should refuse you.”

Now I was really silent.

“I’m your aunt, your family. On one hand it would like fucking your mother. On the other hand, I’m not your mother, and I can’t get pregnant, and…and what do you think? Should we fuck?”

Oh, what a dilemma. I wanted to scream ‘YES!’ But I knew if I didn’t act mature about the situation. “I really want to make love to you.”

She nodded. “And I you, but you should understand a few things.”

“What?”

“I’ve…I’m not normal when it comes to sex. I spent a lifetime denying myself, and in the spaces where I failed to control myself, I experimented with dildos, anal sex, chastity, and so on. Under my staid clothes I am a sexual predator. A maniac. A nympho. But I hide that.”

I couldn’t help myself. I gulped and said, “So…” Then I just sighed.

“So I think I am going to fuck you, at least once, and then we are going to play my games.”

“Games?” My voice cracked a bit.

“Games. Games where I tie you up and tease you…and then deny you. Games where you clean the house with a butt plug up your ass. Games where you lick me to a cum, then go back to your room, locked up and horny and not able to experience any relief. And when you think you can’t take it anymore, when you think your balls are going to pop with overwhelming horniness, then I might let you squirt. Maybe in my hand, maybe in yours, maybe my mouth, maybe my hole, but always as I wish, when I wish. Are you willing to play this kind of game?”

I didn’t have to think. I nodded.

“Good, come here. Let’s get you off.”

We went to her bedroom and she pushed me on the bed. She crawled over me, pulled my dress up and my panties down and sucked me slowly.

Then she stood at the bottom of the bed, leaned over, and I knelt behind her. She tilted her hips so I could reach her pussy, and I licked her, pulled my taste buds over the ripples of her pussy. I explored the labia and sucked on the clitoris.

It was heaven, and I was already going crazy with the idea of it all.

“Can you put your dick in me and not cum?”

“I can try.”

She poised over me, squatted and put my dick at the lip of her cunt.

“ Remember, don’t cum. Let’s make it last. Okay?”

“What if I can’t stand it?”

“Then it’ll be a long time before I let you in my pussy again.”

She lowered herself, watching me, and I felt the unbelievable sensation of a pussy rippling down over my cock. I gasped, and it was all I could do to hold myself motionless. God, the urge to thrust, to bounce, to impale and grunt…it was hellish, but in a good way.

She leaned over me, and I played with her breasts.

“Oh, fuck. No fair,” she whispered at me, groaning.

“All’s fair,” I offered the half quote.

She grabbed my nipples and twisted, and I almost shot my load right then.

She lurched up, held herself above me, and I slowly came back under control.

She slid back down, and we again watched each other. Now I didn’t squeeze her nipples, but I did fondle her large breasts.

She moaned and smiled. “I have wanted this for so long…I am going to draw this out. For weeks. Maybe months. And we’re going to have some fun. I’ll have lots of orgasms. But you won’t.”

It was all tease, but it was more than I could stand. My eyes rolled up and I began to lurch, but she didn’t get off me this time. She sat on me and played with my nipples and enjoyed my orgasm.

I twisted and writhed and shot my load, and, finally, I was done.

She still sat on me, and I felt my dick going limp, sliding out of her pussy.

“Good,” she said.

“But you didn’t cum!”

“You’ll be ready to go in ten minutes, and then you won’t be able to cum, and I will get more cums than there are stars in the sky.”

She laughed then, and was truly happy.

We lay there then, for the required ten minutes, and we talked. Sometimes of nonsense, sometimes of serious matters, but always of important matters. Then I began to get hard again, and she smiled.

“Are you ready?”

I nodded.

END
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The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever!

Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy.

The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass.

Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one.

The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz.

What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for?

A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!


My Pink Husband

He was a male to female man!


PART ONE

“You are a sick fuck!” I screamed.

Seth just stood there and trembled.

I had married Seth out of high school. In high school he was a catch. Quick witted, handsome, and the answer to some of those idiot jocks who had balls for brains.

“What the fuck ever possessed you to do this?” I motioned at the computer, which was open to a folder, which folder had TONS of naked men and women doing EVERYTHING imaginable under the sun…and a few things unimaginable.

“I…I…didn’t mean to…”

He was caught, trembling like a rabbit in a trap. His face, once so handsome and alluring, was now a study in stupidity. Those clever brown eyes were now doe-like dumb. His small features, once so appealing and tidy, were just whimpering and begging.

“You didn’t mean to? You didn’t mean to go searching for porn? Or you didn’t mean to clog up the computer with your depravity? Or maybe you just didn’t mean to disgust me with your perversions.”

“I…I…”

Mumbling and stumbling, he had no excuse for his actions.

I wheeled back to the computer and searched the file.

“I can understand looking at men and women fucking. I can understand a fascination for big boobs. What I can’t understand is why you didn’t come suck on my big boobs!” I did have a pretty impressive rack. “I mean, I like sex! Even a lot of sex, and I don’t mind positions and experimentation…but…transvestites?”

His eyes were shiny and I wondered if my weak husband—yes, I had to admit that he was weak—would start crying. It certainly looked like it.

“Shemales? Men with boobs?”

“I just…I just…”

“Shut up,” I snapped.

He shut, and I turned back to him and pondered. And pondered. And pondered. I mean, what could I do with such a simpering wimp?

“Go make me a drink,” I commanded.

He scurried out of the computer room like somebody had just lit his toes on fire.

I turned back to the computer and opened the biggest folder.

He had folders on big, black dicks, women with muscles, midgets fucking and sucking…he had folders on everything! I had never seen so much porn in my life, and I am not a prude, I had perused the net a time or two myself.

But this much? And the folder he had spent the most time in, it was easy to see if one had even half a computer brain, was the one on trannies. Men with the bodies, and boobs, of women.

Then I noticed something.

He returned with a Coke and bourbon, a ‘Coke High,’ and I sipped and leaned forward. There was something about this folder… “Go cut the lawn.” I told him.

He ran for the door and a moment later I heard him pulling the mower out of the garage. A moment after that I heard the lawn mower start up.

I didn’t care, for I was fascinated by this one single thing I had realized.

In all the tranny porn there was no male on male contact. It was all women and trannies.

I surfed through the files, clicking open movies and closing them. Yes, it was all women fucking men with boobs. Slender men. Men as slender as my husband.

Was there a deeper secret here? Was there…was my husband…?

The lawn mower whizzed back and forth outside the window, then went to the front yard, where it was not so loud, but moved just as fast.

I sat back and finished my drink. Then I got up and made another one.

And I sat and stared at that porn. All those files, they were just incidentally to his main fetish. Men with boobs. And, I noticed he had a huge collection of stills of…men in maid uniforms.

Cleaning the house. Vacuuming. Doing the dishes. Wearing black uniforms with white trim, dusting, polishing silverware, prancing about on their high heels with their underwear showing.

Was my husband…did he really want…

Now that the shock was past, now that I was calmed down, I could analyze what I had discovered.

Yes, Seth liked porn, which was no big deal.

But the amount of time he had spent on porn, no wonder he was sort of stuck in his teaching position. He would finish the day and come home early, sometimes real early. He had arranged a few days where his last class was twelve o’clock,  and he would be home by one, and then spend five or six hours watching porn, before I got home, getting excited, and…did he jack off?

He must jack off. A man could not spend that much time watching porn and not jack off.

I knew that there were a lot of nights when I went to bed wanting, and it was because he must have wasted himself during the day.

He finished the lawn and cut bushes. I peeked out once and saw him, working away, a miserable look on his face, working…like, well, like he liked that menial labor.

That maid labor.

So he was brilliant in the classroom, students vied for his classes, and he was well respected.

But he hadn’t written a paper, let a lone a book, for a while.

Because he was here, pounding his pud behind the computer. Filtering through the big dicks and the bouncing boobs and the multitude of positions and looking for…men with boobs. Especially men with boobs who did housework.

And, a third drink, I found myself scratching myself. I looked at my hand. I was scratching my pussy. I blinked. Feeling my sex organs. Because…because there was something hot about this.

Something hot…not about men in maid uniforms, but the express idea of my husband in a maid uniform.

He wasn’t big and muscular. He slender. Built like a whip, with a soft face and a brilliant mind.

And the idea of him…of him…ideas began borning in my mind. Of what I could do with my husband. My porn surfing, tranny imagining hubbie.

A brilliant mind was worthless if it was useless. And his mind was being suborned by porn, and specifically men with boobs porn.

Yes, he was sick. But…should I judge him and browbeat him and make him feel like shit? Or should I take charge, push him through this debilitating disease and bring his mind back?

Obviously a no brainer.

I mixed a fourth drink, then called him into the house. The damned bushes were almost sculptures for his efforts, and I had to get him back in before he whittled them down to nothing.

I had to talk to him and…and lay down the law.

He entered the house, a slender man with chocolate brown eyes and a manner most endearing because…because it was soft.

Staring at him, standing so forlorn, I realized: women want either a bad boy, or a soft boy. I had chosen a soft boy, and I had never taken full advantage of that. Well, it was time.

“Take off your clothes.”

He stood, frozen, the world had just shifted on him. Horny bastard that he always was, he didn’t expect to be told to strip.

“I said…take off your fucking clothes!”

He began to almost rip his clothes off, and I realized one more thing, on this day of realizations. I was a little drunk, inhibitions were low, and I had just commanded him. Like a boss. Like a drill sergeant. Heck, like a bully, and he had responded. And when he was naked standing before me I realized that he had really responded. He had a big, fat hard on.

I stared at him, but was especially aware of the way his cock stood out. He was well endowed, and looked even bigger for being slender. He was about eight inches, and I loved getting fucked by that thing. There was nothing like being pummeled until I was a soaking mess.

But…no more. At least not until I had pushed him through his fetish and returned him to some degree of normalcy.

“What?” he finally blurted, and I realized that I was lost in wondering land. I brought myself out of my reverie.

“Come with me.” I stood up and brushed past him, his big dick actually touching my thigh and giving me a shiver.

Damn! I wanted that dick! But I couldn’t. Not for a while.

He followed me down the hallway and into our bedroom.

“Stand there,” I commanded, and again, I felt the power. I liked ordering him around.

He stood, and I went into my closet, opened drawers and plucked out dainty underthings.

He wanted to be a maid. Hmm. What ‘maid-like’ things did I have in my closet.

I came out with an armful of things and he was still standing there.

He liked standing there. He liked being told what to do. Well, I had always been a little power crazy. I would tell him what to do.

I tossed the clothes on the bed and turned to him. “Go take a shower, and shave all your hair off.”

“My…my…”

“Your hair! Everything below your head! I want it GONE!”

He jumped towards the bathroom door and I almost snickered. Sure I was drunk, but this was fun, and I had a feeling it was going to be fun when I was sober.

I sat on the bed and sorted through the clothes. I had picked out underwear that I was tired of, and which I thought might fit him. I didn’t have a black dress with a white, puffy blouse, like a maid might have, but I did have a slinky, old thing that would stretch on him.

Stretch on him. Hmm. I didn’t want him stretching all these clothes out of shape, I wanted them to last. I went back into the closet and came out with a corset. I hadn’t used it for years, but it was still serviceable, and then I realized something.

My husband had a slender body, ripe for a few enhancing items of underwear, but I had a bigger body. I was thicker than him.

Sure, I had big, monster boobs, but my waist had thickened, and I…I almost looked a bit muscular. I was thick, but not turned to fat. And, while he stepped out of the shower and toweled himself off, I decided to visit a gym. But not a weight loss gym. One of the folders he had was of muscular women. I had the structure, and I didn’t think it would take much work…hmmm.

He stepped into the bedroom.

I walked around him. Hairless. He had done a good job. He had even gotten that spattering of hair on his back, in a hard to reach place.

But, of course. He was not only slender, he was very flexible, agile, like a woman.

Heck, he was more flexible than I was.

“Go get me another drink.”

I was drunk, and I wanted to stay drunk. I wanted to enjoy this new power. I wanted my inhibitions to say lowered while I remade my wimpy, little husband.

A moment and he was back, holding a sweating, cold glass. I took a sip, then tossed him some panties. And not just panties, but tummy control panties.

“What? But I…”

“Listen, you stinking, little pervert. There’s only one way you’re going to survive, if I decide our marriage is worth keeping intact, and that is for you to do exactly what I say!”
“But putting on your clothes isn’t—“
“It’s what I want,” I yelled at him.

He shrank back, completely cowed. Yet I noticed his dick was as hard as ever.

“Now put on those panties.”

“Miserable, at least in face, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. In his body I had the feeling he was exulting. Just a feeling I had, but there was something in him opening up like a shaft of sunlight on a dull, grey morning.

“Now this,” I threw the corset at him.

A tummy tucker and a corset. He didn’t have much of a pouch, but when I was done with him he was going to have the waist of a civil war debutante. 2o inches. And his chest would flare out, as would his butt.

“But I can’t get my dick into…into…” he was almost crying as he tried to pull the tummy shaper into place.

I stood up and walked over to him.

He shrunk a bit, but I grabbed his dick with one hand and pulled the shaper up with the other. His dick was pointed up, very plain to see the outline in the shaper.

“Ow!”

“Shut,” I murmured, staring at his hog in the tight material.

I thought for a minute, then, “I’ll get you a chastity belt.”

“But it hurts.”

“You’ll live.”

I turned around and he gave whimper. I picked up the corset and turned back to him. “Put this on.”

He stepped into the corset and tried to pull it up. Little tears were seeping out now, and he whined, “Why are you doing this?”

“You will follow directions and do what you’re told,” I snapped, and I helped him pull the corset up.

He gasped, and I pushed him onto the bed and knelt on his back and started pulling strings.

“I…can’t…breath…”

“Breath high in your chest. Little breaths. Or just don’t breath at all.” I finished fastening him in, and I helped him to his feet.

He looked a little white in the face, and his body was definitely skinnier. And, as I had thought, his butt flared out a bit, as did his skinny chest.

“You need real tits,” I said. “Figure out a hormone program.”

“I? But I can’t do—“

“You’re the big mind, figure it out and present me with a plan. We’re going to give you tits and that’s that.”

Was it my imagination? Or was his penis pulsing inside the corset? No, it wasn’t my imagination. Blood was definitely struggling to get through his big hog.

I handed him some nylons and told him to roll them up his legs.

He tried to sit, and couldn’t. He leaned against the bed and, because he was so damned flexible, managed to roll up first one stocking, then the other. He hooked them to the snaps and I blinked.

“You’ve done this before.”

“Not with—“ He froze. Looked up at me.

“You’ve done this before! You’re a crossdresser!”

“No…no! I just—“ but he subsided into a whimpery sort of whiney ‘please feel sorry for me’ attitude.

I grinned. “This is going to be easier than I thought. Now put on this dress.”

He looked at the dress, gave weird sort of a sigh, and lifted it over his head. He began to shimmy into it.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You’ve worn this dress before.”

“No…no…”

“Seth. Stand in front of me.”

He smoothed the dress out, a perfect fit, and I knew why it seemed a little misshapen on me. My husband had been wearing my clothes. He took a place in front of me. He looked down at the ground.

I lifted his chin, a bit of tenderness in this afternoon of harsh treatment, and I said softly. “Honesty. It’s all you’ve got. It’s the only way you’ll survive. Now, tell me the truth. I won’t yell at you…” then I had a thought and revised my statement. “But I will yell at you if you lie,” I said forcefully.

His dick throbbed under his dress. Yes. He responded to forceful speech. Speak softly and he would lie. Speak forcefully and he would blurt the truth.

“Tell me the truth!”

“Yes,” he whimpered.

I nodded, and understood.

My husband was a sissy.

I stared at him. He stood before me in a dress and girly underwear. His hair was longish, and I mussed it up. It puffed out and looked messy, but…sexy. Sure, he could grow it long, I would probably have him do that, but his hair was a sexy mop all messed up. And it made his features look rounder, and softer.

I grabbed him by the arm and pulled him. “Sit down.” I pushed him into my make up station.

He sat, and his fright was easy to see. All his secrets were out in the open. He was being excoriated, and…he loved it.

He loved feeling the fear. He wanted somebody to take control and bully him around. He wanted this.

“What…what…”

“Little girls should be seen and not heard.”

He blinked, and I could see the deep thoughts swirling in his head.

I sat down next to him and used a small bit of sponge to clean his face. When he was completely moisturized I began with the primer.

He was breathing very shallow now, and staring at the mirror. I loved the way his eyes were big and scared. It made him look innocent. I would have to make sure he stayed that way.

I put on foundation, and began coloring his cheeks, giving him shadows that would make him softer, would round out his features and make him more feminine.

He breathed, high in his chest, and couldn’t stop staring at the transformation I was putting him through.

I was working on his eyes, putting delicate shadows on his lids, and he whispered, “What are you doing to me?”

“What you want. Now shut up. I think you’ve talked enough for a lifetime.”

I placed my fingers on both sides of his mouth and squeezed. I applied a plumper, and his lips visibly swelled, then I put on bright, red lipstick.

“I…I won’t be able to teach…”

“You’re on summer vacation. You’ve got three months before your next class.” Then I had a thought, “What do you think the school will do when they find out you’ve transitioned?”

He didn’t say a word, and we both knew. They would embrace it. Schools these days were all about feminism and making males more understanding. They had three bathrooms now. His, hers and whatever. Come the fall semester the would be using the ‘whatever.’

I left his face alone, left him to stare at himself in the mirror, and I began doing his nails. But not just doing his nails. I put on fake nails, long ones, and painted them red.

“I…but…” he started to protest when he saw me using super glue.

“Oh, shut up!” I snapped.

Finally, I was done.

“We’ll do your toes later. Right now I want you to go into my closet and get my high heels. The strappies.

He stood up, a little slowly, I think he was light-headed from breathing in the corset, and went into the closet. He returned with my tallest spikes.

“Well?” I asked, when he stood there with them dangling from his hands.

“Can’t we talk about—“

“Put them on!” I raised my voice.

He leaned against the bed and managed to bend his waist and lift his feet enough to slip the shoes on, one at a time.

“I can’t…I can’t…” he was trying to buckle the little straps.

“Yes, you can,” I grabbed his hair and pulled him. The extra force managed to get him down enough to buckle the straps, then he straightened up, tears welling in his eyes.

“Don’t cry,” I warned. “Don’t mess your mascara.”

He sniffled, and I could see him making mental adjustments.

“Okay, come with me.”

I walked out of the room. He followed me, and I almost swooned when I heard his heels tapping on the hardwood floor.

Oh, my God! I thought. This is turning me on!

And it was true. Feeling the joy of taking control, experiencing the power exuding from me, I was getting damp down there. Hell. I was getting downright wet. I had been so busy bullying him I hadn’t taken the time to notice it, but…it was true. I was getting horny from picking on him, remaking him.

And, bad news, I couldn’t fuck him. Not yet. I had to work on him for a while. Then, maybe, if I could figure out a way to submit to his dick while remaining dominant…maybe.

We went to the kitchen and I opened the little closet next to the garage door. I pulled out the vacuum. I pushed it at him.

“What?” He tried to look confused, but failed. I looked at his dick. Still hard. Still pulsing.

“Well, my little perverted sissy, it’s time for you to earn your keep.”

“I earn my keep!”

Oh, my. He was protesting. I started to feel a hot knife of pleasure. I was going to get to squash him.

“You teach during the year. You write papers during the summer. You aren’t working on papers, in fact, I don’t think I can trust you to look at the computer.”

He stared at me with big eyes.

“You might get lost in all those pretty, little ladyboys. You might stroke your cock and wish you were one of them. Would you like to take a little vacation? Maybe go to Thailand? I hear there’s some pretty good doctors over there. You could get yourself all sorted out. Maybe come back with a big pair of boobs….maybe lose that useless dick of yours.”

He was quivering now. With shame, but with excitement. I was hitting him right, square in the fantasy. And, a little bonus, I had noticed that when I insulted his dick his penis had REALLY throbbed. It had throbbed so hard I thought it was going to bust the material and flop up and hit me in the chin.

“So you like it when I tell you how worthless your penis is.”

He was blinking, and, sure enough, his penis throbbed again. REALLY throbbed. I could see a wet spot at the top of his head.

“You haven’t given me a good dicking in a month, and now I know why. You’ve been too busy dreaming of boys with boobs and jacking off. You’ve been staring at men with boobs and wishing you had some. you’ve been—“

“Oh…” he started to fall, his knees just bent and he quaked, and I stared at a big blotch appearing in his dress.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You came!”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” He started crying, and there was no hope for his mascara.

I stood and waited, and I almost came myself. Heysoos, I needed to do my own jacking off. Or jilling off, as we call it. This was too hot for words!

“Please…please,” He was speaking in a whiney sort of miniature wail, “Let me go change back! I promise…I promise I’ll never do this again. Please…”

He kept begging, and all his whining did was make me feel stronger, more powerful, more…hot. Really hot.

Finally, he dwindled a bit. I pushed the vacuum at him and snapped, “Get to work.”

Sobbing, his body shaking, he pushed the vacuum to the living room and I heard it turn on.

Vrooom vrooom. He pushed the machine over the pile. I could see tears dripping every once in a while.

I staggered to the liquor cabinet and poured myself a stiff one. Just one. Last one. I didn’t want to be a drunk. But I did want a moment to think about what had happened.

I took the Coke High into the computer room and locked the door. Then I powered up the computer and started going through his histories.

As you may have gathered, I’m proficient at computers, and I went through his Amazon histories. I studied the things he had put into his shopping cart…and taken out. I had a ball with Google histories. Google talks about being private, but they are the least private company in the world.

Sex. My husband was obsessed with sex.

We had a good sex life, or at least we had. It looked like Christmas he had discovered the internet. That’s when the major histories started, that’s when he went out looking for trouble.

And it was trouble. It was a waste of time, but that wasn’t what worried me. The important thing in my universe was that it robbed me of sexual satisfaction. For six months I had been getting excuses, headaches, ‘I’m too tired.’ But it was really he was just over masturbating. Well, that would change.

I finished my basic histories and began looking elsewhere, and that’s where it gets fun. When you type a word into google a drop down menu appears. Type in ‘sex’ and you get a list of recommended sites. Recommended based on your history. Google was doing the work for me. I typed in Fem, and got Feminization, feminizing, female to male pills, and so on.

I typed in cha, and got chastity tubes, belts, devices, for males, and so on.

Yep. My little kinker was going places and doing things without me. Well, I’d fix that.

I typed various letters, usually sex based, and got all sorts of information. Yes, a lot of it was in his history, but his history showed sites, and didn’t specify. This sometimes specified. I would type in male to female and some of the sites on the search results were purpled, so he had gone there.

I found drugs, pills, boobs for males, ‘The Big Book of Male Boobs’ by Grace somebody, and then I tried ‘bo,’ for books.

Bingo.

He spent a lot of time reading books by Ann Michelle, Aimee Allison, Fiona Piper, and…and after I glimpsed some of these offerings I realized this was his mother lode. And they all dealt with men being feminized, sissified, even cuckolded.

Hmm. Cuckold. Could I get into that? Dress my hubby up like a girl, make him watch some stud plow me? Now that was a very, very, VERY wet thought. And I would get all the sex I had been missing. And he, my perverted hubbie, would actually be getting what he wanted. Hmm, hmm, and double hmm.


PART ONE

“Things are changing around here.”

It was two days later and we were sitting in the computer room. Correction. I was sitting. He was standing. Demurely. Hands folded in front of his pink dress.

“What…what do you mean?”

“I’ve seen your computer histories, I’ve even read your stash of erotica, and it is obvious what you want.”

“It is?”

“So we are going to use aversion therapy. You are going to dress like a woman every day.”

“For…for how long?”

“For as long as it takes,” I snapped. I didn’t like the way he was questioning me. It was like he was forgetting that he was the underling and I was the superior. Well, there was a cure for that.

“If you don’t stop asking questions when I am laying down the law I am going to paddle you.”

“Paddle me?”

I stood up and grabbed his wrist. He was off balance in his high heels, so it was easy to drag him into the living room. I sat down on the couch and pulled him over my knee. I lifted his dress, exposing his frilly pink panties, and began spanking.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OW! Stop! Stop!”

“I’m not going to stop until you stop telling me to stop!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He finally figured it out and shut up.

SMACK! SMACK!

I stopped with my hand in the air. He wasn’t saying anything. He wasn’t even squirming.

I pushed him off my lap. He lay on the floor, on his side, not sitting on his red rump, which he was rubbing. He looked at me reproachfully. His mascara was running.

I smiled. “Thank me.”

“Wha—“

I started to get up and he cringed. “Thank you! Thank you! I’m sorry! Thank you!” He couldn’t stop himself. His apologies just overflowed.

I sat back down. “Stand up.”

He stood up, rubbing his butt gently.

“Now, to continue our conversation…you will dress like a woman every day. I expect you to work on your make up. You can get lessons on the internet, and I suggest you avail yourself of them. Otherwise you will be greatly embarrassed.”

His eyes angled down as he tried to figure out what that meant.

“I have ordered you a chastity tube to help you control that silly thing you call a dick…”

SPROING! His penis pushed his panties out and his dress up. He didn’t look down, but I could see the great sense of humiliation taking over him.

Hmmm. I was going to have to lock him up, and yet I needed dicking. Regularly. This might be a problem. Well, I would figure it out later.

“I have made up a list of your duties. I have tacked it up to the kitchen door.” Where anybody could see it. Heh heh.

“You will be expected to complete all duties daily, no matter how long it takes. I have allotted you spare time, and in that time you may use the computer. First, I expect you to go to sites—I have a list of recommendations—so you can better be a woman. Second, when you have finished your lessons for the day you may avail yourself of anything thing you want. You want to look at big muscled woman fucking titty boys, knock yourself out.”

He had stopped rubbing his butt and was gawping at me. I was about to ask if he had any questions when he timidly raised a hand. Oh, my God. Just like in school!

“You may ask a question.”

“I don’t want to do this.” His voice was just an embarrassed whisper.

“You should have thought about that before you decided to transition.”

“I didn’t…I mean, I just wanted to cross dress a little.”

“Well now you’re crossdressing a lot.”

“But I don’t want to!” His voice was still just a whisper, but it was like he was wailing.

“Seth.”

“Yes?” So hesitant, so beautiful.

“Look at your groin.”

He couldn’t help himself. His head bent and he leaned forward and looked down.There was a big splotch on the front of his pink dress. He looked up in shock.

“That’s right. While I was punishing you, ‘little woman,’ you got so excited you actually came.”

“But…but I…”

“Question period is over. Get to work. Unless you want another spanking. I guarantee, enough spankings and you won’t be cumming.”

He started blinking. He was betrayed by his own body, and he couldn’t understand it.

“Now…SCAT!” I stamped my foot and he darted away, frightened like a mouse. A small mouse. And I was a big cat. God, it made me feel good, and I couldn’t help but smile. I did however, manage to resist rubbing my groin.

He went into the kitchen and looked at the list. I heard him gasp, it was a long list. I smiled again and went to my bedroom.

‘My’ bedroom. No longer ‘ours.’ I was going to have him sleep in the guest bedroom. After he painted it pink, of course.

I closed the door and locked it, then went to my dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out my dildo, the big one with the ridges and the big head. In a few seconds I was naked on the bed, plunging that big puppy into me.

“Oh, God!” As the pleasure rippled through me I thought of how cute my husband was now. He had always made a show of being macho, but those days were done.

“Fuck!” I literally stirred my insides with that dildo. I pulled on my nipples. I even sucked my own tits, and in my mind I had visions of my pink hubbie prancing through the house, dusting and polishing, and whenever I entered a room he would bow and…no, he would curtsy, and I would ignore him.

I felt the excitement shooting through me, my groin was on fire. I pulled the dildo out and slapped my pudenda. Then I shoved the dildo back in. I could feel muscles crackling as I arched my back and groaned.

In my fantasy I could see him waiting on my every need. Oh this was going to be…going to be…

“AHHHH!” I came with the force of a hurricane. My muscles rippled and writhed and I felt like my pelvis was snapping back and forth like a rubber band.

I lay back on the bed and gave a moan of satisfaction.

Knock knock. A rather timid tapping.

“What?” I was trying to be irritated, but that cum, oh, my God, that cum had been magnificent!

“Are you…are you all right!”

“Get back to work!” I yelled.

I could hear his high heels tapping quickly down the hallway. Clickety clickety clickety.

I smiled. And sighed. Time for a bath. A nice bubble bath, and then I could go inspect my hubbie’s progress…and yell at him and get horny all over again.

THE WEEK PASSED SLOWLY…

He did his work well, apparently he had a talent for housework. And maybe even for being a woman. The next day he did his own make up, and it wasn’t bad. Made me wonder if he had been practicing that, too. But I didn’t ask him. Let him have his little secrets. Heh.

At any rate, I inspected his work frequently. In truth, I was looking for an excuse to paddle him again. I was disappointed, however, and I was wondering if I was going to have to just paddle him on principle. I had read on the internet that men were to be spanked once weekly, that it re-enforced their training and…

DING DONG!

I glanced out the window and smiled. A big Amazon truck was at the end of the driveway.

Tap tap. Seth’s timid knock sounded at the door.

“What?”

“There’s a delivery here.”

DING DONG!

“So answer the door.”

“But I…I can’t…not like…”

I yanked the door open and he cringed back against the wall. I grabbed his ear and dragged him through the house.

DING DONG! “Amazon. Need a signature.”

“Ow! Ow!” Seth complained, but I had his ear firmly and I held it so his head was tilted and he stumbled to keep up with me in his high heels.

I placed him before the door and opened it.

He stood, frozen, and stared at the delivery man.

The delivery man, I could see between the hinge crack, was also frozen.

The delivery man wore a blue uniform, my hubby wore a pink dress. And he had make up on. And two, dangly earrings.

Under the make up my husband was turning so brilliantly red, and his dress was bulging.

“I have a delivery.”

I held in a grunt. Were all men this stupid?

“Oh,”Seth squeaked.

“Can you…can you…” he held out a clipboard.

Seth signed it, his pretty red nails holding the pen, and their hands touched when the delivery man took the pen back. Both of them jerked their hands back.

I stepped out from behind the door. “Just leave everything on the stoop.”

He was more than glad too. He tilted and kicked and pulled the dolly back, then he scuttled down the walk like a monster was after him.

“Well?” I looked at Seth.

He looked at me blankly.

“Bring everything in.”

He looked at me, then he looked at the packages on the stoop.

It was just the stoop. A step out of the house, but everybody in the neighborhood could see him.

Mr. Johnson was across the way watering his lawn.

Mathilda Hockensacker was catty corner to us, trimming her bushes with a big set of clippers.

“But I—“

I glared at him, and it was obvious what I was thinking.

Spanking.

He darted out, grabbed as many as he could, and turned back, and I blocked the doorway.

“You think I want you dropping things? One package at a time.”

He was starting to cry, and his dress was standing out as far as I had ever seen it. Still, he turned and put the packages down, then picked up one. It was only a few inches cubed, and he brought it into the house, and placed it on the little table next to the couch. Out he went again. And again and again. There were a lot of packages, and it took him a minute.

Halfway through, him lifting his first big package, I yelled out the door, “Hey, Mr. Johnson.”

Johnson raised his head, adjusted his glasses and looked at me. He smiled, he raised his hand to wave at me…and froze.

Seth stood there, package in arms, wearing his pink dress.

Then he darted into the house.

“How you doing today?”

“Pretty…pretty good,” he wheezed, blinking madly. Not sure if he had really seen what he thought he had just seen.

Seth had put the package down and was standing to one side, his chest heaving, his eyes wide.

I snapped my fingers and motioned.

“How’s Mrs. Johnson?”

“She’s…she…”

I grabbed Seth’s dress and pulled him out of the house. He grabbed another package and ran in.

“…fine…” his mouth was open and his eyes were goggling.

I kept snapping my fingers, and Seth knew he had to comply. He ran back and forth, out and in, picking up packages and trying to get this over with as fast as possible.

Which, in truth, wasn’t as fast as he would have liked, because he was still a bit awkward in high heels, and he was too flustered to calm down and just do it.

“Well, tell her ‘hi’ for me.”

“I…I will.”

Seth picked up the last package. I waved to Mr. Johnson and closed the door.

Seth stood by the mound of packages and sobbed. And his dress was wet again. I was going to have to do something about all these unauthorized cums. Of course, that first package, if it was what I thought it was, might solve the problem.

“Take your panties off.” I walked around him and sat on the couch. I picked up the first package and began unwrapping it.

“But…” he cried, but he complied.

“Come here.”

He stood in front of me, his panties down to his ankles, a sodden mess of squirt.

“Heysoos wept on a rainy day,” I muttered. His peeny had cum all over itself. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“I’m sorry.”

I ignored his burbles and took out a set of rings. I placed one over his cock.”

“Wait a—“ he tried to back up, but I was holding him by the scrotum, and there wasn’t much backing up to be done.

“I suppose it’s just as well you lost control,” I observed, as I slid a tube over his limp dick. “At least you’re soft.”

“What are you doing?”

“Helping you control yourself.” I threaded a lock through the mechanism and…

CLICK!

He stared at his now caged cock. The look on his face was priceless.  Dismay, excitement, frustration (already?)…and he was quivering, like his whole body was going to break into orgasm.

“You might just as well go clean up. Full shower. I’ll bring you some soap.

I motioned him away with my head and he went, and I picked up the box which I suspected held the soap. It did. Lavender Rance Lavande Grand Paradis. Veddy expensive stuff. $82. Seth was going to smell so-o-o good.

A half hour later Seth reappeared. His smelled like a high class French whore house, his hair was full and silky at the same time. He had changed into the pink maid uniform.

I frowned.

“What?” He was afraid I was going to spank him again.

“You need some chest.”

“But…I’m a…”

“Take these.” I held out a handful of pills.

He stared at the pills. “What are these.”

I glared at him.

He looked at me, at the pills, at me.

“What are these for?”

I intensified my glare. This was a make or break point. He was going to take those pills, and I would prefer it if he would just take them, if I didn’t need to spank him, but he was going to take them nevertheless.

“Are they vitamins?”

I reached for the paddle, which I had placed on the arm of the couch.

He popped the pills into his mouth and tried to swallow. And almost threw up, then made a horrendous face. One of the capsules must have come apart and he was tasting the most God awful taste.

I waited. He kept everything down, and I said, “That will take care of your chest. Now, get back to work.”

“It…I…”

I reached for the paddle, and he scooted away.

Smiling, I listened as he rattled dishes in the kitchen, and I headed for the bedroom. I had bought myself a couple of presents from Amazon, and I couldn’t wait to try them—I stopped.

Inspiration, when it strikes, is quite lovely. I went to the kitchen.

“Seth.”

He looked up from the sink full of dirty dishes.

“Take off your apron and come with me.”

He followed me, but he was nervous. Changes were happening fast and furious for my poor hubby, and he didn’t know what to think. Which was just the way I liked it.

We entered the bedroom and I reached into the box I had ordered for myself. I handed him a dildo inside a mess of straps. “Put it on.”

I stripped off my clothes and lay on the bed and watched him.

He figured out the straps, realized it was a strap on and that he had to put it on. He did.

I smiled.

He was a slender…woman, and he had a big plastic dick sticking out from between his legs. Underneath the dildo was his own dick, firmly encased in plastic and locked irrevocably up. His balls, big and full, hung underneath and behind the plastic tube.

“What do you want me to…“

As if he didn’t know. “Come here. Eat me. Take your time and eat me good.”

He climbed up on the bed and knelt between my legs. He began to burrow into my womanhood. I could feel the slap and tickle of his tongue as he laved me. Oh, God, it was good. I felt my juices flowing, and shortly his face was a sloppy mess.

I looked at him, looking at me over his mouth gyrations, and I pushed his face down into my crevice.

He gobbled and munched, and finally I pulled on his ears.

He slithered up the bed and perched above my hole. I held his shoulders up, I didn’t want him laying on me, I just wanted to enjoy the feeling of penetration. He realized what I wanted and held himself up, and asked, “Can I suck your…you…”

I nodded.

He bent his head and began pulling on my nips with his teeth. The sexual electricity shot to my groin and groaned.

Then he slowly fed the plastic pickle into me. Inch by glorious inch. I was juicy, I needed no lube, even for this artificial bird.

Then he was all the way in.

“Fuck,” I whispered, and I began to grind upwards, and he began to grind down.

We were like a tornado meets a whirlpool, sliding into each other, and the crescendo built and built, and finally, like a Hoover Damn being demolished in an instant, I popped.

“AHHH!”

I held his hips firm, didn’t let him move. He froze, and waited. God, it must have been so weird for him. To fuck me, to see my pleasure, and yet be totally denied himself.

“GAAAHH!”

I felt my hips spasing, jerking, milking him.

“Oh, fuck!”

And it was over.

I lay, and he lay over me, afraid to let his weight be on me.

“Get off.” I pushed him. “Go do the dishes.”

I rolled over and closed my eyes.

He stood there for a moment, in shock, then he crept out of the room.

I smiled.

I had the best life in the world, and I wanted to share it.

My husband made a good salary, and his royalties from papers and books mounted up, and I didn’t have to share it. All I had to do was keep him in pink and make him do the housework.

I was getting fucked, and with a sizable dick, even bigger than his, and there was no mess attached to the act. I never had to sleep in another wet spot.

But the most enjoyable aspect of this new life was the fact that my husband was scared of me. He walked softly, did his duties, and scurried out of my way when I walked through the house.

And, man oh man, did that make me hot. And wet. And horny.

But I knew that I was going to need something more. The plastic peter was bigger than his, and I could order a bigger pecker from Amazon, but I wanted a bigger pecker that was real flesh.

There is something delightful about plastic, but flesh is still better. Flesh affords a connection that plastic can’t quite match.

Oh, plastic is good for a while, but, eventually you start wanting that fleshy fuck.

I was starting to want.

But, before I started looking for a serious alternative to my weaky hubby, I had to escalate his situation. I began making phone calls.

“Hey, girlfriend! How you doing?” the voice answered my greeting.

“I’m doing great. Say, I’ve got a new business started, and I am looking around for customers.”

“Uh oh. You’re not going to try and sell me insurance, are you?”

I laughed. “No, it’s much better than that. Do you remember when we were in college and we talked about making men wait on us hand and foot?”

“Yes?” She drew out the affirmative, expressing both suspicion and curiosity.

“Well, I have a man who insists on dressing like a sissy, and he cleans my house and everything.”

“Define everything?”

“I have him in chastity, so there’s no danger of unwanted attentions, and I make him wear a dildo and…” I went on with my sales pitch.

“Barb! I haven’t talked to you in ages! What’s the haps, girl?”

“Hi Tina, I’m starting a new business, and I wanted to give you a chance to get in on the ground floor.”

“What kind of business? I’ve done my investing for the year and—“

“No, no. It’s not that. Do you remember that feminist class we met at? Last year?”

“Of course.”

“Do you remember how we were joking that the only real place a man should be is serving us?”

“Of course. Oh, what a dream,” she sighed wistfully.

“Well, how would you like a man, all dressed in pink, to clean your house, to brush your drapes and clean your car, and then, with no dick attached, take you to heaven?”

“Oh, my God! What kind of a pill are you taking? I want one!”

“No pill. I have such a man.”

“Hi, Barb! How have you been?”

And so the conversations went on.

And while I did the heavy work of getting a new business off the ground Seth was washing the car. In a bikini. The neighbors were staring, and he was red-feced under his make up and working as hard and as fast as he could. And inside his little cage his penis was screaming and crying and pounding on the bars.

Monday, it had been a month since I had started Seth on his program, and I could already see little nubs on his chest. They weren’t big, but they were definitely feminine, and he definitely needed the cute, little training bra I had bought him.

“I don’t understand, why am I going over there?”

“You will deliver this letter, then you will wait for a reply.”

“But…I can’t go like this.”

I soughed, and inspected him.

Black high heels. Nylons. A pink maid’s outfit. Falsies in what we called his ‘big girl’ bra. His hair was slowly getting longer, and it was fluffed out and passable. His make up was immaculate and his lips were properly plumped and very red. His eyes were chocolate dew drops. He looked so innocent and…ravishing.

Hmm. Maybe I should make him do me before—no. No. This was a job. He had to be on time and professional, not smelling of pussy face.

I walked to the closet and took out a long coat.

“It’s a hot day,” he observed, taking the coat and holding it up and looking at it.

“It’s only a couple of blocks.”

“Can’t you drive me?” he begged.

I lifted a lip and glared at him.

“Okay…I’m sorry.” He quickly pulled on the coat.

As he went out the door I handed him a bag. “Give this to Tina.”

“Okay.”

Then he went out the door. I stepped over to the picture window and watched him walk. Click click. Down the walk, turn left on the sidewalk. Across the street I could see Mr Johnson staring from his bedroom window. With binoculars.

Why, that old peeping Tom pervert. He was probably spanking the monkey as he watched my hubby stride down the walk.

The good news was that Tina had a full security system, and I was able to watch Seth on my computer as she put him through his paces.

I watched as she answered the door, , said something to him, a most haughty manner, and led him into the next room. I watched as he pushed the vacuum back and forth. He hadn’t given much fight to being told he was to clean her house, and he swept the floors and polished them. She had even set up a few extra cameras, and I got very hot and disturbed down below as I watched him clean the porcelain in the bathroom with a tiny brush.

So hot I had to go attend to my ‘needs.’

But I was back to the computer quickly, and I was just in time to see her sit on the couch in front of him and fasten her own strap on on to his waist. Then she led him, dick bouncing, to her bedroom.

And, one more camera, I watched as she made him eat her, then fuck her. Watching his body go up and down over her, seeing the way his dress moved as he pounded into her, I knew that I had had a good idea. I was already thinking of billboards.

‘Pink Hubby!’

For the woman who needs her house cleaned.

Commercial thoughts running through my mind, my pussy already starting to throb again, I watched as she clutched his back and gave a long yelp of pleasure. I couldn’t hear it, but I could see the way she jerked and twitched and it looked like she had real good cum.

Then he was done. He took off her dick and cleaned up the bedroom, put on his coat, and made his good byes.

Tina, as planned, gave him a tip. I had asked her to. I just wanted to see what he would do. It was more of a test.

He returned home fifteen minutes later, right on time. He came in the door and hung up his coat, and I stopped him.

“What do you think you are doing?”

He turned to me, the coat still in his hand. “Hanging up the coat?” He looked confused.

“Your day isn’t done. 435 Ridgewood Place. Alyce Thorndyke needs a good cleaning.”

“But…”

“”But what?”

We stood there for a long moment. I think, at that moment, he finally realized the full scope of my plans. Clean houses. Be used for sex. Rinse and repeat.

I sort of expected him to slump, to feel dispirited and show it in some fashion. Instead, he nodded. And he was excited, but not in the normal way. Later I would ask him about that, and he said that it was lie a big, warm knife was opening him up. It felt like he was having an orgasm, a female orgasm, without the explosion, but with the total immersion in warmth and goodness.

He put on the coat, turned to the door, then stopped.

“What?”

He turned to me and held out a hand. The twenty dollar bill Tina had given him was deposited in my hand.

He didn’t say anything, nor did I. Then he turned and went out the door.

By the end of the summer he had grown a pair. Of tits, that is. They weren’t giant, but they were quite sizable, especially considering that he had started out like a man.

They were about the size of softballs, and his dress filled out nicely. What I particularly liked was him wearing half bras. He would put a shelf on and his nips would point out, a little puffy and sensitive, and the material would rub on them until he was almost crying. He would spend the day rubbing at his crotch.

“Have they given you the go ahead?” I asked, one night. I was speaking of the college where he taught.

“They’re fine with me being a woman.” He spoke of his condition easily these days. I think growing his own breasts really helped in that.

“And how about you?”

He turned to me. He sighed.

“How are you dealing with being a woman?”

“I’m dealing.”

“But?”

“Speaking honestly?”

“I asked.”

“I’m so horny I can’t stand it. I can hardly think. I don’t know how I’ll put together lectures for my classes.”

I smiled “But you’re not asking for relief.”

He spoke wryly. “Would it do any good?”

“Honestly, yes.”

He blinked in surprise. “It would?”

“Of course. Look, your situation has changed, and it is obvious that you’re happy. And, believe it or not, I’m happy when you’re happy.”

“Except when you’re spanking me.”

“Actually,” I grinned, “I’m more happy.” Then I grew more serious. “You’ve changed, but you’ve got needs, and we need to address those needs if we want to keep you healthy and happy.”

He cocked his head. I loved the way his long locks shifted and framed his face.

“So…what are you going to do?”

I took his hand and led him into the bedroom.

He looked around. I didn’t usually let him in the bedroom, he slept in the pink, spare bedroom.

“Up the bed on all fours.”

Puzzled, he mounted the bed, and I put on the strap on.

He turned his head to look back at me, and his face opened up. “No,” he said.

“Why not. You’re a woman in every other way.”

To his credit, he turned his face back to the front, looking away from me, and waited.

I had selected a large penis with a curved and a big head. I had been reading up and knew this was the best for massaging prostates.

I scooped up a large glob of lube and stepped between his legs. I pushed the lube into his crack, into his hole.

He shivered and jerked, and I slapped his ass. “Take it like a woman,” I commanded.

He held himself still and waited.

I reached down and tugged on his balls a bit. They were tight, full, and I knew that he really needed to be drained. Full balls were good for horniness, and compliance, but every once in a while they had to be drained. He had to be cleaned out, and the real benefit was that he wouldn’t get to cum, and would end up hornier than before.

I pushed forward and the big penis went up his rear. He grunted and jerked, but I held on to his hips and kept him from flattening out.

“Relax, little girl,” I soothed him.

He was tight, there were still internal struggles, and this was manifesting. But as I kept inside him, as I began to move in and out with small motions, he began to relax. It felt too good not to relax.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“That it is,” I calmly stated, and my movements began to get larger.

Back and forth, in and out, I sawed. I could feel his muscles tightening and trying to hold, I could feel his sphincter trying to close, and getting a fresh rub of sensation for that.

He began to push back. Little humps at first, but then he finally did relax, and the small movements became large movements.

He groaned and wiggled his ass. I could see his hands going under him, and I knew he was feeling his tits.

“How you doing, Sethie?”

“Oh, God…please…”

Suddenly his back gave a funny wiggle, and I instinctively knew what was happening.

“Oh, shit! I’m peeing.”

“It’s okay. Let it go. Pee all you want.”

He suddenly giggled, a very feminine sound. “After all, I’ll clean it up.”

“That’s right, honey. You’ll clean it all up.” I continued pushing in and out of him for a while longer. With the desire to pee had come a sort of loose-y goose-y feeling, and he relaxed and just felt good.

I began to pull out of him.

“Oh, please,” he blurted.

“You’re all done,” I slapped his ass. I stepped back, unbuckled the strap on and let it drop onto the floor.

He was sort of sore. It was his first time, after all. Moving carefully, he turned around and looked at me, then looked down at the bed. “What the…”

“It’s cum,” I said of the pool of liquid on the bed spread under where his caged penis had been hanging.

“I didn’t cum!”

“Of course not. But I rubbed your prostate, and it forced semen out. You’ve been drained.”

“But, I…I…”

“You’ll feel real good for a few hours. Enjoy it. When it wears off you’re going to be even more hornier.”

“I am?”

I faced him squarely. “Honey, for years, for decades, for the history of man…men have controlled women. They have bullied them and fucked them, and with not a care for the pleasure of the woman. Isn’t it time for a little role reversal? For men to come to grips with what idiots they have been?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course this isn’t for all men.”

“It isn’t?”

“Certainly not. Men like you make good maids. Or scullery cooks. Or other such positions. Thee are other men who are not good for such positions. I will be going out and finding one in the near future. While you’re working.”

He was blinking, trying to understand. “Working? Cleaning houses?”

“It’s what you’re good at. When you’re not using that big brain of yours to teach, or to write books and papers.”

He set on the bed, still on all fours, looking a bit like a stupid doggie.

“So, honey, while I find a real man to satisfy me, you’re going to be working for ‘Pink Hubby.’ A business I’ve put together, and which you are the first real employee. You are going to clean houses and administer to the needs of women. What do you think of that?”

“Well, uh…I…”

He didn’t know what to say, but I waited, and waited, and finally he gave me his answer.

“I guess that would be all right.”

END
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The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever!

The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz.

Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?


My Grandmother Feminized Me!

So I could work in a fancy house!


PART ONE

“We’re sending you to Granny Hostedter’s for the summer.”

I stared at Uncle Buck. When my parents died the court had ordered Uncle Buck to take care of me. Not that I needed taking care of. I was almost grown, but the courts refused to let me care for myself, so it was to Uncle Buck’s I went. And Uncle Buck was…well, Uncle Buck.

He was a grizzled old tub who liked to pick on people.

‘Do the dishes. Chop the wood. Get out of my way.’ Nothing but chores while he sat on his fanny and drank beer after beer.

“I don’t want to go to…who was it you said?”

“Granny Hostedter. And you’re going to go there and look around for her money. She’s got lots of money, and you better find it. Then you let me know and we’ll let you come home again.”

Home. A rat infested room in the back. Where the wind whistled through the slats and the snow drifted down from the holes in the ceiling.

Home, where we ate half cooked possum and squirrels that got so old they fell out of the trees and rabbits that got splattered on the road and weren’t too sun cooked before they were found.

“I don’t want to go to no granny’s house.”

“You’ll do what you’re told!” Uncle Buck backhanded me and I tumbled over a stool and sat on my butt. Aunt Sally laughed and laughed so hard the cigar fell out of her mouth.

And that was how I came to be walking down a country road on a summer day. Uncle Buck didn’t give me any money for a bus, he just told me to get my things and git. Or else.

So I walked down the country road, meandering, really. In no particular hurry, and wishing I had a gun so I could rob a bank and get out of the country.

I hiked halfway across the county, got a ride with a farmer who didn’t know I was Uncle Buck’s nephew, and finally wound up a hundred miles away, in the border town of Skinville, Georgia.

Skinville was a shabby collection of shacks, a red neck sheriff who eyed me too closely when I stopped at the well in the park and pumped myself a bit of water, and a lot of dust.

As I started out of the park I saw a gentleman walking a dog. The dog was a white and black terrier missing one eye and limping.

“Pardon me, sir. Can you tell me where Granny Hostedter’s place is?”

He eyed me up and down, and I thought he might set his dog on me. But he said, “five miles out thet way,” he pointed in the direction I had been going. Turn left at the Three Oaks, go four miles. Dirt road with a broken rooster.”

“Than—“

“She gonna open up again?”

I blinked, didn’t understand him, and he sniffed, then turned away.

“Thank you,” I breathed, shrugged, and continued down the road.

I walked a mile, and the day wasn’t bad. The sun was a bit hot, but I had wet my handkerchief and had it draped over my head and covered the back of my neck.

There was some fat-faced cows on the other side of a drunken fence, and some big woods on the other side of the road.

Tell the truth, I was glad to be out of Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s house. Uncle Buck liked to hit me with a belt when he got a toot in his snoot. He’d get all red-faced, pull out his belt, and whack me a few times. I’d run, and he’d chase me until he got dizzy and fell down and laughed.

I’d go into the house and Aunt Sally would start screeching at me.

Heck, it made me miss my own parents something fierce.

And now I had to go to Granny Hostedter’s. I ain’t never met Granny, not when my parents were alive, and certainly not while I lived with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.

But I had heard talk from Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally. According to them, to the things I overheard them talking about just before or just after they made those bumpy, springy sounds in the middle of the night, was that Granny was a selfish, old bitch. She had lots of money and she wasn’t willing to share it with anybody. And they were of the opinion that she couldn’t take it to the grave, so why shouldn’t they take it from her?

Well, I guess, but…it made me feel funny.

I mean, I was a good boy. Sure, I snuck money out of the offering plate on  Sunday, and I’d sit by the side of the road with one leg in a hole and beg from passersby, but wasn’t this Granny person supposed to be related to me? And wasn’t she Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s own flesh and blood? Didn’t that count for nuthin’?

But, walking down the country road towards her house—she was supposed to have something called a mansion—I figured if Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally felt that way then maybe they were right. So I should just go live there and let them know when I found the money.

I mean, no skin off my back, right?

Suddenly I was consumed by a cloud of dust. I waved my handkerchief and coughed, and a big hand grabbed me by the shoulder and shook me.

“Where you goin’, boy.”

It was that sheriff. He had coasted his flivver right up next to me and now had my shoulder in a fierce grip.

Heck, I wasn’t no body builder, health nut kind of Charles Atlas kind of guy! I hadn’t even ever been seen on the back of a comic book! I couldn’t even read comic books!  I liked the pictures though.

“What you doin’ boy!”

He gave a shake to my shoulder, and he had a thumb right dug in and I groaned, “I’m goin’ to my granny’s!”

He shook again, and he had the biggest thumb I had ever felt and it was dug in to the bone. “Who’s yore granny?”

“Granny Hofstedter.”

He held on for a second, then he let go. Sort of reluctant like, but he let go.

I stood there and rubbed my shoulder.

“Why you goin’ there?”

Because I got to find the money she’s got so Uncle Buck can come over and conk her on the head or put a big, old choppin’ knife in her back!

“She’s my granny.”

That sheriff stood there lookin’ down on me like an angry sun in the middle of a dust storm. Sometimes I wisht I was a big fellow. Sometimes I wisht I had Uncle Buck’s muscle. I was strong enough for a skinny fellow, but when the Uncle Buck’s of the world start pickin’ on me…I just wisht I had some big muscles and could punch ‘em right in the face. Or the gullet. Or maybe and especially right between the legs where their nutsacks hang down.

“Where you been?”

That was sort of an odd question, but I figured out he was just askin’ why he never seen me around Granny’s before.

“I been livin’ with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.”

He frowned.

“They ain’t my real parents, my real parents died and some judge tole me I had to go live with ‘em. Heck, I ain’t never seed Granny.”

And then it sort of popped out of me. “Is she okay? Is she…”

But words failed me. I wanted to know if she was mean like Uncle Buck, ‘cause if she was I was just goin’ to keep goin’.

The sheriff, he just squinted at me, took out a red bandana from his back pocket and wiped the back of his red neck. The expression on his face was like he had just stepped in cow shit and he was goin’ to have to use his finger to clean his soles.

“Wal,” he said, after a bit, “You best git goin’.”

I sort of gawked, I didn’t expect this, but I managed to turn real quick and keep the gawk under control. Then I trudged down the road.

I was about ten feet away when I heard his rough, gravel voice, “Your Granny gonna open up again?”

I turned and faced him, and when it was obvious that I didn’t know what he was talking about he gave a sort of disgusted shrug and climbed back into his car.

I turned back around and kept walking then. If he was typical of this country—mean ass bully talking nonsense—then maybe I should keep walkin’.

But, tell the truth, I had nowhere else to go. I hadn’t no education, didn’t know nothing but fetchin’ wood and tendin’ crops, so…I just kept headin’ for Granny Hostedter’s.

Behind me the Sheriff turned his tin lizzy around and headed back towards town, and I counted footsteps and wondered how far it was to the next road. I had been countin’ steps before he stopped me, but I had lost count.

I came to the the Three Oaks road—it was marked by a ramshackle old fall down building that must have been a store once, and three oaks sittin’ right in front. Well, two oaks, and one split trunk that must have died and fell in two. It was about noon. I didn’t have no lunch, howsomever, so I just kept goin’. I turned left like the man in town said, and I started countin’ steps again.

I like countin’ steps. Sort of gives me something to do. Makes it so I don’t have to think much.

About an hour later I came to a dirt road. There was a pole stuck in the ground, leanin’ to the side bit, and half a rooster was perched on it. The top half had fallen to the ground. Next to the top half of the rooster was a sign. It was old, weathered pretty bad, and I took a moment to reason out what paint was left on it.

‘Le  y   r cock c ow.”

Layer cock cow? What the fuck was that?

So I stared some more, and figured some more, and it finally hit me. ‘Let your cock crow.’

Now that was dumb. Cocks always crow. Them roosters wake you up early, so early you’d like to take a rock and smack their stupid heads, except that then you wouldn’t have eggs for breakfast because if the rooster went away the hens wouldn’t lay. At least that’s what my Mama said before she up and died.

Hunh.

I headed down the dirt road.

The road was actually pretty wide. And there was fences that had been white once on both sides. And behind the fences was some tall trees that would have given some shade.

It was a lot better set up than the mud pit Uncle Buck called his ‘driveway.’

Then I saw some trees stickin’ up in the distance. Lots of trees. And lots of kinds of trees.

First there was some fruit trees. Apple, orange, that kind of thing. And they was set in rows, sort of, where they hadn’t died off.

After the fruit trees was a bunch of oaks, and it was then I saw the house.

It was big. Three stories. And it had big, round pillars holding up the front roof part. It spread out a bit to the sides, and there was all sorts of bushes under the windows.

But it was dirty. And it. was missing a couple of shingles. And a couple of planks had fallen off the side and just laid between the bushes.

But it looked like a fine, old house, except for the falling apart part.

Huh. So this was a mansion.

I walked across a crabgrass lawn and stared up at the porch. It was missing a plank here, another plank sprung up there, but there was a table to one side, and it was in okay condition, and that’s where sat my old Granny.

“What the fuck you want?” She was sitting at the table. There was a pitcher of lemonade settin’ on the table, and there was ice in her glass.

She was wearing a fancy dress long enough to cover all her limbs, and it was pulled up high in the front. No way anybody could see her bosoms, even if she had any.

“I’m Jodie.”

“I’m busy. Go ‘way.”

It was then that I figured out there was a spot of gin, or just plain shine, in her lemonade.

“I’m come from Uncle Buck’s.”

She squinted at me. Her mouth twisted a bit as she inspected me, and she said, “Then go back to Uncle Buck’s.”

“Uncle Buck don’t want me,” until I figure out where your money is so he can conk you on the head and take it all, “My mama was Penny Thorndyke.”

Granny peered at me, tilted her head, straightened up the glasses on her bony nose. “Samuel.”

Laying down behind her was a big, old redbone hound. He had that floppy look hounds have, hanging ears, drooping, red eyes, and his whole body just sort of saggy skin on bones. At her word he stood up and came to the edge of the porch and peered at me.

I’m not scared of dogs, but this one was big, and I really didn’t know which way Granny’s mop was goin’ to flop.

“The Penny Thorndyke who used to be Hofstedter?”

“That’s my ma.”

A suspicious look crossed Granny’s face. “Up and married that asshole and left me?”

“I don’t know about that.”

Her faced screwed up like she had et a skunk without the stink sac taken out. “Samuel.”

Samuel came down the steps. He was old, but not that old. He still had a set of teeth on him. He walked up to me and I just held still. He sniffed at me. Big snorty sniff that would have inhaled half my pants iffen I hadn’t had them on. He looked up at me.

The truth is, I not only don’t mind dogs. I sorta like them. They don’t call you an asshole and beat you. They like to go for walks and even chase sticks. That’s something that most people can’t even do.

So I reached down and placed my hand under his jowls. Got slobber all over my hand, but he was a good, old boy. I drew my hand up the line of his jaw and scratched under his big flag of an ear.

“Hey, boy. How are you?”

He grinned, one of those big, old grins that starts at one ear and goes all the way around under his nose and to the other ear. He licked my hand, then he just sort of flopped down against me. I bent knee and started rubbing his belly, and before a grasshopper could spit he was leg up and head to the side and waggling his back on the ground and lovin’ the way I scratched his belly.

“Huh,” said Granny. “I guess you are.”

I scratched Samuel some more, then looked up at Granny. “I’m fixin’ to walk on if you didn’t want me.”

“Come up here and sit.”

I mounted the steps, listening to the creak of rusty nails and ancient wood rubbin’ against each other. I set down in a chair that looked rickety but was solid enough.

Granny poured me a lemonade, sat back and watched me.

Up close she wasn’t a bad lookin’ granny. She wasn’t one of these people with more wrinkles than a tree has rings. She still had her teeth, or the best chompers a dentist ever made, and she still had her hair.

Thick glasses, though, and she wore them on the porch to read the bible. She took off the glasses and read me. While I was scrutinizing her she was double scrutinizing me.

“So your Penny’s boy.”

“Yes, ma’am. I took a drink, made a face, and she laughed.

“That’ll take the varnish off your wood.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Then I risked a bit. “You don’t have whiskey do you?”

“Huh! Penny’s boy all right. That woman never could hold her likker.”

“I can hold it, but whiskey just tastes nicer to me.”

“I’ll get you a bottle, but you better not drink too much, less’n I ask you to.” Then she said the most remarkable thing I ever heard. “You ever wear a dress?”

She put me in a room on the top floor. It was nice. It wasn’t run down like the outside of the house, and I could look out the window and see all the way down the long drive, almost to where the half a rooster slept on the ground.

“You can stay here. This was your mama’s room. Got some chores for you, earn your keep, but they ain’t too much. Your dresses are in there,” she pointed at a closet. “Your underthings is in the drawers of that dresser. You need a better fit you can check some of the other rooms. I ain’t changed nothing since your mama went away.”

Then she went out of the room. She was healthy enough, but she didn’t move too fast. I came to the door and looked after her. She reached the stairs and looked back at me, then started down. Samuel was her shadow.

Samuel was always her shadow. Where she went he went. Her moving slow, and him just draggin’ along.

I turned back into the room and just looked around.

The bed was a big, old four poster, and the spread was pink. There was pink pillows with ruffles all over the thing.

Below the bed was a four drawer dresser, that was supposed to hold…’underthings?’

On the other side of the room was a small table with a lamp on it in the corner, right behind where the door would open. Then, down the wall, was the door to the closet. Where the dresses was.

I opened the closet. Man, it was big, half as big as the bedroom, and it had dresses hanging along one side, and shelves with shoes and things on the other. There was also some whips and belts and paddles and things. On one hook hung a whole bunch of old handcuffs. The kind the sheriff might use on a drunk some Saturday night.

I pushed my hand into the dresses and pushed them to the side so I could see what kind of dresses they was.

They were white and pink and scarlet and all shiny with satin and everything. They had fancy buttons, and while a few were up to the chin, most of them were cut low. Damn. My Mama must have liked to show off her chest. She certainly had a big one. I saw lots of men staring at it when she wasn’t looking. Once poppa even punched a guy in the nose for looking.

But what was I supposed to do with these? And what Granny said, asking me if I ever wore a dress, what did that mean?

So I threw my bag on the floor, washed my face and hands, and sauntered down to the porch.

Granny looked at me with a frown when I came out, and she said, “There’s wood to be chopped.”

So I went out and chopped wood. Heck, the wood hadn’t been chopped for a coon’s age, and the shed was bare. What the heck did she use in the big, old iron stove?

I would find out she used nothing. Ate her mush cold. Ate her grits cold. Didn’t eat anything that needed real heating.

So I spent the afternoon making logs and kindling and started filling up the shed.

Finally, she called me in for supper, and I ate cold grits and, man, they ain’t tasty. But I was hungry, so I ate everything put before me, and wisht I had a hog. I’da et that thing right down to its curly tail. I was that hungry.

After dinner I was on my own, and I started exploring that big, old house.

It was maybe forty rooms, and they was all filled with women’s clothes. Satiny, silky, handkerchiefs, big old bosom holders, corsets, hats, nylons…everything.

Funny, though, there weren’t no Sunday go to meetin’ clothes. Just the fancy clothes that…that a fancy gal might wear.

That was the point at which I started wonderin’ what kind of place this was.

I explored the basement and found trunks full of regular clothes. All put away and moth eaten.

I explored the attic and found all sorts of doodads. Old phonographs, old records, more girly underwear, lots more underwear. And lights and boxes and books and all the bric a brac you might expect to find in an attic.

I came downstairs when it got dark and turned on a light switch. Nothing happened. No electricity. And I realized that Granny was broke. She didn’t have no money. Uncle Buck was whistling Dixie.

All she was was a big, old rundown house and lots of fancy gal clothes.

Heck, there wasn’t even much in the cupboard. A few boxes of grits. And the spuds was picked out of the garden, along with other vegetables.

And I didn’t even see how she would be able to feed me. There was only enough for one mouth, and she was here first.

Since there was no lights, I went to bed. I slept in that big, pink bed, and it was the bestest, softest feather mattress I ever slept on. But I woke up in the morning and went down to ask Granny what was going on.

She sniffed. “I ain’t had no money since Penny left. Your Mama was the heart of this operation, and when she left…well, I had no business sense, and when she left I had no customers.

“Customers?”

She looked at me like I was daft. “Customers. Men. Men who want the cock to crow.”

“Cock to…men…are you saying…” Samuel was sitting by my leg, looking up at me and waiting for a scratch, “This is a whorehouse?”

“Best one in the state of Georgia. Lord, we used to have senators and congressmen come down to us. Men came from out of state to get their itch scratched.”

“But…what about the law?”

“Hell, Sheriff Addams and us, we had an arrangement. Things got out of control he’d come bust some heads, and then he didn’t have to pay nothing for his own itch. And Judge Johnson, he was one of our best customers. His horse-faced wife didn’t like it much, and she whispered in the preacher’s ear, but that Sunday fire and brimstone sermon was just good advertising for us. Why ain’t you wearin’ a dress?”

I blinked. There was that dress thing again.

“‘Cause I’m a man.”

She snickered. “Ain’t no man alive what doesn’t get all horny when he puts a dress on. ‘Sides. You wear man clothes around here you chop wood and such. You wear a dress you sit around and sip shine and wait for customers.

“Customers? Me?”

She tilted her head. Samuel was licking my hand and I absently started scratching under his ear. He started kicking his leg.

“Don’t tell me you ain’t…Penny’s boy….you haven’t been…”

“I ain’t been with a gal, if that’s what your asking.”

Granny surprised was a wide eyed stare and an open mouth. Yep, she had all her own teeth. I guess I come from good genes.

“Well, hell’s bells. Let’s get you started.”

“Get me started?”

She stood up, all business and smoothed her smock. “Come along, youngster. Time you learnt about the family trade.”

She took me up to my room and said, “take them clothes off.”

“I’m not taking my clothes off!”

“I’ll go get a switch and beat your hide till they fall off you,” and damned if I didn’t believe her.

So I slowly took off my shirt while she watched.

“Chest okay. Course your used to hard work.” She pinched one of my nipples. Gave me a thrill, but made me feel funny.

“Hey!”

“Get them britches off.”

I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers. I didn’t have no underwear, no boxers or nuthin’, because Aunt Sally didn’t believe in such. So I stood there, cock hanging down, and Granny nodded.

“You’re big enough down there. Us Hofstedters usually is, but…get it hard and let me see it.”

I certainly didn’t want to get a hard on in front of Granny. “I don’t think—“

She just reached out and gripped my dick.

And she was strong. For a thin, old lady she had a grip on her.

“Ow!”

“Get hard, you sonofabitch!” She glared up at me.

Well, I couldn’t help it. I swear, I ain’t no pervert, but my penis started getting harder and harder. When it was standing full out she nodded again. She let go and said, “Okay. You can get back to being limp again.

While I stood there and contemplated my cock, which didn’t want to get soft, she rummaged through the dresser drawers. She pulled out a corset, some bloomers, and stockings.

“Put these on. I’ll tighten up the corset in a minute.”

She went into the closet and started going through the dresses. I heard her saying things like, ‘Hmm, nope. Maybe…nope.’

I looked at the women’s stuff and I was confused. Well, the whole scene was confusing, but…I had never worn such stuff, and there was a part of me that just was flummoxed.

I finally put the things on the bed and considered them. I pulled on the bloomers. My cock was okay with that. There’s plenty of room in those puffy female drawers.

I pulled on the corset, and immediately was confined. I could still bend, she hadn’t tightened them up, but it was still difficult.

I pulled the corset up a little too high, sat down and managed to pull the stockings up.

Granny, meanwhile, was standing in the doorway of the closet and watching me. “You need to shave your legs, but they got nice shape. High heels will do for you. Give you a bit more ass, too.”

I finished with the nylons and stood up. I was an ill dressed slob. Women’s clothes, hunh! Nothing really fit. But I didn’t understand that the corset was not supposed to fit, I was supposed to fit to the corset.

“Lay down on the bed,” Granny muttered, crossing the room.

I lay down, and she climbed right on top of me. Took me by surprise. She began pulling on the strings to the corset. Up and down she went, and I felt the breath leave me.

“I…can’t…breath…”

“You’re not supposed to,” she chuckled as she knelt on my back and drove a knee downward. “You’re supposed to spread your legs and let the fellow on top do the breathing.”

I was woozy now, not being able to get air, and she backed off me, but when I tried to get up she pushed me forward, and I was stuck. She pressed me down with one hand and snaked the other one under my bloomers.

“Taking it up the asshole is a fun thing, if you relax.”

I was wiggling and twisting and trying to get away from her hand, but she was remorseless, and she knew what she was doing. It was obvious she had handled other reluctant people.

“First, remember to lube up. I ain’t got no lube, so I’ll just use one finger. But you got to get relaxed and open up if you want the men to love you.”

“But…I…don’t…”

“Yes. You do. All Hostedters do.” She managed to stick her bony finger in my hole and I was trying everything I could to get away from it.

“Hold still now. I ain’t trimmed my nails and I don’t want to cut nuthin’.”

She kept wiggling her finger, it sure felt long and bony, I could feel the knuckles, and it actually started to feel good.

“Hey, stop it!” But I was relaxing. There was no way to get away, and…my asshole liked it.

“Feels good, eh? Sure wish I had lubed you up. You got a nice ass, and it would be a pure pleasure to put my whole fist up there.”

Just the idea of Granny’s fist stick all the way up my ass was enough to make me squeak.

She laughed. “I always knows a man likes it when he squeals like a little piggy.”

God, it was starting to feel good. Real good. My whole rear end was starting to feel warm, and I began pushing back at her finger.

“There you go,” she whispered. “I knowed you was a Hofstedter when Samuel gave you the sniff test.”

She took her hand off my back, but I didn’t move, except for trying to hump her finger with my butt. I certainly didn’t try to escape. It just felt so good back there. It was that itch she had talked about, and I had one, and I hadn’t even known. Heck, this was better than sneakin’ out behind the bushes and jacking my cock off.

She kept worming her finger in me, and with her free hand she grabbed my cock.

“Damn,” she blurted. “This is hot.” She began to jack me. She had a rhythm going now. Pull down and pull out, stroke up and jam in. Again and again, and then she started tickling something in my asshole. I could feel her finger crooking, and pressing on something.

White soap suds exploded through my mind. I gasped and there was a sound like thunder in my ears. I was aware of my hips rippling and pumping, and then thick fluid was spurting out of my cock.

“There we go. Yes. It’s a gusher.”

For a long minute she milked me, drained every last bit of semen out of me, and then she was done. She let go of my cock, pulled her finger out of me, and slapped my ass.

“Your dress and shoes are on the dresser. You finish dressing and come downstairs. I had Barney deliver a bottle of whiskey for you.”

Then she was gone, out the door and down the stairs to wait for me.

I stood up and wiggled my butt. God, I had never felt anything so good. I squinched my cheeks, then relaxed them. Wow.

Then I got dressed and went downstairs.


PART TWO

We sat on the porch and sipped booze. She had shine, or gin, I never knew which, and neither of which I cared for. I drank whiskey, and, man, it felt good. I tell ya, there is nothing like kicking back and sucking some whiskey after your asshole’s been diddled.

“Your mama, she was the queen of this place. I inherited it from my mama, who inherited it from her mama, and your mama inherited it from me, and it was always a high class fancy house. But your mama, she was inspired. She was everybody’s favorite fuck. And she hired girls and taught ‘em what they needed to know, and…oh, I was good enough. I was my mamma’s child, but your mother. Whoo.”

I was scratching Samuel’s jimmy spot and watching his legs splay out and his rump hump.

“How come mama left?”

“Your daddy. He was big and handsome, everybody loved him, and she loved him, and…” Granny shrugged. “Anyway, after she left I didn’t have the heart. I was getting older, when Penny left all the other girls started drifting off, and I just didn’t have the gumption to make it all happen.

“I never knew.”

“Yep. Well, your daddy destroyed the best whore house in the whole deep south. Heck, if he was to show his face around here there’s still people who would want to take him down a peg. Maybe even stick a knife in him.”

“He’s dead now.”

“Don’t matter. That’s the south for you. They get a hate in them and they want to kill you even if you’re dead.”

We chuckled over that. A statement stupid on the surface, but deep for the truth it presented.

“I need to fix the roof. There’s side planks peeling. Event his porch,” I pressed down on a board and it squeaked.

“A woman on her back gets more done than a man on his feet.”

I looked at her.

“I still got contacts, I still know people. I can get people out here, and once they start coming people offer work, and then I get the money to pay for the work. You should learn the trade. We’ll get this old house fixed up in quick snap time.”             

“But I’m a guy. I don’t do guys.”

“Correction, you haven’t done guys…yet.”

“I don’t want to turn gay!”

She laughed and turned to me. “Honey, it ain’t cock what turns you gay. Cock is just a good time waiting to happen. It’s what’s in you that makes you gay. And I can tell you…ain’t gay.”

“But if I let men screw me…”

“Then you let men screw you, and it feels good, and you get money. More important, once we’re open some of the girls’ll come back. Then they can take the men, the ones that don’t prefer you, and you can go to servicing some of the old ladies in town.”

“Old ladies?”

“Honey, a good fancy house serves up all kinds of fun. When we was working big time I had almost as many women customers as men customers.”

“Why didn’t they just stay home and fuck each other?”

“That is a question, isn’t it? But who knows. Men and women get tired of each other. They want something new. They get turned on by doing something that’s supposed to be wrong…” she lifted her bony shoulders and grinned. “What do we care as long as they pay us money, right?”

“I guess.”

“Okay, why don’t you go look at some more dresses and such. I’m going to make some phone calls, see if I can stir up some business, talk to some of the old girls.”

I nodded, drained the rest of my whiskey, and wandered off upstairs.

I spent a few hours looking at dresses and even trying them on. It was sort of fun. It was a it difficult in the corset, but I figured out how to half sit and wiggle out of a dress.

Actually, it was harder walking in heels than changing dresses, but, again, it was fun.

It was fun to feel taller, and it was cool looking down on the world from a different height.

Late in the afternoon, I was getting tired, I was in one of the rooms on the second floor and I found the bonanza. A small room full of wigs. There was wigs of all colors and shapes. I could be a redhead or a blonde. I could have a skull cap ‘do,’ or long, wavy tresses that reached to my ass.

I liked long hair, and I chose one that hung down to my shoulder blades. I figured out how to fasten it and it almost felt like real hair. Then I saw the make up in the corner.

Make up. Oh, baby. I looked in a mirror. I was already en femme, so…should I?

Of course I should. Heck, Granny would have me sitting down and putting on a whole face.

So I picked out a tube of lush red and painted my lips. It tasted sort of waxy, and I was surprised how well it stuck. I guessed that it was high quality make up.

Downstairs, I took a breath and stepped out on the porch. I had intended to surprise Grandma, but it was me that got the surprise. Granny had a visitor.

I blinked, and the two women looked at me.

Granny reacted first with a big grin.

The other woman reacted second by blurting, “Penny!” Then she realized her error. She stood up and came towards me. “Oh, my God! I thought it was Penny.” She walked around me, and while she studied me I had a chance to study her.

She was older than me by about 15 years. So early thirties. She was really built. She had a thin waist and boobs that were larger than my mother’s. She was wearing a regular go to town dress, nothing fancy, but she had an attitude that she ready to go to town in a wild way. I mean, really ‘Go to town!’

She had a sweet face, but there was a very worldly look in her eyes. She was a brunette but had deep blue eyes.

She suddenly turned to Granny, and snapped, “I thought you said it was your nephew that—“ she stopped, turned back to me. “Oh, my God!”

“Yep,” chortled Granny.

The woman walked around me again, then she reached out and patted my hips with both hands, felt my chest, and that was interesting. I didn’t have much of a chest, but the corset had pushed what little flab I did have up, and I had the cleavage of a very flat woman.

She put her hands on my face, held my cheeks and stared into my eyes. “Beautiful. Just like his mother.”

“Come on back here and sit down, and let’s talk some more.”

The woman took my hand and led me back to the table. She sat down in a chair, and I sat next to her, and she kept holding my hand. I was starting to blush.

“Now you know why I give you a call.”

“Yes, I do. When do you want to open?”

“I’m already open. Got a couple of calls in.”

The woman turned to me. “Honey, we ain’t been introduced, but I’m Zelda. I was one of your mamma’s top girls, before she went away. And I am sure glad to see you.”

“Now we got to start calling Jodie as a woman. He’s a she, and we better not forget it.”

“Why?” I blurted.

“Because men want the illusion. And even when you do women it’ll probably be as a woman, and women like the illusion.”

Zelda took over. “Everybody likes to unwrap a present and be surprised. But they still want the present to be what they want. It’s sort of like that, right Granny?”

“Absolutely. Now, let’s talk about manners and how you got to hold yourself as a woman.”

The rest of that afternoon, and into the evening, we talked about how women sit, how they walk, words they use and words they don’t. Actually, they talked, and I listened, and I tried to do what they said.

Being a woman is quite a bit different than being a man. When a man walks, for instance, he’s got a couple of ball bearings between his legs that don’t make for good lubrication. That’s why men stomp around, and walk with a swagger. It’s all in the balls. Zelda even told me that she knew a guy came once who had no balls. He lost them, but he still had a prick, and it still got hard enough for him to want to pretend he could fuck.

“He walked just like a lady,” crowed Zelda. “Smooth as silk, one leg in front of the other. If you got in back of him you wouldn’t know it was a man…you’d think it was a woman in man clothes.”

“He sure tried to fuck, though. He’d always wear out two or three girls. It was sad though.”

“How come?” I asked.

“‘Cause he’d get this desperate look in his eyes. I think losin’ his balls really affected him.”

“It did,” Zelda put in. “After the house closed up he moved across the river. Tried the house down in Clover, but they wouldn’t put up with him wearin’ out girls and they told him not to come back.”

“Shame,” Granny shook her head.

“Sure was. He kilt himself a couple of years later.”

We were silent then. We had been sipping booze all afternoon, and the thought of a man killing himself created some maudlin feelings.

Granny turned to me. “Just goes to show. You take care of your balls good. You hear me.”

“I will.”

Zelda laughed. “I’ll take care of your balls.”

Granny grinned. “I figured you would.”

“What?” I asked rather stupidly.

“You’re about to get your ashes hauled, boy. Uh, girl. Zelda is going to show you how the pros do it. So you do what she says and you‘ll come back down a happy man.”

“He’ll come down sad…sad to leave me.”

Zelda stood up and took my hand, tugged me to my feet. I stood and wavered, a little drunk, a little high on heels, and she pulled me into the house.

We ascended the stairs, and we both started giggling. Me cause I was embarrassed and didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, and her because she was looking forward to popping my cherry.

“Where’s your room?”

“Third floor. My Mama’s old room.”

“Oh, Lordie. I know that room well. On off days your Mama and I would sit up there and eat each other’s pussy and look over the countryside.”

“Oh,” that was a surprise. I always thought of my Mama as a lady who went to the grocery store and smacked me a good one if I acted up. To find out that she…well…it was a shock to my brain.

We entered my room and Zelda started stripping me…slowly.

“Never move too fast,” she said. “Men like to feel the build up. And it gives them the time to get nice and hard. Nothing’s worse than looking forward to a good fuck and the man being limp.”

“Oh,” more to think about. How to please a man. How to excite a man. I was a man, but I was going to have to do that.

She got my dress off, then giggled at the corset. “I should make you wear it. Harder than shit to move good, real frustrating for a guy.”

But she began unlacing the thing, and shortly I was able to actually breath.

“You got a good body,” she whispered, then she kissed me.

She was a woman who had kissed a thousand men. Ten thousand men, and she knew how it was done. It was like she was part of my lips, inside my lips, and I felt like she was gobbling her way through to my soul.

Her hands roamed over my body as she extracted essence from my lips. She felt my nipples, ran her hands over them, her fingers, caused me to experience a thousand different sensations, and all of them good.

She pushed me back on the bed and began sucking my cock. Her educated mouth made me stiffer than I had imagined possible, and her hands fondled my testicles till I thought they were going to die and go to heaven.

Then she hopped up and sat on top of me, her hands on my belly, my cock sticking up in front of her. “You just came today.”

“How’d you know?” I blurted.

“You take as much cock as I have and you’ll know, too. Now, here’s the deal, I ain’t gonna let you cum for a while. We need to build you up a bit. But you’re going to be inside of me, and we need to educate you on how to move, what to do, the ways to please a man.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t look so sad,” she chuckled. She moved up, straddled me and slid down my long shaft.

My first fuck, a real fuck, not my hands, and it was heaven. I think if she had let me I could have cum again. Her love canal was that sweet and juicy. But she had a grip on me, and she was watching me careful like, and she said, “What’s this feel like?”

I felt her muscles, deep inside her pussy, and they were running over the head of my cock.

“How are you doing that?” I asked, amazed.

“Never mind, just tell me what it feels like.”

I described the feeling of her muscles running over my skull.

“Yep,” she said. “And there’s exercises I’ll show you that can help you do that.”

“Even though I’m a guy?”

“Even though. In fact, men got different muscles, bigger muscles, and your man pussy will make a cock feel a lot better than this.

‘This’ was driving me crazy. God, it felt good.

“Now, when you tilt your hips like this, just a little, watch…” she began to rise up, and it was like she was sliding a too small ring up the length of my member.

I grunted.

“Don’t try to cum.”

“Okay…but it’s hard.”

“‘Course it is. But you got to learn it. There’s gonna come a time when some guy’s been lasting too long, and you’re going to have to make him cum. If you want to save wear and tear on your pussy.”

She got off me then and lubed up her finger. “Now, I’m going to stick my finger up there, and I want you to try to tilt your hips like I did.

I was actually looking forward to this. I couldn’t wait to have something up my ass again.

She inserted her digit, fast but gentle. With her other hand she helped me figure out how to tilt my hips. “That’s it. Now, when I pull my finger out feel what it feels like.”

She pulled her finger out slowly, and it was excruciating.

“And if it feels that good for you, just imagine what it feels like on a prick. Or just remember what it felt like when I did it to your prick.”

She stuck her finger up there again. No, it was two fingers now. I wiggled my butt in a circle to make sure, and, sure enough. Two fingers. She began to hook and dance her fingers in me, and I let out a groan. “Feels good, eh?”

I nodded, could barely speak, was gulping. And she had a firm grip on my cock with her other hand, making sure I couldn’t squirt.

“Okay, now this little trick is…” she began to do things inside me then, and I thought my asshole explode into shards of paradise. Shortly I was sobbing with horniness and begging her to let me cum. She wouldn’t, though. Not until I had learned my lessons.

I sat on the chair on the front porch. I was slumped, barely perched, and too tired to sit up straight.

“How’d he do?” Granny asked, sipping her morning cup of coffee. For a change, it was hot coffee. I had chopped enough wood and she had fired up the stove.

“A chip off the old block. Penny’d’ve been proud.”

Granny nodded. “I had a feeling he had the talent.”

“God given,” agreed Zelda, sipping her own coffee.

“Hey, Jodie.”

I looked at Granny.

“You want some breakfast?”

I just smiled and gave a slight shake of my head.

“Told you,” grinned Zelda.

Granny nodded. “Well, we’re going to have a visi—hello. Who’s that?”

She shaded her eyes and looked down the drive.

In the morning mist a slender shape came up the drive. It was a woman, and she was carrying a carpet bag.

“Is that Ronnie?”

“It is.”

“Now what the hell has Ronnie been doing all this time?”

“I heard he worked for old Man Harkins.”

The figure was growing more distinct in the morning sunlight. She was going to be easy to see once she came out from under the shade of the trees.

“Old man Harkins? He’s too old to get a boner.”

“You know Ronnie, she don’t like boners.”

Then the woman stepped into the sunlight. She wore a purple dress, high heels—which must have been hell to walk all the way down the drive in—and a floppy sun bonnet.

“Zelda and Granny were quiet for a moment, until the woman was within talking distance.”

“Ronnie, how you been?”

The woman didn’t answer. She just mounted the steps. She had a thin face, but pretty. Her hair was cut shoulder length and straight. She moved her head to toss back a bang.

“I quit my job.”

Samuel stood up and walked around the table. He set next to Ronnie and licked her ankle.

“Git, you hound,” she commanded affectionately, which command Samuel ignored.

“Lord, honey. I’m open, but I ain’t got the business, yet.”

“I ain’t goin’ back.” And it looked like she was planted on the porch like her heels had roots all the way down to the earth and deep into it.

Granny sighed. “Well, you know I love you, and I’ll pay you when I can. Your old room is right where you left it.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Ronnie walked into the house.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“That was Ronnie, and you want to be careful.”

“Careful?”

Zelda: “Ronnie’s like you, a guy, but he only cooks, he never fucks.”

I was a bit confused. “Isn’t that strange?”

Granny and Zelda looked at each other and I figured I had said something wrong. Fortunately, it wasn’t that wrong, and they corrected me gently.

“Hell, girl. Anybody in this business is strange.”

Oh, I had judged him. But I hadn’t meant to. It just sort of came out that way.

“Ronnie doesn’t pal with women or men. He’s friendly enough with both, but partial to neither.”

“And he’s good with a knife.”

“That he is.”

They let that sit for a second, then Zelda added, “If Sheriff Addams can’t stop it, Ronnie can. But he ain’t gentle, like Addams.”

“Lord no. He handles that knife of his like he knows how to cook.”

Then both of the ladies were giggling. I was starting to understand something of this sense of humor they had, and to like it. But it was weird.

The morning commenced like the last day had ended; me taking lessons. The good news was that now I had experience and could understand what they were talking about.

“When you come in the front room, where all the ladies is sitting and waiting, and it’s all tense, move to the right.”

“The right? How come?”

“We don’t know. But when the ladies is upset you start circling right around the room and they all calm down.”

“What happens if you move to the left.”

“Don’t know. But right works, so why mess with it.”

And: “Find out what kind of drink he likes first off. Man likes to be catered to. And drinks makes friends fast.

And: “No matter what size dick he’s got, tell him it’s big. You don’t have to gush, but you got to be appreciative.”

“You tell him it’s small, or even give a look that says it’s small, and he’s going to knock your head off.”

“Or worse.”

And so the lessons went. All morning. Through lunch, which was made by Ronnie and was hot and delicious. And into the early evening.

At first I was feeling a bit overwhelmed, there was so much to remember. But they kept quizzing me, and not getting upset when I didn’t remember enough, and I started making sense out of the whole thing.

After dinner, which was downright amazing, I had a chance to ask Granny, “How’d you get all this food? You had nothing in the pantry the other day.”

“Once people know we’re open they start giving credit. They hope to get some advances, too.”

“So now you got people coming up to work, electricity is turned on, and food. Just from being open.”

“Honey,” she said with a happy smile. “This here house has a reputation.”

“Wow.” I remembered Mama trying to get credit once. They treated her like shit. What a come down, from working in this place, where people threw credit at you, and you wore fancy dresses, to raising a brat like me.

Not that I was really a brat, but you get what I mean.

Zelda had been standing next to us, and she said, “Whyn’t you tell him?”

Granny twisted her lips and considered her, then she considered me, but she didn’t say anything.

“Hell,” Zelda blurted. “She’s able to get everything up and running on your name.”

“My name?”

“Sure. She tells the power company that Penny’s child is come to work and everything starts up. You think they turn on the power without a big deposit? Especially for a house as big as this one?”

“Well, I hadn’t thought.”

Zelda snorted.

Granny said, “I’m afraid he’ll leave.” ‘He’ll,’ not ‘she’ll’.

Zelda: “Hell, Jodie ain’t going no where. Look at his face. He’s glowing. He’s lovin’ this. He’s like Penny come home and realized how much she’s missed it all. And his body, it’s better than Penny’s, except for the boobs. But we could get him those. And his face. Man, she’s a chameleon. She could be boy or girl and everybody would still love her.

“Yeah, but is he staying.”

“She’s staying,” Zelda stated emphatically.

I realized that I had started a hornet’s nest. They were talking, and Granny had some deep seated reservations about me. And, considering that Mama had left her, she probably should.

Granny had opened her mouth, and there was something very sad in her, and she was going to say something, but I cut in. “I’ll stay.”

She blinked and closed her mouth.

Zelda started chuckling, then slapped Granny on the back. “I told you.”

“Don’t you glad hand me. And it’s all talk. And talk is cheap.” Yet something was breaking up inside Granny. For once in my life I might’ve said the right thing.

“Don’t be an asshole.”

“Eat my pussy.”

They were trading insults to get past the moment.

“I wouldn’t eat your pussy cause it smells.”

“Then you can eat my asshole.”

“That really sm—“

BEEP! BEEP!

Argument stopped, and Granny muttered, “Now who in hell…”

We stopped talking and stepped out of the foyer and onto the porch. A car was parked on the drive, a bit to the side, and we couldn’t see much for the lack of light.

“You need to get the lights fixed,” observed Zelda.

“Yep,” and Granny peered into the darkness.

A big shape came to the stairs and mounted them, and stepped into the lights.

“Buster! Buster Addams!” Zelda went forward and grabbed the big man’s arm.

It was the redneck sheriff. The one who stuck his thumb in my shoulder bone and was so nosy…and then let me go.

Buster hugged Zelda, then gave a softer, but just as sincere, hug to Granny. He whispered in Granny’s ear, “You’re looking young as ever, sweetheart, but you’re still too much woman for me.”

Granny just grinned and her eyes glinted with pleasure.

“What brings you out here, lawdog?” Zelda asked. Granny yelled out, “Ronnie, could we have some drinks? Sheriff Addams is here.”

“I just heard a rumor you was opening, and then I saw some kid on the road today, wondered if he really did belong to…hello! Who’s this sweet, young lady?”

He actually bent at the waist, took my hand, and kissed it.

Lord, how I blushed.

“This is the kid,” Granny stated with a big smile.

Addams, ‘Buster,’ blinked, and his face went still. “Well, holy fucking fuck on roller skates. I thought he looked like Penny, but this…this…”

He moved around me, and I was struck by the difference in our bodies. He had big shoulders, a bit of a paunch, and he was a red neck, had that roll of fat over his back collar, but he was strong. He had a presence to him, took no nonsense, got the job done.

A man used to violence, but didn’t want any less’n you wanted it. And then you better watch out.

Finally, done with lookin’, he said, “Is she ready for business?”

I knew exactly what he was asking. Could he buy me for a bit.

“No,” said Granny.

“Zelda softened it, “He’ still got some rough edges, got a lot to learn. You give us a week and—“

“Yes,” I said.

They all stopped and stared at me.

“If you can handle some rough edges, and forgive me any mistakes I might make, I’m ready.”

Granny looked like she was ready to throw in the towel, if she could figure out where the towel was.

And Zelda just stood there and sort of smiled.

Buster considered me. “You’re a pretty girl,” he was testing me out.

“And I heard you got the biggest cock of any lawdog this side of the Miss. I sure hope you won’t hurt me.”

His face started to grin. Bigger and bigger.

“You sure do look like your mother.”

“I do thank you, sir. Would you like a drink before we go upstairs?”

At that moment Ronnie walked in with a tray. She held it out and Buster took his drink, quaffed it in one toss, and reached for my hand. “If you’re ready then I am.”

I took his hand and led him upstairs. He was big and strong, but he was also out of shape. He was puffing by the time we reached the third floor.

I led him to my room and opened the door.

We moved into the room and he closed the door with a heel. He took me in his arms then, and kissed me.

I tried to kiss him back, but I don’t think I was very good. It was hard to kiss like a receiver than a giver.

Still, he didn’t seem to mind, and he sat down and started taking off his clothes.

“Let me,” I said.

In spite of the corset I managed to bend enough to tug off his boots. He unbuttoned his shirt and I unbuckled his pants.

He had a normal-sized weenie, not big, not small, certainly not as big as mine, but I gushed over it. “You gotta be gentle with me. I didn’t know it was going to be like this.”

Inside I was trembling. I had never held a man’s penis. Heck, I never even seen another man’s penis before!

“Don’t you worry honey. Now climb up on this bed and let’s see who’s your daddy.”

I climbed up, pulled my bloomers down, and tried to keep my dick pulled up out of sight with the other hand. It was awkward, but Zelda had told me what men like to see, what they liked to pretend.

The sheriff moved up behind me, his stiff rod poked right onto my brown button. Fortunately, he remembered lube, because I hadn’t, and that saved me some grief. He slapped that lube onto my hole and I jumped.

He laughed, “Cold, ain’t it.” And he pushed lube into my hole with his big thumb. And it was big. Big and gnarly. It went in with a pop, then I was holding the narrow part of his thumb with my rectum ring.

He pushed his thumb in for a bit, swirled it around, then pulled it out. With a pop.

“Here we go, honey.”

It was amazing how quickly I had adapted to this, and all I can say is that it really must have been in my genes.

Before this day I had never fucked a woman. And I had certainly never fucked a man. But there was a certain instinct to it that just picked me up and made me move.

I wasn’t gay, but I didn’t mind a dick. I like the warm fleshy tube pushing through me, opening me up. I lost hold of my package, but that was okay. Now he was in me, and the perception was over. He was fucking me like I was a woman. He had my back to him, and it was slender, like a woman’s back. He had my buns, and they were round and soft, like a woman’s.

Most of all, he had my hole. It was like a woman’s a real, live pussy, but with the uniqueness of an anus.

He began to saw in and out, taking his time, appreciating the feel, and I tried to remember all the things Zelda and Granny had told me. Hold your breath like this, tilt the hips like that. Move and pull. Give a wiggle there.

It must have been a while since the sheriff had cum, because he didn’t last long. Or maybe it was just that I was that good. At any rate, five minutes later he was zipping up his pants, and I laid on the bed and luxuriated in the feeling of semen leaking out of my asshole. I was going to have to clean myself off, and get all fixed up again, but I had done it. I had managed to live up to my mother’s reputation, and I had saved the family fancy house from going under.

And I had had a pretty good time doing it, too.

END
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The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man.


My Wife Feminized Me!

A woman takes her husband down the pink path!


PART ONE

“I don’t want to go!”

“Well, you have to.”

I stared my wife. Joanie is always getting me into these things. She likes getting involved in the hug the trees, or cure the cancer victims, or any other cockamamie ‘save the whatever’ that comes along.

She is so beautiful, built like the original brick shit house, if that shit house had a 36-24-36 frame, and the top of that frame had double Ds, and a face that would have put Marilyn Monroe to shame. I mean, the long blonde hair, the pale blue eyes that warmed you to the cockles of your heart…which are little valves inside the heart for those of you not in the know…she could make a snowman heat up.

“I don’t have to!”

“Why don’t you want to go?” We were in the kitchen, sitting at the table.

“First, because I don’t know any of those people—“

“Chuck Knowles will be there. In fact, he’ll be speaking.”

“Great. Chuckles, who lives to play practical jokes on me.”

“So he has a great sense of humor,” Joanie was grinning.

“Oh, you would like to have some itching powder in your panties?”

She snickered.

“Or, how about the time he covered my car, my whole car, inside and out, with post it notes?”

She laughed out loud. A guffaw, then she put a hand over her mouth.

“Or, yes, dear, old Chuckles…the time I got drunk at the frat party and he put lipstick on me. I woke up and everybody at the party was grinning at me, and I was so out of it…” I shook my head.

Joanie was laughing her ass off by now. She put a hand on my wrist and managed to say, “Honey, I know Chuckles has a sense of humor…”

“And I happen to be the favorite butt of his jokes,” I grumped.

“But he also inherited freight cars full of money, and he is very free in donating to good causes.”

“So let him donate. I’ll be home watching TV.”

She stopped laughing, although there was still a smirk or two left in her beautiful soul, and said, “Honey. I will talk to Chuck…”

“Fat lot of good that’ll do.”

“…and I’ll stay by your side and watch out for you. He tries even the slightest trick…I will intervene on your behalf.”

“No.”

Now my wife is devious. She studied me closely, realized I was going to stand my ground, and sighed. Then she stood up and went to the liquor cabinet.

I watched as she got down the amber bottle of W.L. Weller Special Reserve Bourbon Whiskey. $83.99 a bottle, and tastes like eight hundred a bottle.

She moved to the refrigerator and put a glass under the ice maker. She waited while the ice made little cubes, then poured the bourbon into the glass.

God, I was already thirsty just watching that beautiful, brown liquid splash over the cubes until it was half full. Then, I know it is a sin to dilute such ambrosia, she popped a can of Coke and filled the rest of the glass.

Bourbon and Coke. A Coke high. A drink that I love so much I force myself not to drink too much; it would be too easy to become a drunk.

She sauntered across the kitchen, a pursed, little smile on her full, red lips. She placed the glass on the table.

“Drink.”

“No?” My voice was weak. She was using one of the only two weapons that could shatter me.

“Go on. Drink. I’ve got another one, if that’s not enough.”

Then she took hold of the bottom of her sweater and started lifting.

I picked up the glass and took a big glug.

She was using the other of the only two weapons that could shatter me.

She raised the bottom of her sweater slowly, watching me, smiling like a damn Mona Lisa.

I glugged again. She was so exciting I could hardly taste the bourbon and Coke, but it was already having it’s effect. I felt the cold liquid splash on the bottom of my stomach, and the fire started.

She pulled her sweater over her breasts. Those wonderful, stupendous, incredible mounds looked at me. She had a black bra on, and I stared, stupified, as her pale, milky skin began to appear.

Glug.

“No,” I whispered.

She pulled the sweater over her head and her hair suddenly fell out, in disarray, undone, sexy, like what it looked like after a night of making love.

She tossed the sweater aside and was grinning openly at me.

“You dropped your sweater,” I could hardly breathe.

“Drink.”

I couldn’t resist. I glugged. Half the glass was gone, and I had absolutely no defenses for what she was doing to me.

She reached behind her waist and undid her skirt.

I thought my eyes were going to pop right out of my orbital sockets.

“Not fair,” my voice was about as loud a snake’s belly sliding on the ground.

She dropped her skirt. There she stood. Tight panties showing her camel toe. Bulging bra. Hair falling loose over her shoulders. Those beautiful blue eyes laughing at me.

I reached, but she stepped back, her smile was so teasing and tantalizing.

“Come on,” I whined.

“Not until you admit that Chuck is a good guy, even if his sense of humor is a bit…unorthodox.”

I grumbled something that was an admission, but not in intelligible words. The fire in my belly was building. My cock was already built. Under the table it was pressing against my pants like the weasel that wanted out of the bag.

“Drink.”

I drank.

“And then say you will come to the event with me.”

Oh, I tried. My refusal was in my throat, trying to come out, trying to assert itself, but my throat was only making an ‘urk’ sound.

She undid her bra. I stared at those wonderful mammary glands. Full, and robust and tipped with large, erect nipples. She tossed the bra aside.

“I think it’s a fair trade.”

I glugged. Down to one quarter of a glass.

“I’ll lie down and let you rub my whole body. Stem to stern. Tootsie to—“

“Tit,” I blurted. My voice sounded hoarse. It was hoarse.

“Yes, tootsies to tits. And I’ll even let you suck them. Put your mouth on my nipples and lick them and pull them with your teeth. Oh, I would love you to pull on my nipples with your teeth.”

I gulped. Then I remembered to put some bourbon into my mouth and gulped again.

“And then there’s this,” she placed a hand on her pussy. “You call it a camel toe. Or…what’s that other name you have?”

“Monkey knuckle,” I couldn’t breath. The fire in my belly was roaring. My penis was so hard it hurt.

“Yes. I’ll let you massage my monkey knuckle. First with your hands, maybe put a few fingers in me—you know how I like that—and then your mouth can take over.

I made more unintelligible sounds.

She stopped talking, leaned forward—her breasts drooped down and I stared at them with my tongue out—and she took my glass.

Oh, my God. It was empty, and I hadn’t even noticed. She was stronger than bourbon!

She walked to the far counter, where the bottle of bourbon waited. She had lost her underpants somewhere in the last minute, and I stared at those perfect, round globes.

Her svelte and slender waist.

She looked over her shoulder at me and laughed.

She collected ice, poured bourbon, added Coke, and sashayed back. Every inch of her was a musical symphony, swaying and jiggling and making me a wreck and a ruin.

She placed the glass in front of me, her boobs fell in front of me and touched the table. I reached, but she stood up and backed away.

Without taking my eyes off her, I gulped more bourbon.

She said: “Maybe I’ll even get out my vibrator and fuck myself for you. Would you like that?”

Oh, God! She knew me too well. There was nothing I liked more than seeing her get herself off. I know, I’m a pervert, but…I liked seeing her give herself a self-induced orgasm better than…than…than I even liked fucking her. With my own dick. My poor, hard dick.

“What do you say, honey? Can I put on a show?”

I nodded.

“Or should I get dressed, put the goods away, and be all frustrated…knowing that I want you, I want your fingers in me, your tongue, maybe even your cock…except…except…”

“I’ll go!”

Where did that come from? I had intended to hold firm! To take a stand! How had I agreed to…but it was too late.

She reached for my hand, pulled lightly, and I popped out of my seat.

She looked down at my pants, then licked her lips. “Oh, God, I like fucking.” Then she looked at me. “But, today, since you’ve been a good boy, I am going to let you rub every square inch of my skin. Then lick my privates until I’m screaming. And then I’m going to fuck myself. You have to sit back and watch, so close to paradise, but doomed to be a horny, quivering mass of sexual urges.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered.

And I’ve got a serious question for you here: why do men like to be denied? Why do they like to walk around with monster dongs, lusting for that which they could have, but which is even more delightful denied?

I didn’t bother to answer, I knew the answer…because we’re perverts.

She took me by the cock and led me down the hallway, towards the bedroom where, true to her word, she made me love her whole body, eat her to an orgasm, and then, with me at arm’s length, jilled herself to several more.

It was terrible. And wonderful. And I would be in heaven for a day. Maybe longer. Then she would get me off and it would be ten times better. Anticipation makes the hard grow fonder. Or something like that.

The event was a breast cancer thing.

I’m a crude asshole sometimes. I stare at boobies, I think lewd thoughts, and sometimes I even voice them if I’m around guys or my wife.

“Oh, baby, look at the knockers on that bitch. I sure would love to bury my face in those bazoombas.”

The guys would snicker. My wife would sigh, and smile. After all, a horny me was a considerate me. Even if it was some other woman that made me horny, she would reap my politeness until she deigned to let me get off.

So, I’m a crude asshole, but, given my obsession with boobs, I agreed with the seriosity of this event.

Nearly 300,000 women will contract breast cancer in a year. Nearly 45,000 will die.

Yeah, I’m an asshole, and a pervert, but those statistics are really not fair. That many woman who suffer…I don’t make jokes about that.

So I was on my best behavior at the Breast Cancer event. I had even put together a thousand bucks for a donation. I hadn’t told Joanie, but I had made a quick call to encourage Chuck—he’s got the bucks—and I had told him what I planned. A thousand bucks is a hell of a lot for me, but it’s better donated to such a cause than to be wasted on a set of golf clubs for a duffer like me.

We arrived at 11:00 enjoyed a buffet, sipped some of that disgusting Apple Cider stuff they palm off on you instead of liquor, and mingled.

Joanie was looking a million dollars. Her dress was tight. A blue, shimmer thing with some serious cleavage. And she hadn’t worn a bra; I could see her erect nipples under the slithery material, rubbing and sliding and making her nips even more erect.

Drool, drool.

I was even looking pretty spiffy. I had worn slacks and a jacket—no stinkin’ tie, thank you—and my hair was combed and my teeth brushed.

So we mingled, and chatted, and sipped the spoiled apple juice, and the clock ticked down to 12:00.

Suddenly we heard the sound of somebody making a bell out of glass with a spoon. We looked up to where Chuck was behind the mike on a dais. Everybody moved forward to listen.

Chuck is a handsome dog. All that money and handsome, too. Sometimes it just ain’t fair.

He smiled, exchanged greetings and couple of quips, and then we were all ready for his speech.

“Friends and fiends,” we all chuckled, “we have come together for a most worthy cause. Last year nearly 300,00 women contracted…”

He talked, laid out the statistics. then he got into a few personal stories. Joanie was on my arm, so gorgeous, and she listened closely. She had a friend who had died of breast cancer, and she really felt what he was saying.

Hell, even I felt it. Me, big, strong man who laughs at adversity. But this was no laughing matter.

Then Chuck wound up with an intro, for me, and it was a doozy.

“You know, I’ve been pretty serious here, but you know it’s a good cause. But to introduce this next fellow I need to tell you a story.”

Everybody cocked an ear.

“When I was in college I had a roommate. Great guy.”

Oh, fuck…was he talking about me?

Joanie squeezed my arm and a side glance told me she was grinning.

“He used to do things like taping an airhorn to the wall. When the door was opened it would swing back, hit the airhorn, and I would jump right out of my pants.

“And then there was the time he filled up my car with balloons. That was a great one. I had to get to work and I ended up driving through town with balloons flying out the window. Got stopped by a cop, and the cop was laughing so hard he didn’t give me a ticket…”

Everybody was chuckling now.

And, I admit, I was laughing. Well, hell. You didn’t think I was going to let Chuckles get away with putting an airhorn under my chair, did you?

“So,” he said, “without further ado, but without any less, let me introduce you to my best friend, Brian Lessings.”

Tell the truth, I hadn’t expected that. I hadn’t expected to be singled out and called up. But, I smiled at people, Joanie pushed me a bit, and I wound up walking up the steps to where he stood waiting.

The crowd cheered, we shook hands, and Chuck whispered in my ear, “Do you have that check?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

“I’m going to use you to encourage people to donate, is that all right?”

What could I say? But I didn’t know the half of it.

“All right.”

Chuck turned and faced the audience and raised his hand. The hubbub de-bubbed and everybody listened.

“We all know how hard money is to come by, and sometimes it’s hard to put together a few bucks, even for a cause as worthy as this. I talked to Brian earlier this week, and I found out that he planned on making a donation.”

In the audience Joanie tilted her head. I smiled at her. I was going to get lucky tonight. Baby, was I going to get lucky.

“Brian, the check please?”

One of the people in the audience stamped his feet and started going “Woo, woo, woo.” Chuckles must have planted him.

The woo woo caught on, and I stood there with a check in my had for a long minute. Joanie was clapping and her eyes were moist. Man, I was making points with my babe.

Chuck raised his hand and the roar died down. He extended his hand and took the check. He looked at it, held it up and announced, “One thousand dollars!”

Man, the roof was lifted then. Eyes opened up in pleased surprise. Joanie clasped her hands over her chest. And I stood there and took it like a man. It wasn’t hard, actually. I was doing a good thing.

After a long minute Chuck raised his hand. The crowd quieted and he began to speak. I expected a quick thank you, shake my hand, boot in the butt get off my stage. What he said, however, shocked me.

“Guys? Gals? This is generous. This is why Brian is my bestie. But, in the interests of friendly competition, I want to do him one better.”

Uh, oh. I could feel it coming. He was about to deliver a gotcha. And knowing Chuckles like I did…it was going to be a good one.

I want to bring attention to our mission here, I want the world to be aware. So I will…” he lifted a finger and cautioned the crowd, “…hear me out entirely before you cheer or boo or whatever,” he had that crowd in his hand then. The world was focused on him…and therefore me.

And, oh, fuck. He was going to get me.

“For every month that Brian wears breast implants I will donate $5,000.”

Stunned, I spun on him. My face displayed all the shock I felt.

The crowd was even stunned. It took them about five seconds to absorb it.

Chuckles repeated. “If my best buddy allows himself to be implanted with fake boobs I will donate $5000 a month. He’ll have to last an entire year, but that’s $60,000.”

Then the crowd started mumble. It was stunned exclamations at first. Then somebody started clapping.

And old man Foster, who owns the bank, and whose wife had had cancer at one time, yelled out, “I’ll double that!”

Cheers.

A voice yelled out, I don’t know who it was, “I’ll do a thousand a month!”

And more voices, more donations, and I stood there with my mouth open. I had never been more flabbergasted, more flummoxed, more ‘gotcha-ed,’ in my life.

Chuckles raised my hand in victory.

I looked at him, and he laughed at the stupid expression on my face. Then he pointed into the crowd. I followed his finger and saw…Joanie. My beautiful wife. She was crying, and blowing me kisses.

Oh, my God.

I looked at Chuckles. What the fuck had he done to me? What the fuck?

I didn’t drive home. I let Joanie drive. honestly, my mind was in such a state I didn’t think I could drive.

She wheeled the car through town, and all the way she kept looking at me, and…and crying.

“That is the bravest thing I have ever heard. You are such a man. I love you with all my heart.”

And, “Did you know he was going to do that?”

“What? No! I had no idea…” I just dribbled off.

“Well, it was just the bravest thing I have ever seen. And, you know what?”

“What?” Scenery was passing and everything was a blur. I slowly looked at her. I had never seen her this happy.

“You know I don’t always like jilling off for you, making you wait, even though I know you love it.”

“Oh…”

She was talking, and slowly I figured out the words.

“And, since you have been so brave and giving, I’m going to do something for you.”

“Oh…?” What was she talking about?

“Honey, I am going to give a month of no cums. I am going to make you as horny as you have always wanted. When I finally let you cum it is going to be the most glorious, wonderful orgasm you have ever had. In fact, if you want to go ahead and buy a chastity tube…I’ll even get into that.”

I was confused. I was supposed to have…tits? Chuckles had done the supreme ‘gotcha,’ and now…I wasn’t going to get to cum? And she might even put me in chastity?

But…I didn’t want to not cum forever…I liked to cum. I just liked to build it up for a few days…what was she talking about about a month? And…and why the chastity tube?

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey? And I’ll start making you horny this very afternoon. Oh, this is going to be so much fun. But you are so generous and…well, you deserve it.”

I deserve not cumming? And, yes, I liked that…but…a month? A month?

I wanted to speak then, to say something, but I couldn’t. My mouth was flabbergasted by the fact that I was going to have tits. Real tits. Well, real fake tits. And nothing came out of my mouth but confusion. I was well and truly and totally overwhelmed.

Fucking Chuck!

We reached home, and there were already reporters there. Oh, my God! He had said he wanted the world to know about our cause…but this…so soon.

I sat in the car and the reporters, there were actually dozens of them, clamored outside my window.

Joanie ran around and pushed through. She was laughing, pleased with the sudden popularity and celebrity, and she made quips and answered questions.

“Yes, he is…”

She opened the door and pulled me out. She pushed microphones away form my face, but not hers.

“Transitioning? Oh, no. He is a most manly man. At least he will be after a year,” she giggled.

She pulled me through the crowd. My face was red and I was speechless.

“Maybe. He’d look cute as a woman. But the main thing…” she stopped on the doorstep and faced the mikes and cameras, “…is people should be aware of breast cancer. We can beat it, and I encourage men everywhere to do what my husband has been brave enough to do.”

Then we were inside the house and she closed the door. I stood in shock in the foyer, and she leaned her butt against the door.

“Oh, my God!” she breathed out. Her eyes were glinting, and I had never seen her so exuberant. “I cant’ believe you agreed to do this.”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to explain that it was just one of Chuckles ‘gotchas,’ but words wouldn’t come out.

I was stunned, I was shocked, but I might have been able to say something, but the way she looked at me….

My wife loved me, and she always looked at me with a certain amount of pride and happiness, but never with anything like this.

I felt like Elvis. I felt like the Beatles. I felt like I had finally done something so right that her love was justified…and I let the moment pass.

I looked down at my chest. It was flat. Good musculature. I had worked on my pecs with weight lifting so I had good skin texture, and I knew my skin would even stretch well.

Fucking Chuckles.

I was going to have boobies. For a whole year. And there was nothing I could do about it.

A week later I went to the local hospital to get my implants. It had been a wild week, with reporters and even a TV appearance on Good Morning America. Of course, Joanie had done most of the talking. I was walking around in a daze and wasn’t capable of much coherent speech.

We met with the doctor in his office, and there was even a pool reporter there to report on the meeting. Man, the Cancer Society was milking this.

“Well, Mr. Lessings, I’m happy to report that your chest is perfect for implants. And this is good because we have to put large ones on you.”

“How large?” I asked.

“Pretty large. Your chest is a bit wider than a female chest, and if we put small implants on you it would look ridiculous. Fortunately, we have some Chyna 2000s here, and they should fit you perfectly.

“Chyna 2000s?” asked Joanie.

“She was a professional wrestler, ‘the ninth wonder of the world’ was her billing. She had large breast implants because she was a large woman. Those implants are now quite popular among women who want a large lift, and the occasional transgender person who requires a bit more up front.”

He smiled while he said all this. Very professional, even as my heart sank in my chest.

The reporter had a couple of questions then, but I barely heard them. Joanie looked at me and patted my hand.

God, I loved my wife. True to her word, she had teased me and tantalized me for a week, and hadn’t let me cum.

The reporter turned to me. “Have you decided to wear a dress?”

“Uh…”

“There will be times he will be in a dress, and times when he isn’t,” Joanie answered. “It depends on the situation, and, of course, he must be comfortable.”

“Mrs. Lessing,” asked the reporter. “I don’t mean to be out of line, but have you, as a well endowed woman, discussed with him what it will be like for him to have large breasts?”

Oh, had she! She would tell me how much I was going to love my new tits, how much fun she was going to have picking out outfits for me.

Tactfully, she said, “We have discussed it. We’ve even begun a regimen of exercises to strengthen certain muscles.”

I sat and listened, and it was surreal. I was a man. I was going to have boobs. What crazy world had I just woken up in?

“Well,” said the doctor, “if there are no further questions perhaps we should begin the procedure.”

We could. Joanie said we could. I just shut up and tried to figure it all out.

I was taken to a small room where the reporter was kicked out and Joanie watched. The doctor measured me time and again, and made little marks on my chest.

I sat there, and Joanie smiled at me in the most encouraging way. I wanted to tell her that I was tired of not cumming, that I wanted to squirt my brains out, but the doctor was there

I was then taken to a larger room where people waited for operations. Nurses zipped here and there, wielding clipboards like they were shields, and asked pointed questions.

“Allerges? Previous operations? Anybody in your family had cancer?”

I put up with the stupid questions. I had answered all those questions for my last physical, but doctors seem to think that your family history of fifty years ago is going to change every week. Or maybe they just don’t like nurses and want them to do busy work.

Anyway, it wasn’t long before I was wheeled out of the room, down a corridor, and into an operating room. It wasn’t a big operating room, but then boob implants weren’t a big deal. In my Googling of the procedure over the last week I had discovered that almost 300,000 women got implants in 2019.

That’s a lot of boobs. Each boob weighs about 2 pounds, so that 600,000 pounds of silicone. That’s a lot of silicone for a bunch of silly cones. Heh. Good joke, eh?

Anyway, I had looked at the Chyna 2000s I was going to receive. Eight and a half pounds. Four and a quarter per boob. Man, I was going to need a bra.

Then the anesthesiologist put a cup over my face, started counting backwards. I got to 7.

I awoke, groggy, but happy. I think they must put some kind of happy juice in the gas.

“Honey? Brian?”

“Umm,”I said. My throat was dry, and I moved my lips.

“Here, drink some of this.”

A straw was pushed into my mouth and I gulped. I was still out of it a bit, and I said, “Why don’t they have bourbon?”

Joanie laughed a little, and I became aware of something looking at me, shoved in my face, what was…I opened my eyes.

Joanie was next to me. The reporter had a mike in my face, a cameraman was pointing a television camera from the foot of the bed.

“How do you feel Brian?”

“With my hands,” I quipped. A bad joke, but tried and true.

“And how do you feel about your new breasts?”

Everything rushed in on me then, and I started to push the daze back. I looked at Joanie. There was a nurse behind her.

“How’d it go.”

“We’re asking you that, dear.”

Oh. Yeah. I was the one being operated on. Correction, that had been operated on.

I started to sit up, then stopped. I felt unfamiliar aches and pains, and a huge weight on my chest.

“Here we go,” the nurse cut in and helped me sit up. The sheet fell down, and I had my first view of my new tits.

They were big. Monstrous. I had held them in my hand, but now, on my chest, under the skin…they were humungous mountains.

They were bigger than my wife’s, or even any woman I had seen.

“Oh, my God!”

The cameraman bent at the knee a bit and focused his camera on my stunned face.

“Brian?” asked the announcer.

I said the only thing I could say. “Wow!”


PART TWO

The doctor was a genius. There were only two, little scratch marks near my armpits. He had actually slipped the implants in, then filled them. It was a bit unorthodox, and it had taken some time, he had to constantly adjust and measure, but he had done the deed.

And I was now an official bra wearer. I had to wear what I used to call, when I was a callow youth, ‘over the shoulder boulder holders.’

And the bra I wore, especially in the beginning, was thick and sturdy. Every day Joanie applied aloe vera lotion to my breasts and to the two scars. It felt good, really good, when she placed her hands on my tits and gently rubbed. I especially loved it when she rubbed her palms across my nipples. And it seemed like my nipples were always distended.

But, then I was always horny.

I hadn’t even gotten home from the hospital before my penis was back at full flag. I went to bed, Joanie made me, but I really wanted to sink my cock in her most wonderful pussy palace.

And when I woke up I asked her for sex, but she said no, that I had just had an operation and I needed to take it easy.

And a few days later, when I was up and about, she still refused.

“This is so much fun,” she said, as she played with my cock with her hands, “If I had only realized that it was this much fun to make you horny I would have been doing it all along.

So there I was, an over endowed woman in the chest, and a priapic man in the groin. I mean, that sucker was getting hornier and hornier, and just didn’t want to go down.

A week after the operation I was done with being chaste. I needed an orgasm.

So I got up one morning, stepped into the shower, and began stroking Mr. Happy.

Oh, God, it felt good. Joanie had been playing with me every day, giggling and laughing at how big and red I was getting, and marveling at the amount of pre-cum that was coming out of the slit in the head of my cock.

The shower was running hot, I was feeling relaxed, water was streaming over my chest, my boobs, and with one hand I began to tickle my nipples.

Oh, God. This felt good! I was going to finally get to cum! I was going to—

“What are you doing?”

I opened my eyes as the shower door swung open.

“But…”

She slapped my hand off my dick, and happened to slap my dick in the process. My knees buckled and I almost came right on the spot. but I didn’t, and Joanie reached up and grabbed my ear and tugged me out of the shower.

“Honey! You’re going to ruin everything!” She dragged me out of the bathroom, soaking wet, and pushed me onto the bed.

“Now, I told you I was going to make you super horny, and you are obviously feeling it. Don’t you want your reward?”

“Well, I really d—“

“Honestly. I am looking so forward to this. When I finally let you cum you are going to cum so hard! You’re going to be a volcano! And I really want to measure your semen. I mean, you’re going to be cumming gallons!”

“But, honey, it’s long enough. I am so horny I can stand it. I really need to cum!”

“Oh, nonsense. Now, dry yourself off. I’ve been wanting to do this, but it’s obvious that it’s time.”

She tossed a towel at me and I began to dry my skin, all too aware of how my cock stood at attention. It had never felt so big, throbbed so hard. And I had a constant stream of pre-cum.

While I dried off she opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out a small box, maybe six inches cubed.

“Okay, come along,” she took my hand and led me to the kitchen. She sat me down and put the box on the table. “Put this on.” She opened the box and took out a ring, a tube in the shape of a large cock, and a padlock.

I stared at the gadget. “What is that thing?”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

I knew that, I just…didn’t want it on me!

“But what’s it for?”

“To control you. Give you a little self control.”

“But I don’t want…”

She didn’t even let me finish. She put a finger over my lips to shush me, then went to her old stand by…the liquor cabinet.

“I don’t want to drink,” I stated firmly. I want—“

She took out a bottle A new bottle. One I had never seen before…except in ads. It was round, a light-brown, rich color, with planes scalloped into the top and bottom.

“This is Blanton's Single Barrel Bourbon. $185. It was a gift from an admirer.”

I licked my lips.

“I presume you still want to ruin it with Coke?”

“Well, uh…” I nodded.

She performed the ritual. A tall glass with ice cubes. Half of the glass received the beautiful, colored water. Then she poured in the Coke.

She placed it in front of me, amongst the pieces of the chastity tube.

“This really isn’t fair,” I said, as I picked up the glass, felt the cool condensation already forming.

“I know,” she said, and she meant it. “But a woman has to do what a woman has to do.”

I took a sip.

Oh, there is a God. He is on my tongue, exploding my taste buds and showing me paradise.

I lowered the glass.

Joanie didn’t say a thing. She just watched me.

I sipped again, and my eyes actually rolled back. I had never in my life tasted such ambrosia, such nectar of the Gods, as this.

“I want to get my rocks off,” I said, taking yet another sip, rolling it around, understanding what heaven was.

“I know,” she said, “But I have a confession to make.”

I sipped yet again. I was already light-headed. “What’s that?”

“You turn me on.”

“Well, that’s good. Every man wants to know that—“

“You don’t understand.”

I looked askance at her. She was staring at me, so very, very sincere.

“I’m turned on by your tits.”

I blinked.

“I didn’t think anything like that would happen. But when they rolled you out of the operating room and I saw the mountains on your chest…I knew.”

“You knew what?” I actually squeaked a little, I sipped quickly to cover up my embarrassment.

“I knew that I wanted to see you as a woman.”

“A…woman.”

“Oh, yes. A woman. I want to see you in a dress, high heels, stockings. I want to see you in make up. It’s all I dream of. I jill off almost every single night dreaming of this.”

“But, honey, I don’t want to be a woman.”

“I know, and I’m going to say something now that might seem a bit selfish. “I want you as a woman. You’ve got me so horny my monkey knuckle is seeping juices. My pussy is on fire at all times, every time I look at you I feel a little flush down there, like a miniature orgasm, but it’s not an orgasm, it’s the promise of one. A big one.”

“But then why?” I gestured to the pieces of the chastity tube waiting on the table.

“I don’t know. I can’t help it. It’s just that I want you as a virgin. Like you’ve never cum before. Sometimes I even imagine myself as a man, about to deflower you, and I want you pure, unfucked. A…a virgin.”

I shut my mouth, except for my constant sipping. The glass was half empty now, but I was half blasted. This stuff was strong!

But, in a way, I was almost sober. I mean, my wife was asking me to…to transition for her. To be a woman, so she could take me.

“Are you talking about a strap on?”

For a long moment she said nothing. Just stared at me. And I knew. She was.

“I don’t think so.”

“I know,” she said. “You’ve always been a manly man, and here I am asking you to give that up. For me.”

“I don’t want to be gay.”

“It’s not gay. Being gay is a decision a man makes. Anal sex is a sensation that any man can experience.”

“By dressing up as a woman.”

She said nothing for a moment, and I thought she was done, but then she said, “That’s part of it. That’s what makes me horny, but you know what sex is like. You get hard, you get desperate, and then…well, that’s what seeing you as a woman does for me. I get wet, I get desperate, and then…then I want to…fuck you.”

“I don’t want anything up my ass.”

“I know.”

A simple acknowledgment, but she wasn’t backing off. And I knew then…she was just biding her time.

“So you’re going to make me so horny I finally give in.”

“Yeah,” and she actually shivered. I had a feeling she had just had one of those little ’flushed’ moments. She hadn’t had an orgasm, but the promise of an orgasm.

I finished my bourbon, then stood up. I did the unbelievable. I refused a second glass. I said, “I don’t think so.” Then I walked out.

I had finally made my stand. I had refused, and that emphatically.

Joanie, wise girl that she is, didn’t push it. She had stated her case, and was content to let my desperation bring me around.

She watched me closely, was Janey on the spot when I took my cock in hand, and two days later she got me drunk enough to put the damned cock tube on.

She didn’t try to butt fuck me, she just laughed and joked and fed me bourbon, and without the threat of anal sex I was content to drink.

She is trustworthy, after all. She wouldn’t do anything to me without my permission. She’s just awfully good at getting my permission.

So she got me drunk, got me laughing about the chastity tube, and I woke up the next day without the option of masturbation.

Oh, I complained, but I had let her put it on me, and therefore had tacitly agreed, and therefore had given my permission. And life got a lot more interesting.

I was horny, and becoming more compliant.

She played with my chastity tube every day. Especially on waking up—I frequently awoke with my package in her mouth—and on going to sleep. I would lay awake for hours after an hour of her playing with my cock, sucking my nipples, fondling my breasts.

And I tried to retain an even frame of mind. I tried to keep calm and level headed, but the constant accumulation of horniness was getting to me.

And she started dressing me up.

Well, why not? I had a woman’s body, so…why not dress me like a woman?

She shaved my legs at first, then got tired of that and started making me use Nair. I had no hair on my lower body at all.

Then she slid those nylons up my legs, and man, I thought I was going to cum right in my chastity tube. Feeling that slither as the material  rubbed up legs…oh, God! I was shivering and actually jerking my hips a bit before they were properly fastened to my garter belt.

So I would get up, get dressed, including a dress, and…she started making me wear high heels.

I was shocked to find out how much I loved high heels.

And so was the world.

I was practicing on the patio and some slum dog paparazzi snapped some photos, and there I was National Enquirer.

Joanie laughed at that, and I found a new flock of reporters on the front doorstep.

After a couple of days of them hanging on the doorstep, ringing the bell, calling on the phone, and just shouting at the windows, “We want to see Bryan!” Joanie convince me. These guys weren’t going to leave unless I gave them something.

On a Thursday morning I dressed up. The full works, and Joanie even put some powder on my face, and wanted to put eyeliner and lipstick on me, but I drew the line.

Then we went to the front door and I stepped outside.

Oh, the roar. I had always heard that stupid phrase, ‘And the crowd goes wild!’ But I had never thought about it. I was thinking now. Those newsies were shouting and whooping, and Joanie just stood there, her arm linked with mine, and we endured the attention.

Correction. I endured the attention. Joanie loved it. Man, she was feeling like the belle of the ball.

And we came back in, and I thought it was over. Until Cosmopolitan called and asked for a photo shoot.

Oh, God!

The shoot was on a Monday, and the only reason I agreed to it was because they agreed to donate to the Cancer people. And here is the cruel twist. I had refused to put make up on, but I had to wear make up for the photo shoot, and they really made me up. They did my eyes,  my lips, shadowed and blushed me. They even gave me a wig!

I sat there, under the hot lights, and wondered what was happening to me. And then it got worse.

After the shoot we were talking to the gal who was writing the article, and she said, “I notice he has no bump.”

I opened my mouth to say something, and Joanie cut in with, “He’s wearing a chastity device.”

The world stopped. Dead silence, then the writer grinned.

My mind was roaring as Joanie answered questions for me.

“Oh, he has normal urges, but a woman always has to help keep her man’s urges down.”

And: “He’d like to, but I’ve sort of taken over in that department.”

The writer gal knew I wasn’t forthcoming, but she was getting phenomenal copy from Joanie.

“A lifestyle without the messiness of sex is quite exciting. It is an untapped energy source, and he is so much more loving.”

And on and on and on.

And I knew, as we left the studio where we had shot the article, that I was dead meat. After that debacle every woman was going to try and get every man into chastity.

Girlfriends would hound their boyfriends, claiming that true love would be proven if he would just ‘give her the key.’

Wives would bully their husbands until they had them firmly and securely locked up. ‘You won’t be able to cheat on me, dear.’ ‘But I never cheated!’ ‘And you won’t now. That will prove how much you love me!’

Mothers would even demand that their male children become chaste and they would have the key…until the young man got married. No more masturbation. No more unwanted pregnancies. It was a perfect solution for an imperfect world. And I had started it. No, I wasn’t going to have a friend in the world when this magazine article came out.

Oh, the women would love me, hold me up as an inspiration of devotion. but the men…they wouldn’t play darts with me if I was the target. Well, maybe they’d do that.

We arrived home, and Joanie, after blabbing her mouth so much at the magazine interview, was strangely quiet.

I went into the kitchen and made myself a drink. We had gotten more free bottles of bourbon. Chuckles had mentioned, in an interview that he had done, that bourbon was my drink of choice, and now we even had a bottle of Elijah Craig 18 Year Old Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $389.99 a bottle. And the first taste of that had blown my fool head right off. I had never known people could make that kind of firewater!

And, of course, I mixed it with Coke. I know! I know! But…under my dress and over my heels and under my wig…I’m a slob kind of guy.

Joanie came in and sat down. “Mix me one, too. Will you?”

I did, and delivered it, and we sat opposite each other, sipping, thinking.

I was a woman. She had me in a corset today, for the photo shoot, and that gave me an hour glass figure.

My nails were done. They had insisted on that, to, for the photo shoot.

I watched my fingers as I held the glass of bourbon. I rolled the glass, and was amazed at how sexy my now long and slender fingers were.

She sipped.

And we were silent.

I think that was the moment that changed it all. But I still had some resistance left.

“I’m not going to let you out of that chastity tube until you let me fuck you.”

“I know,” I agreed.

“And your days of running around like a man are over.”

“I figured,” I said. I was leaving little traces of lipstick on my glass.

“I love you, but this has got to happen.”

I finally responded with, “If I let you fuck me you’re going to steal my manhood.”

“Hell! I’ve already got your manhood. You are the woman, and have you noticed how I’ve been dressing lately?”

I had. She wore pants as often as not. She wore very little make up, or severe make up. She was pulling her hair back in a bun, and I had the feeling that she was going to get it cut short. Long enough to still be a woman, but short enough to be a butch woman.

“I’m going to go even more masculine. I’ve been thinking about taking up weight lifting. I want you to eat salads and do Yoga.”

I looked up at her. We could feel things shifting around, our psyches making adjustments.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because the world is changing and I want to be in charge.”

“Why do I have to be a woman? Why can’t you be in charge and I be a man?”

“Because that is the way the world is built. Men fuck women, and woman lay there and take it. I want to be the fucker, and I want you to lay there and take it.”

I nodded. Then, “Something stops me. I can’t quit. I can’t just give up like that.”

We had another drink. God, I loved that stuff.

She said, “Okay. Then do something for me. It’s a little something, but I think you’ll be able to give up that much.”

“What?”

“Wear a butt plug.”

I blinked. I was wearing a chastity tube. I was in make up, and I had the feeling that she was going to keep me in make up, and even make me do my own make up.

“It won’t hurt, but it’ll get you used to being able to have something in your ass.”

“What kind of butt plug?”

“There’s different kinds. We can start off with simply jewelry, you’d look fucking gorgeous with a big, blue diamond in your rectum, showing whenever you bent over.”

I nodded. “I’ll think about it.”

Thinking, in this universe, is considering, and considering is halfway to an already made up mind.

On a Tuesday we sat down in front of the computer. She selected three butt plugs. One of silver with a beautiful, blue diamond on it. One called a prostate massager, and one a big bulbous thing.

And they arrived on Thursday. I will always remember the day I went on all fours on the bed and she placed my first butt plug into me.

The diamond. Firm, but filling. And exciting.

She lubed me up excessively, slid the thing in, and there I was.

I stood up, and immediately found the world different. Every step I took was awkward, and a thrill. That plug rubbed me the right way right from the get go.

Joanie grinned. She saw the look on my face. Shock and awe, and…hap-hap-happy!

“Come on, let’s go for a walk.”

We walked around the block. It was dusk and not too many people recognized us, and we were almost home when we passed the Johnson’s house.

Billy Johnson. I had played golf with him. And now he stood in a skirt, a male shirt, and heels, and watered the lawn.

He squinted at us. “Hey, Brian.”

Joanie pulled me to a stop.

“Hi ,Billy. Where’s Samantha?

“She’s right here. “Hey! Sam! Come out?”

In a minute Samantha Johnson was on the lawn. Billy turned the water off and the two women engaged in chit chat, but it wasn’t just any  kind of chit chat.

“Why don’t you sign up for weight lifting with me?”

“Oh, Billy didn’t like the skirt at first, but he’s coming around.”

“He’s going to love make up. When he’s ready, of course.”

And I noticed that Samantha was wearing slacks, and it looked like her breasts were bound. Her chest was flat. And Billy…did Billy have bumps?”

Oh, my God! He did!

While the girls were talking I asked Billy, “Do you have breasts?”

“Half the guys on the block have breasts,” he answered in a docile way. “But mine are going to be real. Hormones can do such wonderful things…”

I goggled, but it was dark enough that he didn’t notice my shock.

Billy Johnson. The original stud. Brought cheap ass beer to all the football games. His wife always walked three feet behind him.

Later, at home, I thought about it. Half the guys on the block were getting boobs, or wearing dresses, or…or engaged in some act of femininity.

What the hell had I done?

And yet, I hadn’t done anything so much as provide an ignition point.

Men didn’t become feminized unless they wanted to be feminized. I was the outlier, the anomaly, because Chuckles had tricked me into it. But now that I had done it, others were following along. So they must have wanted to be feminized all along.

I was just the excuse for them to release their inner demons. Or maybe I should say ‘demonesses.’

Huh.

At that moment I was sitting on the swivel chair in front of my computer. Joanie was getting us a couple of more drinks, and I felt a warmth engulf my ass. A heat. A wonderful, exciting, life giving heat.

Almost like an orgasm, but soft, gentle, and fulfilling.

The butt plug. I was sitting on it, and it felt so good that I was actually squirming a bit, and in the squirming was trying to get more feeling, and I was.

Oh. I felt another warm, little flush back there. Down there. Wherever my asshole was. I wiggled again, and again I felt that electric warmth just sort of explode through my body.

Joanie entered, carrying the drinks, and she saw the look on my face. “What?”

“I think I’m having some sort of anal orgasm or something.”

I described the sensations, and she said, “That’s like what a woman’s orgasm feels, except a lot stronger.”

“Oh…oh…!” My eyes glazed over.

“Brian. Do you want to drink this drink? Or do something about those little almost orgasms you are having?

And I did something I never expected. I turned down bourbon. “Do something about it,” my teeth were actually shivering with the sensation warming up my hole and my whole body.

She put the drinks down, took my hand and helped me up. And I did have to be helped up. These wild surges of ‘almost’ orgasm were getting stronger.

She led me down the hall and into the bedroom. She felt my head. “Baby, you are burning up.”

“I’ve got the fever,” I moaned.

“Climb up on the bed and let me put my dick on.”

I climbed on to the bed. I knelt on all fours, facing in, and waited.

Joanie took out a strap on and put it on. She adjusted the buckles, then took out a dildo.

“How about this?” she asked.

It was about the size of my cock. My cock when it wasn’t bound by a chastity tube, that is.

I nodded.

“Okay. Let me get some lube now…”

She took out the butt plug and slathered the goop on my ass. She smushed it into my hole. She was gentle and stroked my thighs as she lubed me.

The warm, little sensations stopped shivering me, but now I was shivering for another reason. I was shivering because I was a virgin about to get plowed.

“I’m going to be very gentle,” she explained. “I’m going to go very slowly, and you have to talk to me, let me know what you like and what you don’t. Okay?”

“Okay,” I gulped.

She moved up against me, and I could feel the big penis, it sure felt big, touching my crack. Then she lifted it with her hand, aimed it, and it was touching my brown hole.

“Here we go, lover. It’s just like the butt plug, but a little longer.”

I felt the head slide in. For some reason, probably because I didn’t know what was going to happen, I wasn’t rigid, or tight, and it felt good.

It felt like somebody was stretching it out, opening it up, and the nerves liked it. Heck, the nerves never felt anything like that, so why wouldn’t they like it?

“Oh,” I groaned.

She waited. She massaged my back. She rubbed my thighs. “How’s it feel, lover?”

“Oh, God. I can hardly breath.”

“It’s going to get better,” she whispered, and she slid an inch into me.

I arched my back, surprised at how good it was feeling.

“Breath, baby. Relax. And open up for Momma.”

She pushed another inch into me.

She reached down and grabbed my chastity device. She held it, moved it around, let me feel the pale sensations of my dick, then she shoved another inch into me.

“We’re almost there, honey. You’re going to be a woman, in the truest sense of the word. How does that make you feel?”

My constant and increasing horniness, being trapped and desperate and wanting it so bad, the next words popped out of me.

“Oh…oh…give it to me.”

She slid all the way in. I felt her thighs against the back of mine. I felt the fake balls of her dildo. Most of all, I felt that warmth I had felt, those little ‘almost’ orgasms, started to build.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” I blurted. The words were forced out of me by the intense pleasure in my rectum.

“That’s it, baby.” She began to pull back, to move it out of my ass. Slowly, gently. I felt the big, plastic veins on the side of the cock slither along the sides of my hole. All the nerves were firing. I grunted, and pushed my hips back. Don’t take it out! I want it! Give it back!

She did give it back. Gently, she pushed it in. I began trying to figure out how to move my hips to increase the sensation. The warmth was building, building, and I was having trouble thinking.

I wanted that ‘almost’ orgasm to become a real orgasm.

Was it an anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm? Something else? I didn’t know. I just knew that I wanted it.

“Honey, I know what you want,” she whispered as she fucked me. “And the only way to get it is to submit. Give me your power. Admit that I am in charge. If you do that then you will receive your true reward.”

I was grunting and groaning now, and even starting to slam backwards, engulfing her cock, then almost spitting it out. Engulfing and receding.

The warmth grew and grew. I felt my thighs trembling, jerking violently, and then it hit.

The warmth became a bright, beautiful sun. As I was engulfing cock with my man pussy, so the sun of orgasm was engulfing me.

I collapsed forward, and she rode me down, keeping her cock in me, driving it deeper with her weight. I lay there, my whole body shaking, and let the feeling go through, a vast ocean, warm, deep, never ending.

Finally, Joanie pushed off me, withdrew her cock.

I sighed, suddenly feeling empty.

She took off her strap on, smiled, and said, “Okay, honey. It’s all done now.”

And it was. She had my power. I felt rendered, taken apart, and what was left was soft and glowing.

I asked her, in a soft voice, “Will I ever get back inside you? Will you ever let me fuck you again?”

She chuckled. “Do you really want your power back?”

I shook my head.

“But don’t worry, I’ll keep fucking you. Would you like that?”

“Yes.”

And she smiled and helped me off the bed.

END
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The Man Who Abused a Woman ~ A tale of sexual crime and punishment, a man beats his wife and faces the consequences. A cautionary for any man who raises his fist to a woman!


Feminized By My Wife!

Feminization and complete role reversal!


PART ONE

“Oh…yeah…YES!” I felt the shudders go through me. My eyeballs rolled up, my penis did its thing. For a long time I held myself up, my body rigid, and enjoyed the white hot violence of a good cum. Then I sagged, and Sue pushed me off.

I rolled to the side, lay on my back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a good cum, they all were, but…

“Did you cum?” I asked.

“Nah.”

“Do you want to?”

“Nah?”

I frowned in the darkness.

Sue turned to me and cuddled. “It’s okay. I’m not that big on orgasms these days.”

Now, I don’t know about you, but if you love a woman you want her to have an orgasm. You want to bring her to the toe curling, breath taking state of ‘Oh, my GOD!’

You just do.

But my wife, for some reason, didn’t want to cum anymore.

I rolled out of her arms, out of bed, and strode towards the bathroom.

She figured I was just going to pee, and she waited for the warmth of my body with closed eyes.

I ran the water for a second, got it good and warm, and dashed a wash cloth under it.

I walked back into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, threw the covers back and sat, “Spread.”

She rolled on her back, looked at me, and was totally curious.

“What are you doing?”

“Spread your legs and you’ll find out.”

A puzzled expression on her face, she spread her legs. I took the wash cloth and began wiping her pussy.

“What on earth…?”

“I’m cleaning you out.”

“But…but why? I mean, yes, it’s nice to feel a nice, hot massage down there, and I’ll enjoy not sleeping in the wet spot, but…but why?”

For a long moment I kept washing her vagina with the washcloth. She sighed and was very relaxed.

Man, she was beautiful. Large breasts, long, golden hair, green eyes that revealed her highly perceptive nature. Fucking Sue was my favorite sport. But having her cum was my second favorite sport, and now she wasn’t interested.

“Do you remember when we first got married?”

“Every day,” she said, smiling as she placed her forearm over her eyes and enjoyed her pussy bath.

“You used to love to cum. You’d jump my dick every day when I got home from work.”

There was a trace of a frown on her face now. She knew where I was going.

“Man, you used to get all worked up, you’d be shivering with excitement, and then when that big bang hit…wham! Your whole body tensed up and you’d grab me and hold on like I was the life preserver. You once told me it was like being caught in a blender, and the best thing in your life.

“Yeah, well…that was fun.”

“So when did the fun stop?” I kept moving the hot washcloth on her privates. She groaned, pushed up at my hand, then sank back.

“Come on, babe. Is there something wrong with us? With me? Have I done something?”

“No,” she said. But she had spoken too fast.

“Then why don’t you want to cum?”

“Well, I do…” her voice trailed off.

“So why don’t you.”

She sighed. She went to push my hand off, but I held her wrist and leaned over her. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “Honey, you and I both know that our relationship is based on honesty. If you can’t talk to me…then who can you talk to?”

“It’s not that….I just…”

“Secrets…bad. Honesty…good.

I pushed her hand away and kept rubbing her mons. “And I’m going to keep doing this until you either cum, or tell me what the problem is.”

That was when she got irritated. “Stop that,” and I could hear the snap in her voice. I had gone too far.

Correction. I had gone too far before she was ready.

I took my hand away, left her pussy nice and warm, all cleaned up.

“Okay,” I said. “But you and I both know that you’re going to have to talk to me. You’re going to have to tell me what is going on.”

She said nothing, just laid there with her arm over her eyes, an unhappy look on her face.

I tossed the washcloth in the hamper, and into the bathroom and relieved myself, and returned to bed. I slid in next to her. I started to put my arms around her, but stopped. She was in that prickly place where she didn’t want to be touched.

I moved to my own side and whispered, “I love you and I’m always here for you.”

And we slept.

I slept well, but I woke up and she was a bit discomfited.

Nothing in how she acted, but…she was thinking.

And thinking was good. That meant she was considering my words, and I knew she would eventually come to the right decision. She would talk to me.

I got up, had a small breakfast, just OJ and some oatmeal, and went to work. Work was a huge commute. Twenty feet into my computer room.

Yep. I’m one of those lucky guys who works at home. Doing my own business. If things don’t going right I can fire myself for an hour or two, or a week or a month, though that never happens.

Once you start working for yourself you become the worst boss you ever had. You work late hours, skip lunch, and are totally focused. And if you aren’t you are very rough on yourself. You don’t like slackers, and especially if they are you.

So I powered up the computer and threw myself into my work.

I wasn’t aware of Sue. I sort of knew she was cleaning the house, doing the dishes, that sort of thing, but I was working hard and everything was sort of zoned out.

Mid-morning and I came out of my office for a short while. She was in the kitchen, scrubbing the insides of the stove. I opened the freezer and got out ice cubes and rattled them into a glass. I got out a Pepsi and gurgled it over the cubes. I returned to my work den.

Sue hadn’t said a word. Yet I knew she was aware of me. Her head in the depths of the oven…I could feel her ‘feeling’ me. That sixth sense, hair on the back of the neck sort of thing.

But I didn’t disturb her. I could feel her thinking. Heck, she only did those odious jobs like cleaning the oven, or washing the leaves out of the gutters, when she wanted alone time…’think’ time.

So she was thinking.

I threw myself back into work. I skipped lunch. I was working hot and heavy, and I heard her cleaning the leaves out of the gutters. I paused for a second, my fingers hovering over the keyboard, and made a moue. Crap. Whatever was bothering her must be serious. To put herself through two odious tasks meant twice the thought, and maybe the problem was twice as a serious as I might have imagined.

And then I started to worry.

What if there was something seriously wrong with her? What if she had developed a medical condition and hadn’t told me? What if her health was in danger?

Yet, what could I do?

So I tried to keep such bad scenarios out of my mind and keep working.

Mid-afternoon. Hot and heavy into work, and I suddenly jerked. Sue had entered the room and was watching me. Sort of surprised me, which was unusual.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey. You read to talk?”

“Give me two minutes to make notes and shut down.”

“I’ll be back in two minutes.”

I made my notes for the next day’s work, and shut the various programs. I left the computer on and turned around just as she entered the room. She was holding two glasses.

She handed me one glass and sat down in the spare chair and faced me.

I faced her, sipped, and sighed. Mixed with the Coke was Angel's Envy bourbon. The good stuff. Fifty bucks a bottle.

She smiled, and I noticed that she had fixed herself up for this little conference. She smelled of fresh powder, which meant she had taken a bath. She was wearing nylons, a dress that showed off her cleavage, and she was made up. She knew I was a sucker for red lips.

“Wow,” I said. “You ply me with alcohol, and now you’re looking like the most beautiful critter on God’s green earth…what did I do to be so lucky?”

“You do lots of things,” she said, taking a sip of her own drink. Was it my imagination? Or had she just fluttered her eyes at me?

“But this is about me.”

“It’s all about you, babe. What can I do for you.”

“You can…” she paused, looked real nervous, and then she sort of changed streams. She was going to say something, but then decided to say something else.

“The reason I don’t like to cum…”

I cocked my head and was very silent.

“I have been having feelings.”

I nodded. “Feelings?” I encouraged.

I had heard of this, read of it, sometimes women change.

“And how is this change going?”

She frowned. Then blurted, “Terrible.”

I waited, and the rest of it came out.

“Ron. I feel…I’m attracted to…women.”

I have to say, my cool deserted me. I blinked, and then I struggled to regain my mental equanimity.

“I don’t…you haven’t done anything. But about six months ago I found myself staring at a woman. I don’t know who she was, but we were at a restaurant and she was walking by, and suddenly I was staring at her and…and…and I felt feelings.”

She paused. Gathered her thoughts. I sipped some more bourbon and Coke. Tell the truth, I was mind blasted.

But her pause turned into a shut down, and suddenly I realized I was going to have to get her started again.

“What kind of feelings?” I spoke tentatively, hoping she would start up again. “Are we talking…Lesbian fee—“

“I don’t know,” she blurted, almost wailed. “I felt warm, down there, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts. Her…her boobs. And I…I think I felt like a man. Sexual desire. I didn’t want to run away…I didn’t want to meet her…except that, sexually, I did.

“I was just so confused. We were out with Bob and Shiela and I was embarrassed, turned a little red—I think I was afraid somebody would read my mind—and just looked away and tried to get back into the conversation.”

I remembered that incident. But when she had gone into another zone I hadn’t thought anything of it. I figured she was just thinking of something. People do that, you know.

“And since that time you’ve…what? Lost your sex drive? Don’t want me?”

“No! No! I love you! All my heart! But I’m confused now. I can’t stop thinking, wondering, and I watch other women. I watch them on TV and wonder what they would be like in bed, what the Lesbian experience would be like. I wonder what it would be like to kiss another woman, to taste her lipstick, to feel her breasts…”

As Sue spoke I could see a deep misery under her speech. This was really bothering her, and I could see how that would mess with her desire for sex…and how it could stop her from wanting to cum.

She would be thinking that she was, just by having such thoughts, betraying me.

I placed my glass, now only half full, on the desk. “Honey? I think it’s time we had a hug.”

She was nodding, misty-eyed, and we both stood up. She moved into my arms and I held her complete. I didn’t try to kiss, nor did she. We just held each other. We held each other and breathed on each other’s necks. We felt the pulse in one another’s bodies. I could feel her boobs pressed up against me, heaving with her emotion.

And she could feel…you guessed it…my cock.

She giggled.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s a guy thing.”

“It’s a good guy thing.” She reached down, inserted a hand into my pants and held me. She didn’t stroke or play, she just held, and it felt so very good.

We just stood like that for several minutes, then I started to sway. Just a gentle motion, and she swayed with me.

I tilted my head back, and tilted hers, and we looked each other in the eyes. I kissed her lips so very gently, and said, “Do you have a plan? Any thoughts about this…uh, situation?”

“No. Just that I’m not happy, that I’m conflicted. I love you totally, all my heart, but…”

“But now something is in the way.”

She nodded, bit her sexy lip, and stared me in the eye.

“Well, it is a sticky wicket, and I know how uncomfortable such things can be, but…I might have a thought about it.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“What?”

“Can I have about an hour to do some research?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll call you in an hour.”

We let go of each other and she smiled and said, “Thank you.”

“I haven’t done anything.”

“You’ve been understanding, and that is a lot. I didn’t even want to talk about it. I was afraid that you’d…I was afraid.”

I kissed her gently again. “Fear no more, sweet maiden, now give me an hour.”

Smiling, relieved, she left the room.

I downed the rest of my bourbon, felt that cool liquid warm me up, and I sat down and opened a browser window. Shortly I was surfing the net.

An hour later, almost to the minute, I closed my windows and sat back and thought. And thought and thought. The bright idea I had had in the moment was proving to be…a bright idea. There were a lot of things I could do, but the question was…how far did I want to go? I could easily see the vast potentials here. And a few potential problems.

I sat for five minutes and just pondered, thought of what if’s and why not’s, and then, because I had said an hour and didn’t want to keep her waiting, I stood up and headed for the kitchen.

Sue was in the living room, nervously perusing a fashion magazine, and I had a feeling she had read nothing. Then I realized maybe she had read something, or at least looked at the pictures of sexy women.

And that gave me food for thought, and an idea about how to broach the subject I was about to broach.

“Hello, baby,” I leered at her cheerfully, making it a joke.

She was on her feet and following me, and I listened to the click of her heels on the wood floor.

“Shall we imbibe?” I asked, getting down the bourbon. “We have some possibly tall talking to do.”

“I guess I’d better.”

Her eyes were glimmering. I wondered if she had maybe been crying while waiting for me.

I poured the drinks, handed her one and said, “Patio, woman.”

She giggled and lead the way. As I left the kitchen I saw her purse on the counter and I reached in, found a tube of lipstick and put it in my pocket.

Our patio is our paradise. Tall bushes that blocked peepers. A pool with a waterfall and a diving board. A barbecue pit. We had had some mighty fine parties here.

We sat down in the lounge chairs and sipped, and I started the ball rolling.

“Honey, why do you wear nylons?”

She blinked. She didn’t expect that question.

“Fashion,” she answered somewhat easily. Curiosity was in her eyes.

“And why do you wear your hair so long and beautiful?”

“Again…fashion. What…?”

I held a hand up to stop her.

“And why do you wear dresses and make up and heels and everything?”

“It’s what women wear? Why are you asking me this?”

“Did you know that men in Scotland wear dresses?”

She blinked.

“Men in Fiji started wearing skirts not long ago. They call them sulus. In Greece the soldiers wear a dress called a fustanella. In Africa the men wear dresses called Kangas. Men wear dresses all over the world.”

“And you’re telling me this why?”

I swiveled around and stared at her. It was a very fixed stare and she was getting quite curious.

“Honey, I’m going to do something right now, and I don’t want you to say anything, just watch me. Okay?”

“Okay.” She drew out the word and turned her face slightly. I truly had her attention.

Watching her closely, taking note of any twitch or movement of her face or body, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the lipstick I had taken from her purse.

She blinked.

I turned the base and a pillar of beautiful, bright red rose.

I placed the tip of the lipstick on my lips and rolled it on. I could taste the waxiness. I could smell a slight perfume-y smell to the substance.

Sue’s mouth opened and she was fixated. Her eyes watched the red spread across my lips.

I took my time, I was working by feel and didn’t want to mess it up. I finally smacked my lips and screwed the lipstick closed. I held the lipstick in my hand, tilted my head slightly, and reached for my drink.

She couldn’t keep her eyes off my mouth.

I sipped, and left a red imprint on the rim of the glass.

She sighed, and it sounded like something was falling inside her chest, falling a long way, and then it hit, and she gulped.

“So how’s work?” I asked, deliberately guiding the conversation away from my lips.

“Work is fine,” she muttered. She was mesmerized, and I had the feeling she was not really even aware of answering.

“And how’s the new girl working out?”

“She’s…fine. She’s fine. She’s…” she focused on me, on me, not my lips. She seemed to give herself a mental shake, and she said, “What are you doing?”

“Do you like my lips?”

“I…they…”

“Just sit and talk. Tell me what you feel.”

Her eyes were glistening, and there was a hunger in them.

“I feel…I’m…excited.”

“Sexually excited?”

“Yes.”

She was staring at me, at my eyes, so hard it felt like she wanted to jump in my body and drive it away.

“Would you like to kiss me?”

“Oh, God…Oh…” But she didn’t move.

“So why don’t you?”

“Can…can I?”

“I wish you would. I wish you’d do a lot more.”

“More.”

“Yes. I would like you to take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I’d like you to kiss me. Gently, so you don’t mess my lipstick. Then I would like to eat you out. And that might mess up my mouth. But I can quickly reapply and…and then I want you to cum.”

There it was. Bingo. And she didn’t even blink.

“Oh, yes,” she said.

But she didn’t move. I don’t think she could move.

“Will you take my hand and lead me?”

“Oh…oh…” she licked her lips. Her own gorgeous, red lips.

“I can’t lead you. You have to take charge. You have to do this if it’s going to work.”

She didn’t even query me on that statement.

“Stand up.”

Like she was sleep walking, she stood up.

“Take my hand.”

She did, and then she started to move. Staring over her shoulder at me she pulled me towards the house. She never looked where she was going, she just kept staring at my red mouth. She walked, with head turned backwards, through the double doors, and down the hallway to our bedroom. I followed along, gripped by her clutching, sweaty palm.

She led me across the big room to our bed. She pulled me around and sat me down on the bed. She pulled her sweater over her head, and it was like she didn’t want to stop looking at me for even a second.

My heart, inside my seemingly clinical attitude, was pounding in my chest.

She kept her bra on, she was too horny to take the time to take off excess clothing. She pushed me back, lifted her skirt, pulled her panties and kicked them off, then she leaned forward and began unbuckling my belt.

All the while her eyes glittered, watched my lips. Occasionally slipped up to meet my own eyes, but right back to the lips. My red, red lips, so inviting, so intoxicating. So downright hypnotizing.

She undid the zipper and pulled my pants off. My underwear was poked out by my hard cock. She pulled my tighty whiteys down over my cock, off my legs, and threw them aside.

Then she was climbing onto me. Pushing me back further. In truth, we weren’t even in a comfortable position, but she was on me, sinking down my rod, gasping, and her own hands were up on her breasts, feeling them through her bra.

I lay still and watched her. Thank God I had cum the night before. This was so erotic that if I hadn’t I wouldn’t have lasted a minute.

She rocked back and forth, like I was a horse and she was in the saddle.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

“Kiss me,” I said.

She stopped rocking and leaning forward. Her breasts touched my chest and she held herself up on her forearms, and leaned down, down.

She touched my lips so softly I could hardly feel it, and our eyes were open, locked.

She kissed me again. Harder, but without moving her lips around on mine. She wanted to preserve my lipstick. It was exciting her.

She straightened up and began rocking again.

We rocked and rolled. She gave an occasional gyration of the hips, and I gave a hip thrust every once in a while.

But she was not in a hurry…except to just feel my cock in her. And to watch my lips.

She placed her hands on my chest, her back was slightly arched, her pussy was moist and firm.

Honestly, I had thought the lipstick was for her, but it was working on me, too. I couldn’t cum, but it was making me so horny that I wanted to. Talk about excruciating frustration. I wanted to cum, and the more I wanted to, the more I didn’t want to. Wasn’t that an interesting pickle? I was changing roles with my wife, and where she had not wanted to cum, now it was me.

“Are in charge?” I whispered.

She nodded, and she placed her hands on my pectorals. It was like she was holding herself up, bracing herself on my muscles, but there was deeper meaning her.

And I sensed that we were changing roles in more than just lipstick. There was something about her, a drive that was, with me now in the submissive bottom position, overpowering. She wanted this. She needed this.

A lifetime of being a submissive woman, and now she wanted to be the domineering woman.

And, surprisingly, or perhaps not so surprisingly, I liked it.

After a lifetime of being in charge, there was something very intoxicating about just lying back and taking it.

She began to shake, and her eyes got a surprised, far away look in them.

I could feel her hips quivering, her thighs starting to spasm.

I tried to drive up into her, to help her, but she pushed me back, she didn’t need any help.

She reached down and pushed my legs aside, now she was inside them, again in a domineering position, the Amazon position for lovemaking, and she fucked me.

She had already started, and now it was a mad finish. She fucked, male like, and pushed her hips down on me like she was inserting into me, though I was still penetrating her.

“Fuck!” She moaned, and the twitches became full on spasms, locked up muscles like she was having a seizure. And isn’t that what sex really is? A momentary seizure as bodies transmit…and accept…reproductive fluids?

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!”

I don’t know how she managed to stay on her feet, the cum was so violent, but she sagged on me, drove for that final inch, and collapsed. She lay on me, like a man would lay on a woman. She breathed, heaved really, and held me.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered.

I lay there, my hard cock still in her.

We felt the throbbing, pulsing of my erection, and she giggled. “What’s the matter, baby?”

I grinned. “You didn’t make me cum.”

She stood back then. Pushed off and stood  up and stared at me. She had a big grin on her face. “Good.”

And it was good.

I really enjoyed the horny feeling she was leaving me with. And I was soon to learn a truth: being horny all the time is better than shooting your load and not being horny.

True.

But, on the moment, I just knew we had made a break through. She had cum, and I had experienced something that had sort of taken me by surprise.

Sue pulled her skirt back up, but left her panties off. Heck, I hadn’t deposited a load of semen in her, so why should she?

“Come out and let’s talk about this,” she said, putting her sweater back on.

I was now officially horny, and I stared at her breasts hungrily.

She caught my gaze and laughed. “None of that, baby. I’m done for now.”

She started out of the room, then stopped at the door. She turned and contemplated me.

“What?”
“I’ve got a new lipstick in the top left drawer. Same shade. I like that shade on you.”

Then she turned and left.

I listened to her heels clicking on the wood, and I suddenly realized something: she had fucked me, like a man fucks a woman, while wearing high heels. The heels had probably helped her be high enough to give her the height she needed.

I sat up and felt myself. I felt my chest. My nipples were erect, tingling with sex. My cock was sticking out like a blind man’s cane. God, was I horny.

I looked over at her vanity table. Top left drawer.

I got dressed, then went to the table. I took out the new lipstick and, now watching myself in the mirror, I painted my lips.

It was gorgeous, and it made my lips look bigger. And my lips tingled. It turned out that there was lip plumper in the lipstick.

I stood up and thought about how we had fucked.

Wild, overwhelmed by our desire, like we used to fuck.

But now the shoe was on the other foot. Or perhaps…the high heel was.

Whatever, I walked out of the room and down the hall. Sue was on the patio again, she had taken her top off and was gathering some sun.

I walked outside.

She heard me, didn’t even turn around. she just raised a hand and snapped her fingers and said, “Two more drinks, boy.”

I chuckled. I was so horny that my cock almost hurt—it certainly was dripping—and I liked this game. I turned back into the house and headed for the kitchen.

Two drinks made, this was turning into a pretty good day, I sauntered back out to the patio. I placed one on the table next to Sue and sat in my own lounger.

We sat, her satisfied and happy, and me happy. Happy that I wasn’t satisfied.

We sipped, and I admired her bare chest.

“Beautiful,” I murmured.

She looked at me, saw what I was looking at, and smiled. “Nice lips,” she returned to me.

I could feel the paint on my lips and I smiled.

“So,” I said, “The game has changed.”

“It certainly has,” she agreed.

“The question is…how far are we going to take this?”

We both grew sober at that.

“How womanly do you want to be?” she asked.

“How womanly do you want me to be.”

“I don’t know if ‘want’ is the right word.”

“Require?” I asked. “Or, how womanly do I have to be to make you have earth shattering orgasms every time?”

She laughed. “Hell, all the way, baby.” Then she grew serious again, “Seeing you as a woman is a terrific turn on, but it’s all about me.”

“Sure it is.”

She didn’t say anything and I turned to her. “So what did you feel when we were making love?”

“I felt big, and strong, and powerful.”

“And I understand that. When we were done I was marveling at how good it felt to be on the bottom, to just submit and let you have your way with me. So, the opposite, how good it must have felt for you to be in charge, taking control.”

“Being the one on top,” she mused.

“Exactly.”

We sat and sipped quietly then, each pursuing our own train of thoughts.

“This sounds like we are reversing roles,” I finally stated. “And I think that it has more to do with power than sex, although, if we’re honest, you’ve got to admit that sex is power.”

“Or maybe power is sex.”

I nodded.

Then I said, “Let me ask you some questions, and you just listen and tell me if they do anything for you.”

“Okay.”

“Imagine me in a dress.”

She smiled. “Um hmm.” She liked it.

“Nylon and a garter belt.”

“Nylons. You have two legs. But…yes.”

“A bra.”

She grinned.

“A sex change.”

She stopped grinning. She opened her eyes and turned to me. “I don’t want that.”

“But you would like to see me with boobs.”

She grinned, then blurted, “I’m sorry. I just…it makes me happy.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. We’re just trying to get a clue as to what floats your boat.”

“You as a woman floats my boat,” she spoke instantly, without doubt. “And I want to be in charge. I want to tell you to do things. And…” she stopped.

“And what?” I grinned. “Come on, out with it.”

Her voice lowered almost to a whisper. “I want to…to control your orgasms.”

I didn’t say anything. On one hand, I was mind blasted. On the other, there was something so incredibly exciting hearing her fantasize what she would do with me.

She stared at me. “Is that bad?”

“We won’t know until we try it.”

“Really?”

“Really what?”

“Really are we going to do this? Play around with your sex, let me take control of your…your penis?”

“Well,” I said, somewhat ruefully, “It is said that man’s power emanates from his penis. So…I guess letting you take control of my big fella is going to give you the power. The question is…can you handle it?”

“Oh, yes.” she spoke eagerly.

“God,” I laughed. “That was fast.”

She looked sheepish, but we both knew that a decision had been made.


PART TWO

We spent that night talking over what we were going to do, and we spent the night cuddled in each others arms. We were happier than we had been in a long time.

At least, she was happy. I was…apprehensive.

Well, I was a guy. I was used to being in charge. She was going to be taking my power, being the one in charge.

But, that aside, I was happy, and I was especially happy that I was going to be doing something for Sue. I was going to be sacrificing something for her.

And, hey, if it didn’t work we could just go back to the way things were, right?

So, we awoke, the sun was shining, and Sue bounced out of bed like a jumping jack.

“Come on, lazy bones?”

I was awake, but not that awake. I grinned, “What’s the hurry?”

“I think you know the hurry,” she turned and looked at me meaningfully.

“Oh, that,” a nervous line darted up the center of my chest.

“Yes, that. Unless you’re going to chicken out.”

“No…no. I’m not going to chicken out, but I think you know I’ll be experiencing some mental…changes.”

“Tell me about it. Now, get up and shower, and use the Nair. I want to play with your body a bit.”

Wow. Nair. There was a feminine product if ever there was one.

So I stretched, rolled out of bed, and went into the bathroom to read the directions on the dreaded Nair bottle.

20 Minute later I emerged…without my body hair. I mean, I was exfoliated. Nekkid of hair. I didn’t have a single strand on my body.

“Whoa ho!” Sue exclaimed. “I definitely like the hairless look.”

“Feels…strange.”

“How strange?

Makes my flesh feel more electric. Like I can feel everything more intensely.

She smiled and led me to the vanity table.

“What are we going to do?”

“Fingernails.”

“Fingernails?”

“I want you to wear fingernails. You’ll have to be careful not to break them, and that means you’ll have to learn how to be gentle and do things differently, with more awareness.”

“All right.”

I sat down, and right from the get go I felt like I wasn’t in my body. It was surreal. It was almost mystical.

And, right from the get go, my boner sat up and howled. Or at least bobbed and throbbed.

Sue giggled. “Cute,” she said.

“I think more in terms of dangerous.”

“It used to be dangerous, but now…I don’t know.”

Yikes,” I said. “That’s hard to take.”

She was filing my nails and she stopped and looked at me. “And I think we’re going to have to do something about your dick.”

“Like what?”

“Well, we can’t have you bonerizing a dress all out of shape. That would be embarrassing.”

That made me chuckle on the inside. Being in a dress was going to result in a certain degree of embarrassment, but she was right. I was going to have to hide my erection.

“So, how do we hide that wants to stand up in a crowd?”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about that.” She paused for a moment as she pressed a red fingernail onto my thumb. “I’ve had to make them a little long because you’ve got spatulate fingers. But…you’re dick…there are several ways.”

“Like?”

“We could give you a chemical, temporary, that would make you limp.”

“Hmm.” I didn’t sound too happy about that.

“Or, we could make you wear a gaff.”

“A gaff?”

“It’s a tight fitting underwear female impersonators wear. It holds the penis back between the legs.”

“Sound painful.”

“Not to me.”

We chuckled at that.

“Or, we could make you wear a chastity tube. The cock can’t get hard, but we could let it out whenever we wanted, take it for a walk, if you get my drift.”

“Any other methods?” I wasn’t thrilled about any of them, so far.

“Well, there’s a rather drastic one. It can be undone, but…”

“Go on. Hit me with your best shot.”

“We could get an operation, sew your penis back between your legs.”

“What?”

“I read about it on Altairboy’s site.”

“You read that site?”

“Well, it’s defunct now, but you can still find it on the internet archives, the Wayback machine, if you really want. But, yes. I used to read it.”

“And how much other stuff have you read on the internet?”

She got cagey then. She smiled at me, a knowing smile, and said, “I’ve probably read everything you’ve ever read.”

I blinked. I grinned. Okay. Busted.

“Okay, so how does this ‘operation’ work? Not that I’m interested, I’m just curious.”

“Well, the operator…”

“The doctor.”

“Or nurse, he or she makes a small incision on the bottom of your penis, and another incision over the perineum. The perineum is between your asshole and your testicles.”

“I know where the perineum is,” I said dryly.

“Oh, okay. But that’s it. You are stitched together, your dick can get excited, but it can’t go anywhere. It’s supposed to be exquisite.”

“Exquisite.”

“Exquisite.” She nodded happily.

She had one hand done. She circled me and sat on the other side, and I examined my mitts.

My fingers were longer by a half inch. They were oval. They took my breath away. I was supposed to live with these things on my fingers?

“Okay. So we think about the method for controlling my cock.”

“We do. And I’ll make an appointment for your boobs this afternoon.”

“My boobs,” I said, wonderingly.

“How big do you want them?”

“Oh, my…” my mind went riot on that one.

Did I want big honkers that everybody would stare at?

But if they were too small then it would be like I didn’t have any.

“I would go for average.”

She frowned. “Okay.”

“What? You want me to have big balloons that everybody stares at?”

She laughed at the tone of my voice. “No. Of course not. But…a little bigger might be fun.”

“Fun,” I blinked. This was weirding me out, to say the least, and it was just fun for her.

But…yeah. I could understand that. I just had to learn to deal with it.

“Okay, let’s think about that, maybe talk with the doctor and then think about it some more.”

“Okay.”

I stared at my hand some more. I touched my face. It felt so weird to touch myself with long nails. I began adjusting my thinking right then. How I would hold hammer, and nail. How I could put laundry in the machine without breaking a nail. No working on cars, which was fine, I didn’t like to work on cars. Putting on clothes, the simple act of working a buckle might prove…interesting. And other things. Lots of other things.

“Take a look.”

I looked down. Both hands were done now, and I marveled at how long my fingers looked, and…my dick was harder than ever.

Sue grabbed my penis and squeezed it. “This is so sexy. You really love this stuff.”

“Uh…”

“Admit it!”

“I refuse to answer on the grounds…”

“Poo! Put on your lipstick!”

My first test with elongated fingers. Putting on lipstick.

I picked up the tube using the pads of my fingers, and that was already weird. I turned the base, and watched my nails move.

I leaned forward and made my mouth red.

And my dick actually began to drool.

“Oh, my God! Look.”

I looked down at my lap. It was a lot of drool, a lot of pre-cum. “Wow.”

“You’re going to need a pad,” she giggled.

“That’s going too far!” I protested.

She just looked at me and smiled, and I knew she was thinking about it.

But me? A pad? I didn’t have the feminine parts for it.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I’m going to do it.”

“Do what.”

“I’m going to have you wear a pad.”

“But…”

“But shut. Not a pad pad, but a Tampon pad.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“Yep. Women use them, and I want you as womanlike as possible. So…tampons for you, baby.”

“Oh, my God.” I actually turned a little white. This was out of control.

But it was also strangely exciting. I thought about it. Putting a pad up there. Wow. That would be something. And it shouldn’t hurt, because women do it. Not to their butts, but…what was the difference?”

“You want to put it in now?”

“Uh…whatever you want.”

She clapped her hands. “Get on the bed, butt up.”

I climbed onto the bed slowly, nervously.

Sue got a Tampon and put a dab of lube on it. “Okay, this is going to feel funny, but I think you’re going to like it.”

She put the thing to my butthole and very gently inserted it. It went right in, and I experienced…excitement.

“Your dick is drooling more.”

I got off the bed and looked down. Yes, it was. A lot. I felt my butthole and felt the string dangling. “Wow.”

“Cool, huh?”

“I guess.” My penis was positively giant.

“Okay, let’s get you into a dress.”

“No more make up?”

“A little later. Right now I want to see you in a dress, and high heels, and I want to work on your hair.

“My hair.”

I hadn’t even thought about my hair.

I wear my hair long, but masculine. But masculine was a gone deal now.

Sue washed my hair with shampoo and conditioner. She put big curlers in it. “These are big curlers. I don’t want you looking like Shirley Temple. I want you to have gentle, sexy waves. You up for that?”

“Sure.”

When she was done I did have soft and wavy hair. I stood in front of the mirror and marveled. With the lipstick I definitely had a feminine look. In fact, because I have a roundish face, I did look like a woman.

“Wow! Put this on.”

She gave me a tight dress, very stretchy, and I pulled it down and she frowned.

“Okay, bozo, it’s diet time for you.”

“How about just giving me a corset?”

“And a corset…too!”

“Too? I have to diet and wear a corset?”

“Absolutely.”

It was frightening, and uncomfortable, but the sense of excitement running through me was too great.

“This is so much fun,” she giggled. Then she frowned. “But we have to do something about that dick.

She was right. It poked that stretchy dress way out.

But, nothing to do for it now, we continued our little dress up session.

An hour later I was a most excellent imitation of a female. I was wearing nylons and heels, a bra, my face was made up.

It was fun. It was exciting, and except for the big boner, dripping into the dress, it was a smash success.

“Okay, baby. I want you like this every day. I want you to learn how to put your own make up on, do your own nails, everything.”

“Okay.” Man, I knew this was going to be a project, but…wow.

It took Sue a while to get a doctor to give me tits. It should have been easy. Lots of LGBTQ doctors out there. But most doctors wanted me to have psychiatric counseling, or to have been living as a woman for a year, or some other hoop to jump through.

Huh. Can’t a guy just get tits if he wants to?

But she found a doctor, pretty well recommended, too, and we went for our initial meeting. The meeting went fine. He asked a few questions, took some measurements, and he offered a specific insight to me getting breasts.

“You’ve got a slightly wider chest than a female, so a small implant will look like you’re just starting puberty.”

“So what do you suggest?”

“Bigger.”

“Oh.”

“How much bigger?”

“Why don’t you lie back on the exam table.”

I did, and he placed several implants on my chest and told me about each one. And each one felt larger and larger. But, at a certain point, Sue said, “That is the most proportional.”

“I agree,” and he made notes and put the implant aside.

“That looks pretty big,” I observed.

“If the shoe fits,” Sue said, and that was it. And I think that was the first time I saw the downside of being the lesser ‘power’ in our role reversal marriage. She just spoke, and there was no room for any real discussion. We would talk about that later, but right then Sue brought up the other operation.

“Can you attach his penis to his perineum.”

The good doctor blinked, thought about it, then shrugged. “Sure. Can you tell me more?”

I hadn’t actually decided on that, but it was an exciting possibility, and it was obvious that Sue had thought about it.

So we made an appointment for the operation, and it was decided that when I was there we would let him know about the other operation.

Hey, I was going to be there, I was going to be under, so why not? Two for one, right? But the thought really sobered me up.

One month later I was wheeled out of the hospital in the obligatory wheel chair. I stood up next to the car, which Sue had brought around, and realized that I had rather sizable boobs.

I looked down and couldn’t see the ground.

The nurse was smothering a smile, and she helped me into the car. I was very silent when we drove home.

At home I went into the bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror.             

Wow. I was stacked. I had thought average, but this…I was as big as Marilyn Monroe. Maybe even Jane Mansfield. With my diet and exercises I had a very thin waist, and my body was very feminine.

“What do you think?” asked Sue, standing next to me, gazing at my boobs with a big smile.

“They’re…large.”

“It’s what the doctor ordered. And how about your little friend?”

I looked down, but couldn’t see it.

Of course not. It was tucked back between my legs. The doctor had given me something to stop erections for a week, and by then…by then I would be able to…what? Be horny and not be able to do anything about it?

“I can’t feel it.”

“He said you wouldn’t be able to. Turn sideways.”

I did, and she said, “Excellent. Can’t see it at all.”

The following week was interesting. I had long fingernails, long hair, and large breasts. I had to figure out a new sense of balance. I was figuring out how to use my hands. And I had to get dressed, put on make up, take care of my nails, every single day. It was difficult at first, but as time went on it got easier. What didn’t get easier was the sense of frustration as my penis started to live again.

It got sort of hard, but it was directed downward, and it just sort of fizzled out. Got so hard, and no harder. Couldn’t make the bend or something.

And my balls were actually pushed up into my body, into the space from which they had descended when I was ten or eleven.

Sue loved it. I fit into dresses easily, no bump.

And, the bonus for her, and the, uh…problem for me…sex.

Seeing me dressed so sexy, wanting a woman, she was constantly horny.

And I couldn’t deliver.

So Sue got a couple of things.

One, she got a dildo for me to use on her. Oh, man. That was hard, and even more frustrating. To be balls deep in a woman…and not have any sensation. To see her groaning and crying out…and feel nothing.

It made me feel inadequate…even as I got pleasure from it.

Two, she made me wear a butt plug at all times. She absolutely loved the flushed look of excitement I got from walking around, sitting, having an invader in my back canal. And she said it made me walk more like a woman, a little more sway.

But it also made me awkward, which was weird. I was awkward and she said that was what made me move more like a woman. But my awkwardness made me feel more feminine.

I tell ya, one of the thrills of my life was when we went jet skiing. That constant vibration on my asshole, I was dripping so hard, and I felt like I was constantly on the edge of an orgasm.

And there we were. Sue was living her dream. She had a woman, and the woman could still pleasure her to her heart’s content.

I was in a state of super excitation at all times. And, like I said earlier, it was more fun to be horny all the time than to get off.

But, I did need to get off. To be horny all the time, and not be able to squirt…I needed to clean my pipes. I really needed to.

DING DONG!

I went to answer the bell. Sue had decided that we needed to have a party, a coming out party for me. So she had invited all our friends, and we had a kitchen full of drinks, and I had to open the door.

Now, I had been out in public. And most of our friends knew what we were doing. Some chuckled, some were aghast, but almost all of them came around. Sure, we lost a few friends, but were they really the kind of friends we would want in the first place?

So I opened the door and shook hands, or air kissed, or hugged, or whatever was appropriate.

And, this being Hollywood, there were a couple of people that were like me. Men in chic clothing.

And we partied, and we drank a lot, and I fielded a lot of questions, once the liquor flowed enough.

“What’s it like having tits?” was my favorite. Four different guys asked me that. No girls asked me because, well, duh, they already knew what it was like to have tits.

“It’s cool,” I answered, and, “Try it and find out.” That made them chuckle, and it also made them think.

The fact is that this is a changing society. This is a world built by and for men. But women had arrived, and they were taking over. And I do mean taking over.

More women graduated college. The number of woman who owned businesses was skyrocketing, and male owned businesses were dwindling.

Women were becoming male in the family, and two women would raise children, or the woman would just take over and, like me, the man would be in skirts.

The point of all this is that though I had to go through some stuff, some personal and inside, and some not so personal and related to the world at large, it was okay. It’s a changing world. I was being accepted as a crossdresser, or transvestite, or a person in the middle of transitioning, or whatever. And that was okay. Call me whatever you want, just don’t call me late for dinner. In a changing world you have to adapt, and be understanding, or have a rough time. I was determined not to have a rough time.

What I didn’t plan on, however, was the conversation Sue had with Barbara, one of our friends who happened to be Lesbian.

Now, how much Sue told Barbara I don’t know. She might have told her a little and sloughed her off, or she might have laid out our whole history. But, whatever she said, what Barbara told her…that was the icing on the cake. I wasn’t to find out what was said until later, however.

We had started the party at 2 in the afternoon. We had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, drunk a lot of soda pop, beer, hard likker, and I know there were even a couple of people into pot and pills.

All of which was okay.

And, by 7 the people started drifting. By ones and twos and groups they found Sue or I and thanked us and headed on out. Maybe to crash, maybe another party. By 9 o’clock everybody was gone.

I stood and stared at the mess, and was happy. Heck, you judge how good a party is by the mess left behind, right?

And I was standing there and Sure came up to me, put her arm around my waist and hugged me, and said, “Good party.”

“The best,” I answered. Truth was, I had had a bit to drink, and I was feeling pretty good.

Sue sighed.

“What?”

“How’s your sex drive.”

“Oh, heysoos,” I whispered. “My sex drive is out the roof. Putting on sexy clothes every day, and I’ve still got my balls, hidden though they are, churning out semen by the gallon.”

“By the gallon?” she chuckled.

“Then there’s you. I touch you every day, and you touch me more and more. And you make me get down and eat you, and fuck you with the dildo. And you look at me like you’re laughing all the time. Sometimes I am a drooling mess.

Sue gave a delighted laugh. “Well, that’s sort of the way I like you.”

“Well, you got me,” I shook my head. My skin was tingly, having her touch me. I felt like I was going to orgasm right on the spot. But I felt like that a lot lately. But all I did was drool pre-cum. In fact, I usually put a light pad in my panties to blot up the liquid.

“Well, my question is…are you happy? Do you like being like this?”

“I love it,” I answered honestly.

“Do you want to go further?”

That stopped me. I had boobs, my cock was locked in a unique way that had no key. I was about as feminine as you could get in dress. What was left?

“What is further?”

“Further is what I tell you to do. And I tell you, you may object at first, but once it’s done you’ll love it, and you’ll want more.”

Well, curiouser and curiouser. It was like a riddle.

“Okay,” I said.

“Mind you,” she said. “Once I do this, once I take you all the way, you will be a woman, and you will also be subservient to me. I will be totally in charge. Can you handle that?”

“You’re pretty much in charge anyway,” I answered. “So I guess I can.”

She considered me for a long moment. I could feel the deep thoughts she was having.

She turned to me, turned me to her. “Down on your knees.”

Puzzled, I complied. I knelt and looked up at her.

“Ron, do you take me for your husband?”

I blinked, and suddenly it was like I was out of body. And there was a big piece of me wailing away, ‘No! No!’

But I had agreed to this, whatever she was going to do.

“I do.”

“Do you agree to act upon my slightest whim? To Love nobody but me? Forever?”

Suddenly I was stammering. This was going out of control. Yet…I had the intuitive feeling that this was what I wanted. This was what I had been seeking my whole life. “I do.”

“Ron. Do you submit to me fully and completely and dedicate your life to my pleasure?”

This was way deeper than a marriage vow, and I had the feeling I was stepping off a diving board a thousand yards high…with no pool underneath.

“I do.”

“Rise, my wife.”

I did.

She took my hand and lead me into the house. Back to the bedroom. She said, “Lift your dress and lose your panties.”

Dutifully, puzzled, but suddenly having a sort of dawning intuition niggling at the edges of my awareness, I lifted my dress and pulled my panties off.

“Lay down on the bed.”

I lay on the bed, face up, and watched Sue.

She opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out the strap on. She wanted me to fuck her right then and…and it hit me.

She put the strap on on.

She was going to fuck me.

I opened my mouth to speak, but couldn’t.

I wanted this. I knew it. She knew it. I had pledged myself to it.

She screwed the biggest dildo we had into the strap on. It was a full nine inches, and very thick.

She faced me, gave a sigh, and we could feel the nervous energy in the room.

She opened the jar of lube on the dresser and began lubing up the cock. Thank God, she was using a lot of lube.

She stepped over to the bed, her big cock glistening with lubricant.

“Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for me to make you mine?”

Gulping, I nodded.

“After this this is the only kind of sex you will get. We won’t release your cock. You will be a woman every day. You will fix me meals, clean the house, and do whatever I wish. Do you understand?”

I gave another nod. I was torn between looking at her, and looking at the large dick poking out from her juncture.

“Okay, lay back and spread your legs.”

Feeling a bit faint, scared, I leaned back and spread.

She stepped between my legs and pulled my legs towards her. She was in heels, and that made her the perfect height. She put the dildo to my hole, my virgin hole, and she began worming it around.

Oh, Heysoos in a bucket with no bottom. It felt good. I felt light headed as the sensations ran through my butt.

Gently, holding my hips and smiling, she began pushing the thing into me.

I was a virgin. I don’t deny that it hurt. But…it also felt good. I felt my hole growing wider, stretching, and the pain that went along with that.

But I also felt the penis touching my nerves, sliding in, and I jerked back. Sue grabbed my hips and held me firm.

“Be brave, my wife,” she whispered. Inch by inch she penetrated me. I cried a little, it did hurt, but giving myself up felt so good that it more than canceled out any temporary pain.

Finally, she was in me. She just stood there, inside me, and I had to deal with it.

This was my station in life. This was my purpose. This was what I was built for. I bit my lip, and the tears subsided. The pain began to subside.

She pulled out gently, and I panicked. I had just gotten used to her being in me. I didn’t want her to leave. I grabbed her wrists and the look in my eyes, she knew what I wanted.

“Hush, my sweet. I’m not withdrawing, I’m going to fuck you now. I am going to make you my woman.”

And she began push back in. Inch by exquisite inch, opening me up, making me accept her superiority.

I gasped, and the strength went out of me. I couldn’t resist. I was powerless.

And she knew it. I could feel her gaining strength, as if she was taking it away from me.

She pulled back slowly, it was as if all my nerves had been pushed inward, and now they were being pulled outward.

And in.

Now I was crying harder. Not for the pain, but for the joy of giving up. I was submitting, and this was something I had needed all my life.

I wanted to rise up, to hug her, to show my appreciation for what she was doing, but I couldn’t. She was male superior, and she was doing what males do, and there was nothing I could do bu take it.

Then, just when I thought I could take no more happiness, I felt something gooey getting into my hole. Not the lube, but something else.

Sue smiled. I’ve pressed on the prostate. Your semen is coming out.

She kept fucking me, and the fluid of months of denial flooded out of me. I felt myself emptying, leaking out my throbbing, but not cumming, dick.

Sue smiled at me. “You will be drained, and you will be hornier, hornier than you could have imagined. But your only release will be to serve me, and to hope that I will do this again. And if you are a good girl…I will. In a month or so.”

Then, me feeling so satisfied and happy, she pulled out. She wiped her cock off on my buttocks. Held out her hand and pulled me from the bed.

I was feeling very lazy now. I was drained.

She said, “I’m going to go to sleep now. Clean the house, do a good job. I’ll leave a blanket on the floor for you to sleep on. In the morning I would like bacon and eggs for breakfast.”

Then she slapped my ass and sent me from the room.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]

Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.


Feminized by My Aunt!

Feminization, spanking,

chastity and female domination!


PART ONE

“Why can’t I just stay home,” Ken whined.

“Because you’re a boy, and boys always get in trouble.”

“But I promise not to get in trouble!”

His mother, Zelda, gave him a look that said, ‘Yeah, right.’

Zelda was a beautiful woman. A real MILF, though her son never thought of her that way. Well, not too much, anyway. She had dark hair that flowed over her shoulders, emerald green eyes, and a body that begged to be looked at. Her chest was high and tight and perky. Her boobs bounced from the slightest motion, and her ass swayed when she walked.

Ken tried not to notice her voluptuousness. “But I don’t want to go to Aunt Zoe’s house.”

“Why not?”

“Because Cyndi is a brat. And she teases me. For that matter, so does Aunt Zoe.”

“I’m sure you can put up with a little teasing,” his mother spoke drily.

The trouble was, he couldn’t. The teasing seemed like it was always sexual, and it was humiliating. They’d be watching TV and some girl would cross the screen and Aunt Zoe would ask if that made his penis hard. Or Cyndi would get him alone and keep bumping her hand into his crotch.

Heck, if it was his girlfriend he wouldn’t mind it. But his own Aunt? And his cousin? That was rough.

And what made it worse was that his aunt was even more stacked than his mother, and Cyndi was starting to get some big ones, too. And they knew it and flaunted their charms. Winking at him and making remarks about nice it would be if he was all grown up.

Grown up what? To be sexually assaulted by his own family members?

“Okay,” his mouther said. “I’m going to drop your suitcase off on the way to the airport tomorrow. You make sure you do everything Zoe asks you to do. And you mind Cyndi, too. I don’t want to come home to any bad reports.”

Ken just hung his head and went to bed.

In his room, Ken laid down. He was naked under the sheets, and like any boy his age he had a big erection. He tried to ignore his dick and thought about the coming week. It was only a week, and if he just ignored his aunt and cousin maybe he could make it through the week.

And he had the errant thought, If only they weren’t so sexy!

His penis throbbed.

He tried to get the images of his aunt and cousin out of his mind, but he couldn’t, and finally he let his hand slip down under the sheets. He grabbed his penis and began to gently stroke it. His testicles felt like they were over full, his cock was hot to the touch, and he started breathing harder.

If only Zoe and Cyndi weren’t so sexy.

He closed his eyes as he ran his hand up and down his member, thinking about how their tits were so out thrust.

His cock got harder and he could he feel the semen boiling in his balls. A little bit more and he would erupt.

He stroked, his penis head felt the slither of the sheet material and he got closer and closer. He was almost…almost…

“Ken?” A gasp. “Ken! Are you masturbating?”

His mother had come to the door to tell hims something, and he was caught. The sheet was shivering, and when he pulled his hand away his cock was still poking the material up.

“Oh, Ken. You know you’re not supposed to be masturbating.” She came in and sat on the side of his bed.

He made a sound of frustration deep in his throat. His pecker was quivering, getting ready to shoot.

His mother reached down and grabbed his penis. Hard. “None of that, young man.”

Ken shook, but the feeling of release started to wane.

Masturbation is a sin. You waste semen. Semen you should be saving for your wife. Furthermore, there are all sorts of things that can happen.

“I’m not going to go blind,” he muttered, wishing his mother would let go of him.”

“Not for lack of trying,” she snickered, embarrassing him even more.

Finally, she let go and stood up. “Now, remember, Ken. Masturbation is bad for you.” Then she leaned down and kissed him, right on the lips, and her breasts brushed agains his arm, and she squeezed his dick again.

She sighed. “You remind me of your father.” She kissed him again and left his room.

Ken was still hard, but he was discouraged. Being caught like that, and then squeezed so he couldn’t cum. It took all the joy out of his jacking off.

Finally, he fluffed his pillow, forced himself not to touch his penis, and went to sleep.

The next day, after school, he headed over to his Aunt Zoe’s house. He was really not looking forward to spending a week in the presence of his aunt and her brat.

Heck, if he was home he could play video games, but his aunt made it plain that no games were allowed in her house.

If he was home he could ask a couple of friends over, drink some beer, and listen to music. Maybe they could even get a couple of girls to come over.

His aunt was definitely anti-alcohol, and the idea of having a small party in her house…sheesh!

So he walked up to her front door, gave a few knocks, then opened it. “Aunt Zoe?”

“Back here, Ken. Come on back.”

He walked through the house, the immaculate palace, more like it, and turned into the sewing room. And stopped.

Aunt Zoe was voluptuous, like his mother, and she was leaning over a table wearing just a black bra and black panties.

Ken’s mouth dropped open and he gulped. And his penis, of course, shot right up.

“Hi, Ken,” she didn’t even look up at him. She was intent on a dress pattern.

Ken stared at her milky white boobs. They were a soft expanse of jiggly flesh. He could see her erect nipples outlined in the bra cups.

Her pussy…her pussy was a real camel toe.

He broke out in a sweat and tried not to look, but it was too late. Aunt Zoe raised her head, saw him checking her out, and a smile flitted across her face.

“Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed by my lack of clothing?”

“Uh, well, uh…”

“Oh, Ken. We need to talk.” She came around the table her dress pattern was on and approached him. Her bosoms were jiggling with every step, and there seemed to be a bit of humor in her eye.

She linked her arms through his and turned him and walked him back into the living room. Her breasts were pressed up against his arm and he could feel his penis starting to wiggle up.

“Your mother and I have different viewpoints on certain things, and you’re going to have to get used to seeing me like this.”

She sat him down on the sofa, sat down next to him, still hugging his arm with her amazing mammaries, and said, “When we were growing up your mother and I took two different paths. She became intrigued by religion. She even stayed at a nunnery for a while. She was thinking about a life of religious devotion, but then you were born, one of those nasty monks, no doubt,” she laughed. “Anyway, you were born and she has always been disappointed that she couldn’t be a nun.

“I, on the other hand, was enamored of sex. I even worked in the porn industry for a while. You can see how that would result in my daughter.” She chuckled. “But the point is that I can be very strict, I have seen all the BDSM movies, and my punishments tend to be…sexual. So if you’re going to live here for a week, get used to naked, and make sure you follow my instructions. I would hate to have whip your ass, or dress you up like a girl, or worse.”

Ken was dazed, and he fixated on her last word. What would ‘worse’ be?

At that moment the front door opened and closed and Cyndi entered the house. She was a younger version of her mother. She had all the curves and they were growing curvier every day.

“Hey, mother. Oh, is that Kenny?”

“He likes be called Ken, dear.”

“Did he bring his dick?”

Ken choked and started to turn red. Zoe patted him on the back, which made her breasts jiggle against him even harder.

“Now, Cyndi. I’ve warned you about teasing Ken.” To Ken she lowered her voice and said, “Don’t worry, Ken. I’ve warned her about the dangers of making love to a first cousin. You know, the possibility of children having tails, or six fingers, or just being morons. I don’t think she wants to risk that. Besides, you know the one real rule in this house, no fucking my daughter!”

Ken was coughing, trying to regain composure, but it was tough. He was surrounded by two buxom babes who insisted on talking dirty to him.

Cyndi put her books on a side table and came behind the couch. She lean forward and  to kiss her mother on the cheek, but her mother turned her head at the last second and they kissed right on the lips.

Ken blinked. Maybe it wasn’t an accident. It looked like they were really moving their lips around.

Then Cyndi backed off, reached a hand around and pinched Ken’s nipple.

“Hey!”

Cyndi just laughed. “See ya later, big dick,” and she headed up stairs.

Ken’s room was at the end of the hall, and it was…pink! Pink walls with white trim. White enamel dresser and bed. White curtains. And…a closet full of dresses.

When Aunt Zoe had shown him the room she had said, “We store old dresses here, old lingerie. Some of it is even your mothers. You would be shocked at the naughty things she used to wear. Hey, you know, she’s about your size. So if you want to try anything on it’s perfectly fine.” She giggled, told him his suitcase, that his mother had dropped off, was under the bed.

Then she had kissed him, on the lips! And left him to sort through his new room on his own.

The first thing he did was throw himself on the pink bed, fold his legs, put his arms behind his head, and wish he had a video game. Man, what he would have given for a good, old sniper game. Or maybe a run as a gorilla through GTA5.

Instead, he had nothing. Not even his computer….wait a minute! He had packed his computer in his suitcase!

He sprang from the bed and pulled his suitcase out. Oh, baby! Oh, baby! Time to snipe and blow up and break the law! All on digital, of course.

He clicked the snaps on the suitcase, flipped up the lid and..OH, NO! No computer. And, worse, no clothes! It was his mother’s suitcase! He picked up one of the bras and held it up on one finger. Big cups, wispy material Crap!

Yet, feeling the material, realizing that he was putting his hands where his mother’s boobs went, it gave him a thrill.

He rubbed the cups, imagined that he was copping a feel, and off his own mother! Which gave him an extra thrill and made his cock all the harder.

Still, he couldn’t wear just one pair of pants all week! He headed down stairs.

Aunt Zoe was still working on a dress pattern, and her boobs were still abundant and delicious looking. He tried not to look at them, tried to keep his eyes on her eyes. Even though his face was turning bright red.

“Aunt Zoe? I’m going to have to go home for a short while.”

“Sorry, Ken, but you can’t.”

“Why not?” And he explained about the mix up of the suitcases.

She straightened up, which made her breasts thrust forward, and when he was done, “I guess you didn’t know that your mother is having the house fumigated. It’s in a big tent right about now, and they are pumping bug poison into it.”

“Oh, no! What am I going to do?”

“Oh, honey,” She came around the table to him and once again linked her arms in his. “It’s no problem. We can just wash your pants every day. Take them off right now and I’ll have Cyndi put them in with her clothes.”

“Well, uh…I can’t…not right now?”

She stopped and looked at his face. She was uncomfortably close. Her lips were so red and inviting, and her green eyes were wide and…and looking right at him. “Why not?”

“Well, uh…I need to go upstairs and…uh…”

“Now, Ken! You talk to me right now. Why can’t you take off your pants?”

He managed to whisper, “I don’t have any underwear on.”

Aunt Zoe started to laugh. “Is that all? Don’t you remember what I said? You’re going to have to get used to seeing naked in this house. Now, off with your pants.”

“No…no…” he shrunk away and gripped his belt when she reached for it.

“Ken? Why on earth not?”

“Well, uh…I…uh…”

“Speak up, young man. Why can’t you take off your pants now!?”

“Because I have a…a…an erection.” His voice lowered to a whispery whimper and he looked down at the floor. Except that Aunt Zoe’s large boobs were right in front of him. So he looked up.

“Oh, Ken! You’re so cute!” She grabbed his head and hugged him, which brought his face right down to the top of her chest. He made a gurking sort of sound, didn’t know what to do with his hands, and his cock got even harder.

She put her hands on both sides of his face, held his face in place, looked at him for a long moment. Then she kissed him, right on the lips, very tenderly.

“Ken, Ken. Take off your pants, right now.”

Almost sobbing, he unbuckled and lowered his pants. His cock shot right out.

She felt it hit her in the midsection and she looked down. “Oh, that’s sweet. And it’s big, too. I’ll bet the girls are going to love you.”

His face was so red it would have made a fire engine look pale.

“But, remember. No fucking Cyndi!”

She took his pants. “You go on upstairs. Shower, and try on some of those nice panties in your dresser.”

“I…I…” he stuttered and backed away, then turned around and headed for the stairs.

“And, Ken?”

He stopped, was afraid to turn around and show her his penis.

“It’s okay if you look at my tits. Tits are a woman’s blessing, and they are fun to look at and play with.”

He was frozen.

“Go on now.”

He scampered up the stairs, and met Cyndi at the top.

“Hey, Mom! He does have a big one!”

Ken ran past her, dying of embarrassment, and went into his room.

He stood in the center of the pink room for long minutes. His flushed face slowly recovered, and he stopped trembling. He hadn’t even known he had been trembling, but…he was recovering.

But…what was he going to do? He had to have clothes!

Finally, hearing Cyndi coming back up the stairs, he went to the door and stuck his head out, careful to keep his body hidden. “Psst! Cyndi?”

Cyndi had just entered her room, but she stuck her head out. “What you need?” She was grinning. She was really getting off on his mortification.

“How long till the wash is done?”

“An hour. Why?”

“Can you bring me up my pants?”

She sighed. “You are such a nerd.”

“Please. I’m…embarrassed.”

She gave a big sigh. “All right. But you’ll owe me.”

“Thanks,” and he squeezed his head back into his room.

For an hour he sat on the bed and contemplated his boner. He thought about stroking off, but he wasn’t really all that horny. He was just…embarrassed.

But for a kid who wasn’t horny his cock was starting to drip.

Crap!

Finally, an hour passed, and Ken got up and paced. Cyndi had said she would bring his pants up, so where was she.

A half hour later he heard her coming down the hallway. He ran to the door and cracked it. When she arrived at his room, however, she had a sad expression on her face.

“I’m sorry, Ken, but I must have used too much bleach.”

His pants were white, and they had big holes in them. They were totally ruined! His eyes grew large as he looked at the worthless pants. He looked up at her. “You did this on purpose!”

“Maybe, cuz. And maybe you should get over it and come on out and show us your cock. I like to look at penises, and yours looks like a beaut.”

“You…you…”

“Oh, by the way, Mother said dinner is ready.” She turned and sauntered down the hallway. “Don’t be late now.”

Ken closed the door and examined his pants. Ruined. The crotch was eaten out, the legs were hanging by threads. She had really done a job on them. He threw them aside, then went and stared out the window. What a disaster this  visit was turning out to be.

Ten minutes later he heard a knock on his door. He was naked, there wasn’t much he could do about it, so he just stood with his back to the door.

“Ken? Why aren’t you coming down to dinner?

“Those,” he pointed at the pants on the floor.

Zoe picked up the disintegrated pants and stared at them. “Lord, she really did a job on them.” She put the pants on the dresser and came to him. She put am arm around him, “Ken, I know you’re having a rough time, but you can’t starve yourself. You can’t go without food for a week.”

“Watch me,” he muttered.

“So you’re going to have to man up and put on some panties and a dress.”

He turned to her, his boner swinging and grazing her arm, which caused new heights of embarrassment. “I can’t!”

“Ken. Never say can’t. Can’t is for men without dicks and women without tits. Now, I am going to pick out some panties and a dress for you, and I’ll help you put them on. Is that clear?”

He shook his head, nodded, shook, nodded, and didn’t move.

Aunt Zoe opened a dresser drawer and took out a pair of panties. They were black and stretchy, and she handed them to him.

He looked at them but didn’t move while she went into the closet. A moment later she stepped out with a handful of black fabric. “This will do…Ken? Why aren’t you putting your panties on?”

“I…I…I…”

She put the dress on the dresser and came to him. She placed her hands on his cheeks and she kissed him. And it wasn’t a motherly type of kiss. It was a scorching, kiss that made his lips steam. Her tongue darted into his mouth, and she made a groaning sound. Then she moved back. “Ken, for me. Please put the panties on for me.”

“I…”

She reached down and placed her hand on his cock, encircled it. His legs shuddered and he moaned. She kissed again. Longer, with even more passion.

“Ken. Please put on the panties.”

His cock was throbbing in her hand.

He was embarrassed, and his heart was pounding.

“I’m going to kiss you until you do.”

She moved forward and backed up her words.

Ken was growing faint, and he found his hands moving. She broke the kiss, held him up by the cock as he balanced on one foot, and he slipped the panties on.

She stepped back and put her hands on her hips, which made her breasts look like they were jumping out at him, and inspected his new garment. “That’s fine.” She reached down and tried to adjust the material around his cock. “We need to get you some sissy panties. They have a pouch for your dick. But these will do for a week. Now, the dress.”

He was broken now, no resistance, and he stood unmoving while she pulled the dress down over his head.

It was black, stretchy material sort of like the panties, and it totally hid the panties with its matching color. It came to his neck, but there was a porthole for boobs. Which he didn’t have. Glancing at the mirror on the dresser he actually had the thought, too bad, The dress was the kind that would look incredibly sexy on a boobed person.

“A perfect fit,” Aunt Zoe smiled as she smoothed material out and adjusted the bottom around his waist. Then she grinned, “Of course we need to get you a push up bra, and you definitely need to do something about that,” she reached down and tugged on his cock and he moaned. “Now, let’s go have dinner.”

She linked her arms with his and guided him out of the room.

“Wow! He’s a looker,” gushed Cyndi.

“Yes, he is. But you, young lady, have a problem.”

Aunt Zoe put him in a chair and ladled out some Rice a Roni and a lamb chop.

“What’d I do?”

“You ruined his only pair of pants.”

“But, mom—“

“No. Don’t even start with me. You ruined his only pair of pants, and you are going to have to be punished.”

“But, mother…”

Aunt Zoe glared at her daughter, and in that glare was a force that made Cyndi shut right up. Then she said something that shocked Ken.

“Please, Mother, will you spank me?”

Ken stared at his cousin, his mouth open.

“Of course, dear,” answered Aunt Zoe.

But the most surprising thing of all, to Ken at least, was that his cock really throbbed!

The rest of the dinner went well. Aunt Zoe asked them how school was going. She enquired as to sports in Ken’s life, which weren’t much. But then she asked him about gaming and he had a lot to say about that.

And even though there was a spanking looming for Cyndi she acted like there wasn’t. She talked, teased, and was a brat, but it was all normal. For her.

After dinner Aunt Zoe asked Ken if he would do the dishes. He said yes and she accoutered him with a pink apron, GAH! and took Cyndi upstairs.

There weren’t many dishes, and Ken hurried through them. He knew Aunt Zoe was going to spank Cyndi, and he was totally astonished, and he wanted to see what it was like. Of course he didn’t think he would really see anything, but he could listen at a door, right?

He finished the dishes within minutes and trotted for the stairs. He went up quickly, being as silent as he could, and walked down the hallway.

Zoe’s room was the second to the last on the left, and as he approached he could hear them talking. There was no anger, it was matter of fact, and he tried to distinguish words. But as he approached Cyndi’s bedroom the voices stopped.

Ken was going to put his ear to the door, then he realized the door wasn’t all the way closed. He could see through a little crack, and what he saw took his breath away.

Aunt Zoe was sitting on Cyndi’s bed…and she was naked! Her boobs were out, and though they were big they were not saggy. And her bush was exposed! Though it was more of a landing strip, just a little tuft of wispy hair over Aunt Zoe’s slit.

Cyndi was naked, too. Her breasts weren’t as big, but they were perkier. It wouldn’t be long before she rivaled Aunt Zoe in size.

Both women’s nipples were stiff and erect, and Aunt Zoe held Cyndi’s wrist and pulled her across her lap.

Cyndi lay across Aunt Zoe’s thighs and closed her eyes.

Aunt Zoe raised her hand, she had a big, thick hairbrush in it, and she brought it down.

SMACK!

Ken was stunned at how hard Aunt Zoe spanked her daughter. He got down on his knees for a better viewpoint.

SMACK!

And Ken felt his cock hit high C. It thrust out so hard it hurt, and he quickly lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. Ah! There. It didn’t hurt now.

SMACK!

In fact, it felt pretty good. His cock was waving in the cool air, bobbing and throbbing, and he gripped it with his hand, ostensibly to stop it from pulsing. The effect, however, was the opposite. His cock felt even harder, and it pulsed, and Ken started to stroke.

SMACK!

His cock pulsed so hard he thought it was going to explode. He was sure that just a few strokes and he could cum. He hadn’t cum the other day,  and his juices were already boiling.

SMACK!

He tried to slow down a little. It was coming too fast. He wanted to enjoy this.

SMACK!

He figured that right before he came he could leap to his feet and run down to his room and squirt in his hand.

SMACK!

Aunt Zoe’s breasts were bouncing with each smack of the hairbrush. She was breathing hard and her eyes were glistening with pleasure.

SMACK!

Cyndi was whimpering and little tears were falling from her eyes, but she was also writhing, as if pressing her pussy onto Aunt Zoe’s thighs.

SMACK!

Ken misjudged the degree of his horniness. The semen boiled up from his balls, pushed through his shaft so hard he felt faint, and…

SMACK!

He fell against the door, put his hand out to catch himself on the jamb, but missed. He twisted as he fell, the door burst open and he sprawled on the floor. He was on his side, holding his cock, and his cock was spewing madly.

Aunt Zoe froze, stared.

Cyndi turned her head, her eyes were filled with water, but shocked.

“Ah…Gah…Oh!”

Ken tried to stop his squirt, and all he succeeded in doing was robbing himself of a full cum, and only shooting half his jizm. It was a perfect ‘ruined orgasm.’

He lay there, panting, dazed, trying to figure out a way out of this mess. But there was no way.

Cyndi rolled off Aunt Zoe’s thighs and rubbed her ass. She stared at Ken reproachfully. Like he had ruined something for her.

Ken groaned, came back to himself, and got to his knees. “I’m sorry!” And he was. Sorry that he had been caught. He was fucked now.

He got to his feet and started to leave.

“Freeze, mister!”

Ken actually jerked, her voice was so commanding.

“You just stand there and I will deal with you when I am done with Cyndi.”

Ken’s shoulders were stiff, but he had no choice. He turned around and waited for the other shoe to drop. When it did, though, it blew his mind.

Aunt Zoe turned to Cyndi, who was still rubbing her ass. “Go get the liniment, dear.”

Cyndi went to her dresser and opened it. She took out a big bottle of  liniment. Ken realized that for her to have such a big bottle at hand she must get lots of spankings.

“Lie down, dear.”

Cyndi laid back down and sighed.

Aunt Zoe undid the bottle and began massaging the oil into Cyndi’s ass. As she gave relief to her daughter she lectured Ken.

“I had no idea you were such a nasty, little Peeping Tom. You realize, of course, that you could have knocked and asked to watch. We have no secrets here.”

Aunt Zoe was rubbing in slow swirls and Cyndi started to moan. Her hips began to twist under the sensation of pleasure and pain. It looked like she was trying to rub her pussy on her mothers legs.

“Since you have chosen to be less than trustworthy, you will have to have a spanking. Your indiscretion is deserving of more, much more, but I think ten strokes tomorrow morning will suffice.

“Mother,” gulped Cyndi he hands were holding her tits. No, they were pulling on her tits and rubbing the nipples.

“Yes, dear?”

“He won’t be able to go to school if you spank him. He won’t be able to sit down.”

Aunt Zoe sighed. “I know. But, since he doesn’t have any clothes for the outside world, I thought I will just keep him home. He is woefully untrained, and he needs a firm hand.”

“Oh, mother!”

Whether Cyndi was responding to her mother’s statement, or her mother’s hand on her ass, or perhaps to her own coming orgasm, was unclear.

Aunt Zoe detected that her daughter was getting close. “Sit up, daughter.”

Cyndi crawled off her mother’s lap. Zoe spread her knees, and Cyndi sat back down. Her knees were over her mother’s thighs and her sore butt was hanging in the air.

Zoe leaned forward and kissed her daughter. It was a lush, sensuous kiss, red lips meeting red lips, hot breath rising.

Zoe put her hands under Cyndi’s tits and heft them, and her thumbs rubbed over the turgid nipples.

Cyndi moaned into her mother’s mouth.

Then Zoe reached down with one hand and began to play with her daughter’s pussy.

Ken stood, open mouthed, and stared.

The two women went into a hug, groping each other, Frenching, and then Cyndi began to shake and quiver.

“Oh…Oh…Mother!”

“Go ahead, dear. Have a good cum.

For a long minute Cyndi hung on to her mother and just...hung on. Her back was rippling with spasms. She kept mumbling little half words of appreciation and satisfaction.

“There, there, dear. All done.”

Cyndi stood up and said, “Thank you for spanking me, Mother.”

“You’re welcome.”

Aunt Zoe stood up and looked at Ken. “Okay, young man, let’s go talk about your behavior.”

“You can talk right here, Mother.”

Zoe considered her daughter. “I suppose you are old enough to learn how to administer spankings. Very well.”

She turned to Ken. “In this house, if you misbehave you are punished. Once the punishment is done you are totally forgiven, and we will help you with any pain or bad feelings. Do you understand?”

Ken nodded. He was trying to come to grips with the idea that he was going to get a spanking. An honest to God, real spanking.

“I’m not going to spank you tonight. I want to spank you with a fresh arm. I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding concerning the severity of what we do here. So tomorrow morning, before Cyndi goes to school, we will meet in my bedroom and I will administer your spanking. Because I am doing you a favor, making you a better person, you will have to ask me for your spanking, and when it is done you will have to thank me. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“When I am administering punishment you should address me as ‘Ma’am.’

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. I left a peignoir on your bed for you to wear. So put it on and I will be along to tuck you in.”

Ken stood there.

“You may go now.”

“Oh.” He turned and left the room. He walked down the hallway, totally mind blasted, and, the strange thing, just before he reached his room he could sweat he heard Zoe and Cyndi giggling.

Ken entered his room and just stood for a minute. On the bed was a pink peignoir. Very flimsy, see through. He was supposed to put that on?

Well, it was better than a dress.

Sighing, he took off the dress, folded it and put it on the dresser, then he slipped out of his black panties.

He held up the peignoir, gave a little shudder, and slipped into it.

It fit perfectly, and it felt…sexy. The material rubbed his nipples and his cock, and his cock was already starting to get hard again.

Of course, he hadn’t had a full cum, he still had a big half a load of semen in his balls, but, still…he was getting hard.

He laid down on the bed and pulled the covers over. It felt so weird to be wearing something in bed. Thank God it was kinky.

He sighed. What a day. Seeing his Aunt’s boobs, the things Cyndi was saying to him, having no clothes, and falling into his sister’s room with his cock spewing.

How the hell had he gotten into this mess.

Suddenly his door opened and his Aunt crept in. “Hi Ken.”

“Hi, Aunt Zoe.”

She sat down on his bed and pulled his covers back. His cock was at full mast, once again throbbing.

She reached for his cock, held it in the material and began to stroke him.

“I know this must all seem quite the shock,” Aunt Zoe said. “And you really are doing well handling it.”

He didn’t say anything. His eyes were wide at the sensations pulsating in his penis.

“So just stick with it, you’ll learn, and everything will make sense. Okay?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m not lecturing you now,” she giggled. “You can call me Auntie, or Zoey, or even Mother, if that makes you comfortable.”

“Okay.”

Her hand was stroking him firmly and he felt his hips starting to rise up.

Suddenly she stopped. She leaned over him and her breasts fell on his chest. She stayed there for a long moment, just looking him in the eye, then she leaned further and touched her lips to his. She kissed him, long and passionate, and he groaned as she resumed pumping him.

She straightened up, stopped pumping him, “You really are a dear boy.”

She rose and left the room.


PART TWO

Ken awoke at seven in the morning. He slid out of bed and looked down at himself. His cock pushed out the peignoir and he felt…horny. Well, what else was new?

But…what to wear?

He looked at the black panties and the black dress. He could wear that again.It covered him up and he was used to it. So he did.

He opened the door and stopped. Cyndi was standing right there.

“Mom wants you. Now.” Cyndi was grinning. “You’re gonna get a spanking!” She teased.

Oh, fuck.

“She’s in her bedroom waiting.”

Ken headed down the hallway.

Zoe’s bedroom was large, spacious, and the bed was super king size. It had four posters and there were leather strips around each poster. Aunt Zoe was waiting for him, and she had a belt laying on the bed next to her. She was wearing a peignoir, and her big boobs were bare underneath.

Ken gulped.

“Good morning, Ken. Did you want something?”

Cyndi was right behind him. “Ask her,” she nudged him.

He gave her a look, then stuttered, “Can I please have a spanking?”

“Of course you may, dear.” She glanced at his penis and smiled. “Already getting excited, eh?”

“Uh,” he said.

“Now then,” she turned businesslike. As I said last night, Cyndi is at an age where she should be learning the ins and outs of a good spanking. Is it okay if she helps me administer your punishment? I’ll be right here, and it would really help me out.”

Now he was stuck. Truth, he didn’t want Cyndi watching him getting spanked. But…his mother had said he had to do everything his Aunt asked, and, double truth, there was a spot of fascination in his soul. “I guess so.”

“Wonderful, honey. Lay down on the bed. On your belly.”

He lay down, and his pecker pushed into the mattress so his butt was pooched up.

“Here, put a couple of pillows under him so his cock isn’t squashed.

They put pillows at his waist.

“Go ahead and grab his penis and arrange it pointing downward under the pillow. Is that alright with you? Ken?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Cyndi grabbed his penis. She was surprisingly gentle when she fit it under the pillow. “Is that comfortable?”

Her hand almost made him shoot his sperm and he nodded and gulped.

“Now, we don’t usually tie a spankee to the bed, but I want to start from scratch, so, Cyndi, here’s how you tie your knots.

They discussed how much a knot would slip, whether the spankee needed something to grip when the pain got too much.

“If it’s that much pain you’re probably spanking too hard,” Zoe advised.

“Yes, mother.”

Finally, Ken was set. His butt poked up a but from the pillows. His hair, which he preferred a little long, was hanging over his face.

Zoe ran a hand over his butt and soothed him. “Don’t worry, Ken. I’m right here, and it will be over before you know it. Then we’ll make you feel good. Now, Cyndi, here’s how you grip the belt. Note that this is good leather, and it has been worked with oil to make it more flexible. Are you ready to start?”

“Yes, Mother.”

“Are you ready, Ken?”

“Uh huh.”

“Go ahead.”

Ken thought he was ready. He thought, how much strength can a girl have?

SMACK! Right on the butt. His mouth opened but he suddenly couldn’t breath. That hurt!

“Very good. But turn your shoulder this way. It will help you put more weight into the stroke.

SMACK!

“Very good. Another.”

SMACK!

Ken was trying to talk, and trying not to talk. He wanted to beg her to stop, but he didn’t want to be weak.

SMACK!

“Don’t let the belt twist. Keep it straight.”

SMACK!

Tears began to form in Ken’s eyes.

SMACK!

He began to cry, small sobs with a lot of feeling.

SMACK!

“Very good, honey. Allow a little more time. Without anticipation a spanking loses meaning.”

SMACK!

“Okay, let’s break for a moment. Two things. One, is he crying too much? Or do you have more leeway? And, two, is he pushing his peeny into the pillows? He should be. He should be receiving sexual pleasure by this point.”

SMACK!

Ken began saying something, but he wasn’t sure what. He was just blubbering.

SMACK!

“How are you doing, Ken? Only one more. Can you take it?”

Ken nodded, he was crying opening now.

SMACK!

“Excellent. A wonderful first time. Undo his knots, quickly now. He needs a little love.”

Ken’s ass was in dreadful pain. It felt like it was on fire.

“Sit right there. Get on her lap, Ken. She’s going to make you feel good.”

Ken crawled, and was helped, and then he was on Cyndi’s lap. His penis poked down between her thighs. She began to rub liniment into his buns. She was very gentle and the relief was instant. It felt like the fire was getting doused on the spot, and he just lay there and sobbed.

For long minutes Cyndi soothed him, spoke softly and told him everything was all right, that he did good. He found himself nodding.

“All right, honey. You should be off to school pretty soon. Let me take over, and you have a good day.”

“Thank you, Mother.”

Ken lay there, and raised up so Cyndi could get her lap out from under him. Then Zoe sat down and pulled him on to her lap. As she began to massage his ass he immediately felt the difference. Zoe was soft, and thorough, and she really meant it. Cyndi did, too, but young people don’t have the depth of emotion that older people have.

“You were wonderful, Ken, and you really helped Cyndi out.”

He nodded.

“Okay, sit up, careful, on your knees, you aren’t going to be wanting to sit on your ass for a while, and give me a hug.

She held him, and suddenly he started crying again. Big, racking sobs that shook him all the way to the core.

“There, there.”

He could feel her big breasts pressing against him. He buried his face in her neck and cried all over her.

“That’s a boy. Let it all out.”

Then: “Boys usually cry harder than girls. They have further to fall to submit.”

Ken could see the truth of this, and he held on and just buried himself in her flesh until she finally said. “I think we’re about done, Ken. Would you like an orgasm?”

Ken was stunned, but he manage to nod.

She reached into his lap and began stroking his penis. “I know you didn’t really have a good one last night, and most boys are horny all the time…but you can’t expect this all the time. Do you understand?”

Her hands were soft and educated. They slithered up and down his pole and he started to gasp.

“Now, just to let you know, when you cum you’re going to make a mess, and you have to be responsible for your mess. This means you’re going to have to lick your spunk off my hand, and you’re going to have to wash my bedding. Do you understand?”

Normally, he would have objected. The idea of eating his own sperm was gross. But he was so shattered by his spanking, and he was so desperately cuddling, he just nodded his head.

“All right. Whenever you’re ready you just go ahead and cum.”

Her hands were squeezing, stroking. Then she reached her other hand down and palpated his balls.

He groaned and held on to her.

“That’s a boy. Come on. Give mama your precious seed.”

He felt it ignite deep in his groin, then his cock was rippling and he began to spew. He sobbed and filled her hand. Even though he only  had a half a load, he was young, and a half a load can be a bit much.

For a long minute he sprayed, and. She simply held him and let him squirt all over her hand.

Finally, he was done. Nothing left but the hazy after glow.

“Very good, honey. Here.” She raised her goo drenched hand to him. He stared at her, and found his head moving forward. He began to lick her palm and suck her fingers.

She patted his back and encouraged him. “That’s a boy. Get it all.”

When her hand was clean she smiled and helped him up. His ass was sore, but he could walk.

“Now take all the bedding off and take it to the garage. I’ll show you how to load the machine right after breakfast.”

She kissed his mouth, and he hungered for more, but she left and went down to the kitchen. By the time he passed the kitchen with a load of bedding she had the bacon and eggs cooking.

Ken spent the day with Aunt Zoe, and, once he got used to having to sit gingerly, it was a pleasant day.

Yes, she oversaw him taking a shower, and insisted that he use Nair, which got rid of all his hair. but being young he didn’t have much hair anyway.

Then she washed his hair and gave him a more feminine look. Nothing overwhelming, just a bit of a bob.

And she plucked his eyebrows a little.

But she was so nice and it was fun, the way she talked to him and took him under her wing.

And the things she was saying, about being a more kind and gentle person, he could live with that.

So the day passed and he was happy, and he didn’t have to go to school. He should have known that there is a calm before a storm.

He was sitting in his room, literally twiddling his thumbs, when Cyndi got home. Aunt Zoe had gone to the store and it was nice and pleasant in his room. He could look out the window and he had a radio that was on nice and low.

“Hey?”

He looked over to the door.

Cyndi was there. She had gotten home from school and was leaning against the doorjamb.

He was reminded that she had spanked him, and then had massaged his ass and made it feel better, and that he had cried like a baby. There was an embarrassment, but also an intimacy that he shared with her.

“Hey,” he said.

She sauntered into his room. She was wearing leggings and a dress. She had put some make up on and was looking sultry. She sat down at the little, white desk and stared at him.

“What?” he asked.

“You owe me.”

“I owe you? What for?”

“For spanking you.”

“I…no. Punishment is done.”

“It’s done when I say it’s done. Did Mom hug you and kiss you?”

He turned a little red. “Yes.”

“Well, we never did that.”

“But I did it with Aunt Zoe.”

“You never did it with me, and I’m the one that spanked you. I repeat, you owe me, and we have to finish this or it’s not done.”

Ken understood what she said. what was more important was that under his black dress and black panties his boner was starting up again. Yes, he had been jacked off. But he was young, and young men recharge quickly.

“So do I have to spank you again?”

“No.”

She stood up and came and sat on the edge of the bed. He was electric with the feel of her young flesh against his thigh. She placed a hand on his belly. She didn’t say anything, she just looked hungrily at him.

“I, uh…”

Her hand snaked down his belly, felt his hard penis under the dress.

“Wow. That’s what I’d call a stiff one.”

“I don’t think…”

Before he could finish the sentence was was turned and kneeling next to him. She lifted his dress and snaked her hand down into his panties.

“Oh, fuck,” he gasped.

“That’s the idea,” she started jacking him off.

“Wait a minute!” he begged.

“For what?” She squeezed his balls to the point of pain.

“Fuck!” he wheezed, trying to get his hands into gear, trying to stop her assault.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, pulling his panties down and off.

“No!” He put his hands down and tried to keep her from reaching up under his dress. “But Aunt Zoe told me that first cousins can’t do it. You get pregnant and the kid will have six fingers, or a tail, or just be a moron.”

“That’s bullshit. She just says that stuff to everybody. Any boy I bring over she says I have genetic deficiencies just to scare them off. She just wants to rain on my parade.”

She managed to pull his dress up and was lying on him now. Her hands were groping, fondling, rubbing. His ass hurt, but under the pleasure she was trying to give that didn’t seem to matter much.

“But…please…I don’t think…”

But cock was hard, and sticking straight up, and Cyndi knelt over him, then squatted, held his penis in a deathlike grip, and she slid down his pole.

“Oh, fuck!” Ken whined. He knew it was wrong, but it was happening and there was nothing he cold do about it!

“That’s…the…idea…” Cyndi’s face was contorted in pleasure. She began slithering up and down his hard shaft.

He stopped fighting and gripped her hips and began shoving his pole into and out of her.

She grabbed her nipples and pulled and whined happily. Her face was twisted in ecstasy.

They humped and they pumped and their bones jumped and Ken was getting close. He thrust up, burying his shaft right to the balls in Cyndi’s luscious, young pussy. He was close, just another thrust or two and—

“What are you doing!”

Cyndi exploded off Ken like she had been shot from a cannon. She stood next to the window and held her hands over herself like she was suddenly embarrassed. “He made me!”

Ken was open mouthed, his senses blasted.

Aunt Zoe stood at the door, and she was no longer the kind and caring aunt. She was pissed with a capital P. She looked ready to rip his arms and legs off, or maybe his pecker off, and then, amazingly, she calmed down. Her face just smoothed over and she smiled. “Cyndi, I believe you have something to ask me.”

“No, Mother! Please.”

Zoe just looked at her daughter and waited.

Cyndi’s shoulders slumped and she looked down. “Please, Mother, would you spank me?”

But Aunt Zoe surprised her. “No.”

Zoe looked up, then her face grew frantic. “Oh, Mother, please. I’m sorry, not…not the…dungeon.”

“Cyndi, go downstairs and wait for me.”

Cyndi was actually crying when she left the room. When she was gone Zoe urned to Ken. She came into the room and sat down on his bed. Her soft, hand went out and took hold of his penis. “I asked you not to fuck my daughter. I told you what might happen.”

“I’m sorry, Aunt, Zoe. Can you spank me, or something?”

“Or something,” Aunt Zoe nodded, stroking his cock. He had been right on the verge of exploding into Cyndi, and his cock was purple and dripping.

Suddenly Aunt Zoe stood up and looked down on him. “I will come for you in an hour. Until then, please try to rest.”

“But…”

She knelt and placed a hand on his chest, the palm rubbed the excited nipple, and she said, “Hush, now. Mama will make it all better.”

Then she was out the door.

Ken stayed on his bed for a few seconds, then leaped up and went to the door. He opened it and stuck his head out, and heard voices, the sound of Aunt Zoe and Cyndi talking. It sounded like Cyndi was pleading, and that Aunt Zoe was hearing none of it. He couldn’t make out what they were saying, though.

Then he heard a door shut and their voices were cut off.

Frowning, he returned to his bed and lay down again. Man, he had really messed up. The funny thing was that he really was trying to be a good boy, but Cyndi had really thrown him under the bus. And he wondered, what the hell is this ‘dungeon’ thing?

An hour passed, then a few minutes more, and he heard Aunt Zoe coming down the hall. She put her head into the room, smiled, and said, “I’m ready for you, Ken.”

Ken got up and followed her.

She had changed from street clothes and was wearing a long, black night gown. It was tied across the waist, which emphasized her boobs, and her hair was wet with sweat. The nightgown stuck to her in places and she was breathing hard, as if she had just been engaged in heavy exertions.

They walked down the steps and into the kitchen, and Zoe suddenly turned to him. He stopped, and she moved closer to him. She put her hands on his biceps, she was so close he could feel her bust pressing lightly against him, the nipples rigid with excitement.

“Now, Ken, you know you’ve been a bad boy.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And you do have to be punished.”

“I know.”

“It is the mark of a man how much punishment he can take. You did a very bad thing. Can you take the amount of punishment you deserve?”

“I…yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Now, remember, even if the flesh grows weak, the spirit must be strong.”

She reached up and pulled his head to her. She kissed him. Her body was pressed against him. Instinctively he reached his hands up and fondled her breasts. She let him, just kept her lips to his, as if she was sucking and couldn’t stop.

Then she backed away. “Come, Ken. Learn to take it like a man.”

She led him by the hand across the kitchen.

There was a short hallway to the garage, and there was a door on each side of the hallway. One of the doors was to a large pantry. Ken knew this. But he had never been through the other door.

She opened that other door to reveal a long flight of stairs. The lighting was dim and she cautioned him to watch his step, and led him down the stairs.

They came out in a long basement. She led him down the length of the basement to a wall. She attached chains to his wrists and legs, and he stood, spread out, his face to the wall.

He heard a groan and looked to the side. There was a small coal room to the right, and it had been fixed up as a cell. The door was open, however, and Cyndi lay on a military style bed with a thin mattress.

“Cyndi?”

Cyndi looked around at him, and he was shocked. Her flesh was marked with red stripes. No blood, but it was obvious her skin had been scored right to the point of breaking.

“Aunt Zoe?” He looked over his shoulder.

Aunt Zoe had taken off her gown and was uncoiling a whip. She snapped it and the crack was loud in the basement.

“Don’t worry, Ken. I won’t hurt you. I will just give you pain until it feels good. Are you ready?”

“No!”

She smiled.

CRACK!

Amazingly, the strikes weren’t as hard as the belting he had received the night before, but they were consistent, and he could tell that it was taking less effort for Aunt Zoe to whip him, which meant that she could go longer.

CRACK! became the only sound in his universe.

CRACK! he cried and his frame shook.

CRACK! and every once in a while Zoe would stop, would put the whip aside and come to him and sooth him.             

“You’re doing fine,” she said in a soft voice, and she ran her hand over his flesh, his stripes, and he realized, as she alternated these actions, the whipping and the soothing, that it was becoming more and more exciting.

CRACK! and he stopped differentiating between the pain and the soothing, and the whipping became soothing.

CRACK! “Those are endorphins kicking in. Oh, yes, I could whip you and hurt you, but that’s not the point of real punishment, is it?”

He babbled something in return.

She kissed his cheek, reached down and stroked his erect penis.

CRACK! he became aware of Cyndi watching him from the little coal room.

CRACK! on and on and on.

How long is long? How short is short? All time is subjective to the person undergoing his trials. Time became a vapid thing, loose in definition, and he began to moan with the strikes, looking forward to them. He knew, vaguely, that he would be sore for days, and that he would never forget this sublime experience.

Aunt Zoe, however, had one last thing in mind that would insure he never forgot this day, the day that he had tried to sully her daughter.

Then the crack didn’t happen, and he wondered why. What had happened? Where gone was the wonderful excitation of nerves and flesh? What was happening to him?

Who was he?

He heard the sound of something being dragged across the floor. He turned his head, it felt like somebody else’s head, and saw Zoe and Cyndi pulling a weird looking horse across the floor.

Then his chains were being undone. He almost fell, but the women supported him and moved him back, turned him, and he lay down on the horse.

A horse. He smiled. He liked horses.

They fastened his arms and legs to the feet of the horse and he lay there, unable to move, able only to feel the vast pleasure of being taken to extremes he had not even imagined could exist.

Then Cyndi sat in front of him, cross legged, and he looked down at her open pussy.

“Oh, Ken. I’m sorry I forced you to fuck me.”

“That’s okay,” he smiled happily, “I liked it.”

She kissed him then, and he realized that where she had lacked passion the night before, she now possessed passion. Passion had been instilled in her.

Aunt Zoe walked in front of him. She was wearing the night gown again. Long folds of sinuous, slithering, flimsy clothe. Sexy. But between the folds, held onto her waist by an arrangement of straps, was a penis.

She knelt down and kissed Ken on the face. Kissed him on the mouth, and Cyndi moved back to watch, to listen, to learn.

He tasted her lips, loved her scent, wanted to kiss her forever.

“You were a bad boy, you know that, don’t you? Ken?”

“I know.”

“Then it’s time to let the punishment fit the crime. Are you ready.”

“Yep,” he was in the throes of his endorphins, made happy through his whipping.

He lay there and she walked behind him, the big penis waggling in front of her. Cyndi went with him.

“Use lots of lube,” she said, and Ken felt her fingers soothing his rectum. It felt good, the way she circled his ring. Circling, and every once in a while testing him with a poke.

He was relaxed, he was happy, and he groaned when she finally had her finger in him and began reaming him.

“Oh, please,” he whispered, his voice alone in the dungeon. “Please!”

One at a time she inserted more fingers, until almost her whole hand was moving in and out of his hole.

He began moving his hips, trying to find the rhythm, trying to help this delightful fucking.

So this is what girls feel like. No wonder they like it so much.

Then she pulled her hand out, said something to Cyndi, and he could feel her stepping up behind him. He felt the material of her gown. He could feel her soft flesh pressed against the backs of legs, then she pushed into him.

“Oh!” he moaned. He had never felt anything so good in his life. The long shafted pushed through his ring and rippled against his walls. He felt the plastic balls against his own hanging balls, and he screwed his hips back and tried to get more.

Zoe said something he couldn’t make out, then the penis was drawn out of him.

“Hey?” he called out weakly, missing the intrusion.

“Be patient, Ken.”

Then he felt the penis again, and it moved back into him and started stroking his insides. He pushed back, rose up, swallowed the penis with his man pussy, and felt so good. It was like a white hot heat was swallowing his brain, one cell at a time. Time stopped having any meaning and there was only himself, his asshole, and the penis.

Hands took his face, kissed his lips. He realized that Zoe was sitting in front of him. “You don’t mind if Cyndi fucks you for a while? She has to learn.”

“No…no…” he sobbed. It’s just so…so…”

“I know, and she kissed him again, and again and again.

Zoe and Cyndi undid the leather straps and helped him up. He  was exhausted, and yet sublimely happy.  He felt glowing, satisfied, and he looked at the horse.

“What’s that?” He pointed at a puddle of liquid under where his cock had hung down.

“That’s your semen. Do you see how much we got out of you?”

“How did….I didn’t feel any orgasm.”

“The dildo presses against your prostate and the sperm is forced out of you. It’s called draining.”

Cyndi put in, “You came a couple of times over the last few days, but look how much was left in you.”

Ken was impressed.

“Okay, Ken, it’s time we had a little chat?”

He gave her his attention.

She held out a little tube with some rings. “This is going on your penis.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a chastity tube. I’m sorry to say, but as a young man you can’t be trusted. It’s not just you, every young man is the same. This will stop you from abusing your cock, or getting some girl pregnant.”

“Oh.”

“For the rest of the week we’ll keep you locked up. It will be frustrating, especially since you just got milked, but time will pass and you’ll get used to it.”

“What about when I go home.”

“I’ll give the key to your mother. As a religious person she is quite aware of the benefits of chastity for young men.”

“Oh.”

He thought about it, he thought about not being able to jack off any time he wanted, and it was a sad thought. But he also recognized that he had been totally out of control, putting his penis inside Cyndi like he had.

“Okay. But…”

“Yes, dear?”

“Well, will you still…will you…”

She knew exactly what he was asking. “Honey, I will hug you and kiss you, I’ll spank you when you need it, and I’ll even use the strap on to drain you. I’m sure your mother will be quite happy when we put you on a regular schedule of milking.”

So he nodded and agreed.

Zoe smiled and helped him put the device on.

He was in the car on the way home. His mother was driving, and occasionally handling the little key hanging on a chain between her breasts.

“So how was your visit?”

“It was…pretty good.”

“I’m sorry about the mix up with the suitcases.”

“That’s all right, I learned to wear some other clothes.”

His mother thought about the extra suitcase she had in the trunk. It was full of lingerie and dresses. She sighed, her boy was growing up so fast.

Ken said, “Mom?”

“Yes, dear?”

“Do you know how to give me a spanking?”

END
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Feminized for His Sister!

A boy becomes a girl to make it in the music world.


PART ONE

He stepped off the bus in New York City and was immediately sorry. It was such a drab place, and he had traveled two days to get there. It was the big city, and dirty buildings and everybody honking their horns..

“Jimmy!” Junie came out of the crowd and hugged him, kissed him all over the face and lips.

Jimmy laughed and hugged back. He hadn’t seen his sister in months, and now…now things were all right.

The city could be glum, but not while he was with his sister.

They hugged and kissed and ignored the rest of the world for the touch of each other, and for a while, at least, it was Christmas.

They took a bus to Junie’s apartment in the Bronx, and Jimmy stared out at a world that was so very different from the world he had grown up in.

Bricks and cement vs farmlands and flowers. He would have preferred the farmlands, but there was no way he could live in the farmland.

“So how’s Father?” Junie was standing next to him, they each held the bus pole and each other as the bus swayed. The smell of humanity was ripe in the bus, but the smell of each other was the cure.

Jimmy shrugged. “He kicked me out.”

“I figured he did. He kicked me out, then you…man wants to be alone.”

“The lonelier he gets the meaner he gets, the meaner he gets the lonelier he gets. So what’s this job you said you. might have?”

“I have it. Guaranteed. Starts in three days.”

“Really?”

“Really. Pay is good, short hours, and it’s a dream. But I do have a problem. I need a girl to sing with me.”

“You’re singing?” He ignored her implication. She hadn’t asked outright, and he hated to just refuse her.

“All I’ve ever wanted to do.”

Jimmy smiled at his sister. She was a beauty. She had long blonde hair, pale blue eyes that saw right through you, and, then, of course, there was her body.

Thin waist, large boobs, round hips, when she strolled out on the stage the crowd went silent. She had everything a star could ever want, except for one thing…her voice was thin.

She could sing, hit those notes, go high, go low, but her voice just lacked resonance. It was thin and reedy. Which was why she had always opted for singing with partners. As part of a duo her thin voice could be easily bolstered by a partner.

They hopped off the bus and headed for a shabby apartment building. As they came to the front door two thugs slunk along the front of the building and intercepted them. They wore jeans and black jackets, their hair was slicked back and they smoked cigarettes like they thought they were tough. As if ingesting smoke into one’s lungs suddenly gave them muscles, or the knowledge of a prize fighter.

“Hey, Junie. Baby.” His name was Biff and he was a stiff. He was a mutt from downtown and she wished he’d stayed there. The other punk was named Ace, and she wished he’d just shrivel up and blow away.

“Who’s your girlfriend, Junie.”

Jimmy turned red.

“That’s my brother, Biff.”

“That’s her brother,” laughed Ace.

“Looks more like your sister,” they snickered like they had made the biggest joke in the circus.

Junie pushed past the duo and led Jimmy up the stairs.

Inside the apartment was clean. The furniture was old, and generations of paint had hidden wallboards, but it was home.

“Have a seat. You still like bourbon?”

“Does the pope shit in the woods?”

They both laughed. One of the few joys they had had growing up was filching liquor from their father’s ever present but cheap assed bourbon.

Junie poured, added a bit of Coke and they toasted each other. After they had taken their first Sip Junie placed her hand on Jimmy’s  and said, “So, what gives. I’ve been trying to get you out here for months, and then you pop in out of the blue, no notice. What really happened at home?

Jimmy sighed. “Pop got drunk and beat me.”

“No!”

“So I left. Don’t have anything but this toothbrush in my pocket,” he touched his breast pocket.

“Well,” Junie spoke wryly, “I doubt if he’s called missing persons on you.”

Jimmy laughed. “So tell me about this job?”

“It’s a coffeehouse over in Manhattan. Lots of rich people there, a real step up. Agents and producers hang out there, and I know a guy, he got me an audition, and…well, I got the gig.”

“Fantastic!”

“But…I have a problem.”

“You said that. So…what’s the prob?”

“The guy, his name is Chuck Johnson, wasn’t all the impressed with my voice. He liked the guitar, and he liked my looks, but he was about to pass ‘cause my voice isn’t the strongest, then Alyce, that’s my roomie, she put on a tape.”

“Oh, shit, not that tape!”

“Yup. You and me. Me singing normal, and you in falsetto. Alyce played it and Chuck thought it was sick, and…now I have to come up with a partner.”

“Oh, no.” he said.

She looked at him.

“I don’t want to.”

“Do you have a job here?”

“You know I don’t.”

“Then what’s the harm in a few weeks of being my partner?”

“You know what the problem is.”

They stared each other, and it was an impasse. And finally Junie clutched his hand with both of hers and said, “Jimmie, it won’t be long. Just until I get another partner, and—“

“No.”

“Why not?”

And he said it: “I don’t want to be a girl again.”

His statement filled up the space between them, an impenetrable barrier, and the only thing they had ever really disagreed on.

“Alyce, this is my little brother, Jimmy.”

“Hey, Jimmy, glad to meet you.” She shook hands like a man, but she sure didn’t look like a man. Her chestnut hair framed an oval face of perfect angles and penetrating, brown eyes. He couldn’t tell about her body, though. She wore man clothes. Boot jeans and a Levi jacket. Her chest was thick, but…there was something strange about it.

“You the one on the tape?”

“Guilty.”

“Man, that is sweet stuff. You guys compliment each other like…well, like a brother and sister.”

“Have a seat and some bourbon.”

“I can do that.”

Shortly all three of the were drinking, and Jimmy was fascinated. Alyce like a spark plug. She filled the room with her presence, and her laugh was totally infectious.

“So you gonna sing with my sweetheart here?”

And Jimmy got it. Lesbian.

“No,” said Junie.

“Why not? You guys are killer! You could make million seller records right now!”

“Jimmy doesn’t want to be a girl.”

Alyce snorted. “Me neither.” Then she grew serious, “Even for a mill? Not even to help Junie here?”

Alyce had sat next to Junie and had an arm on the back of her chair. Jimmy could see the attempt to possess, but he could also see that his sister was not interested. The magnetism just wasn’t there. Poor Alyce, he thought.

“It’s more complicated than that.”

“What’s complicated? You put on a dress, cash your check, zippity do dah.”

“Jimmy was…discouraged from such things.”

“How do you discourage a guy from wearing a dress,” Alyce laughed. She was aware of the twisted nature of her comment.

Jimmy, having had just enough to drink, blurted, “Mom used to dress me up like a girl, like when I was real young. Pop didn’t like it, and the older I got the more he resented it.

To Junie Alyce remarked, “I thought your old man was a preacher?”

Both Junie and Jimmy nodded.

“Holy crap! So the son of the preacher man wears dresses when he’s a kid. Couldn’t he get over it?”

“Nope.”

Alyce shook her head. “Man. What a fuck up.” She contemplated the brother and sister for a moment, her eyes taking on a narrow expression. “So what’s the deal then. You spend a few nights here? Then move on?”

“Just until he gets a job,” Junie blurted.

Alyce smiled a wicked sort of smile. “So brother dear won’t help you but you have to help him.”

“Hey!”

“I’ll go,” said Jimmy. Though he had no idea where he would go to.

“It’s okay. I’m just kidding.” But there was something in her eyes that said she wasn’t. “So where’s your luggage?”

“Uh, turns out I have a slight problem, too.” The girls looked askance and he said, “My bag was stolen.”

“On the bus?”

“Yup. I went to check on it at the last stop, get a book out of it, and it was gone. Turned the bus upside down, but somebody somewhere is reading my copy of ‘Femwood Mansion’ as we speak.”

“You read Grace Mansfield?”

“Who doesn’t” Jimmy responded. “I wasn’t through with the book, so I’m going to have to buy it twice.”

“Heck, I got a copy.”

Jimmy studied Alyce. She was an inch taller than him, and with her big chest she probably outweighed him and…crap! She had bound her chest! That’s why it looked bulky! She was trying to hide boobies!

“That would be great,” Jimmy tried to hide his surprise.

“I also have some clothes that would fit you.”

“Really?”

“Sure.” But Alyce was snickering on the inside. It wasn’t going to be any of her male clothes that she shared. She watched Jimmy, and liked what she saw. In fact, she felt an instant connection. She might fascinate Jimmy, but the fascination was reciprocated.

“Come, on, let’s have some more bourbon and call it a party.” And nobody noticed that Alyce had taken her hand off the back of Junie’s chair and put it on the back of Jimmy’s.

Several hours later the bourbon was gone, the hour was late, and the  party was waning.

Junie did the dishes and straightened up, Alyce  sat at the kitchen table and contemplated the brother and sister. They were so similar in appearance.  For months she had been trying to get into Junie’s pants, with no luck. She wasn’t hurt, she knew the spark wasn’t there, but she sure wanted it to be.

Her eyes went to Jimmy, who was drying the dishes. Pity. There was spark there, but he was a guy, and she just wasn’t into guys.

“So where do we put Jimmy?” Junie turned from the sink.

“I can just sleep on the couch, if that’s all right.”

“Nah. That’s cave man. I got the big bed, I’ll share.”

“I couldn’t…”

“You don’t have to…”

But the objections were waved on by Alyce. “It’s a done deal. You get the right side of the bed because you’re all right. I get the left because I left my senses…a lo-o-ong time ago.”

All a little high, they chuckled.

Alyce’s bedroom was the master bedroom. The bed was as big as advertised, and Alyce showed him where he could put his stuff, when he got some stuff, and he was assigned a shelf in the bathroom cabinet. Then it was undressing time.

“I guess you figured out I’m not into guys.” She unbuttoned her shirt and took it off. She was wearing a compression vest to hide her boobs, and Jimmy tried to act nonchalant. She might be into guys, but he was into girls, and he didn’t want to weird her out with a big boner sticking out on the first night.

“It’s obvious.”

“Good. Just so there’s no misunderstanding.”

Jimmy took off his shirt. His body was slender. His chest wasn’t very wide, and, in fact, if it hadn’t been for the tits on Junie’s chest they would have been physical twins.

Alyce’s compression vest had hooks and she undid each one and sighed as the pressure released. Finally, she slipped the garment off and Jimmy had a look at what she was hiding.

She was as large as any woman Jimmy had ever seen. Double Ds easy. Little mountains with pink rips, and the pink tips, now that they were also released, stood up stiff and rigid.”

“Fuck,” whispered Alyce as she rubbed her boobs and pulled on her nipples.

“That must get tiring.”

“Oh, it downright hurts, sometimes.”

Jimmy was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting for lights to go out before he took his pants off.

Alyce took off her pants, and then panties. She slept in the raw, and she wasn’t about to change her methods just because little brother had come a’callin’.

She stretched briefly, waiting for Jimmy to finish undressing. When she saw he wasn’t, she asked, “You sleeping in your jeans?”

“Ah, no.”

Busted, a little embarrassed, a little shy, he kept his back to her and pulled down his pants.

Alyce laughed. “You got to be kidding. We’re going to room together and you’re all shy and embarrassed on me?”

“Well, uh, I’m sorry. I’m not used to roomies.”

“Well, I showed you mine, so you got to show me yours.”

Normally she wouldn’t have been so free in her speech, but there was something about Jimmy that opened her up, made her want to talk to him.

He sighed, shrugged, and turned around.

“Fuck! Are you serious?”

“What?” He looked down, afraid there was something wrong.

“That’s a serious weapon of ass destruction.

Jimmy was a shower, and he hung an easy six inches slack, and when he was erect it was an easy eight inches. And he was erect right then.

“I…uh…” he started turning red and didn’t know what to say.”

“You can use the bathroom if you want to take care of that.”

“Okay.”

Feeling a bit shamed he trotted into the bathroom. In reality he was just trying to get away. Alyce seemed to be able to get under his skin as easily as his sister.

He sat on the toilet and stroked himself for a couple of minutes. The lights went out in the bedroom just about the time he realized that he couldn’t quite get over the edge.

Sighing. He flushed the toilet and slunk back into the bedroom.

“Everything come out all right?” Alyce laughed.

“Har dee har har,” responded Jimmy, slipping. onto his side of the bed. He wiggled a bit, found a good position, and laid with his eyes open.

“Just joking.” Then, “I didn’t hear the big grunt, so I figured you got the first night blues. It’s hard around strangers.”

“Actually, it’s hard all the time.”

Alyce laughed. “You’re all right, Jimmy.”

They both lay quietly then. But they weren’t sleepy. In spite of the alcohol, and the yawns before retiring, neither of them felt like sleeping.

After a while Alyce whispered, “How could a preacher man justify beating his child?”

“He’s quite the contradiction. He was okay while Mom was alive, but after she died he started drinking, and that changes a guy. Then the bible isn’t too friendly with gays. Sodom and Gomorrah.

“Ah, yes.” Alyce flipped onto her other side, faced Jimmy. “So you have to help your sister.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t like dressing up as a girl, and when we sing, the way our voices work, I have to.”

“Why?”

“I sing falsetto, and people have a rough time with a guy singing in a high key.”

“The Beach Boys sing in falsetto, there’s lot of guys sing that way.”

“In the studio. Go on tour, go in front of a live audience and people want the image to match the reality.”

“The image being what you look like, the reality being your voice.”

“Bingo.”

Alyce was quiet for a while. Jimmy thought she might be going to sleep when she suddenly blurted, “I don’t care. You’re going to help your sister.”

“No.”

“I think I know the real reason.”

Jimmy said nothing.

“Your father beat you for being a girl. That is discouragement enough for anybody.”

“That has nothing to do with it.”

“Your voice says otherwise.”

“I think I want to go to sleep now.”

He felt her hand on his arm. “I’m not normally a bully, but I’m going to make you do this.”

Jimmy felt a jolt of excitement shoot through him. His cock suddenly perked up, was hard as a fire poker. He tried not to get excited, but…Alyce and he had such a connection, he couldn’t deny it, and what she was saying…

She was suddenly on her side, on an elbow, looking down on him. “You’re going to do it.”

“No.”

She reached right down and grabbed his cock. He gasped.

“You agree or I’ll rip this right off.”

“You can’t do this to me.” He was stuttering.

“Or what? You’ll sue me?” She laughed.

He grabbed her tit.

“Hey!”

“What? you can grab me but I can’t grab you.”

She let go, so he let go. But it was obvious they weren’t done. There was tension in the room, thick and heady.

Suddenly she threw a leg over him. It was fast, and she was sitting on his belly and pinning his arms down with her weight,

“Hey! Get off!”

“Not till you agree.”

He was aware of his cock rubbing up against her crack.

She just laughed. “Got you all excited, eh?”

He struggled, but she was surprisingly strong and he couldn’t get loose. His mind was in turmoil. He was a guy and she was a girl, and he should be stronger. But he wasn’t. She held him down, her large breasts hung over his chest, and he felt his cock getting harder and harder.

“Come on,” he tried to reason with her.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Then I’ll go to sleep like this.”

She lifted her weight and dropped it. Her buttocks landed on his belly.

“Oof! Fuck!”

“Say you’ll do it.”

“Never.”

She jounced again, and her tits bounced off his chest.

“Come on!” he begged.

“Look, bozo. Your sister works part time as a waitress. She puts in long hours for being part time, and she comes home beat to shit and the look in her eyes…she’s hurting. You come along and you have a solution, but you’re afraid somebody will boo or something. So you let your sister suffer because you’re a coward.”

Jimmy was silent.

“Give me a reason, a real reason, and I’ll let you up. I’ll back off.”

Jimmy turned his face away. He could feel all that old emotion coming up. He didn’t want that.

She leaned down, put her face in front of his. “Tell me why you won’t help your sister.”

He turned his face the other way, but she moved her head and kept her face in front of his. “Tell me.”

“Let me go!” He gritted and tensed his muscles and tried to wiggle out.”

She held him, and she ignored his hard cock, and she snarled, “Tell me why!”

And he broke. It had been so long ago, but…her bullying him, his physical helplessness…he started to cry.

Alyce blinked She was just trying to help. She didn’t want to hurt anybody. She released his wrists, then she rolled off him.

They were inches apart, her on her side, watching him cry in the gloom.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean…I don’t want to hurt anybody.”

And Jimmy told his story.

“Mom saw a picture of Franklin Delano Roosevelt as a child. His mother dressed him as a girl until he was six years old. That was common back then, People would raise their sons as daughters for the first few years.

“Mom coldn’t do it with Junie, she was a girl already, but she did it with me. I wore bloomers and little dresses and she mothered me. I was her little sissy boy. And she did this past six, until I was nearly ten. I was a mommie’s boy.

“It drove my father insane. He may have been a preacher, but he was a manly man, and the idea of his son being a sissy boy…he began to be abusive.

“At first it was just verbal. He’d call me a sissy and laugh at me. But as time went on Mom died, and he tried to remake me as a man. He burned all my dresses, discouraged make up, and bullied me constantly.

“I wasn’t strong. I hadn’t spent my youth running in the hills and climbing trees and wrestling with other boys. The result was that I could never be as manly as he wanted. No matter what I did, he would look at me and see a sissy.”

That’s terrible,” Alyce muttered in the dark.

“That wasn’t the worst of it. The worst was that word was out. People knew I had been raised as a girl, and everybody in town looked down on me. I was constantly called names. Queer, faggot, gay, and those were the polite names. Buttsuck and Dicklick were popular, and I was constantly being teased, asked to perform sexual services.”

“But you weren’t gay? I mean, you’re not gay, are you?”

“I’ve always loved girls. Even when they would have nothing to do with me. But try telling a bunch of redneck louts that you’re not gay, that you want women. Hah” His laugh was bitter in the darkness.

“Okay. So you got mistreated. that’s still no reason. Not a good enough one, anyway.”

“One summer I met a girl. She was beautiful. And she didn’t care that I was a little…soft. She was the sister of one of the bigger bullies in town, but I thought she was different.

“We went out a couple of times, I even kissed her. I thought things were changing. I asked her to come to a church social and she agreed. I wanted to show my father that I wasn’t gay, that I could have a girlfriend.

“He was surprised, I don’t know if he was happy, after all, his pre-conceived notions were pretty strongly embedded.

“Anyway, we went for a walk, holding hands, out along the edge of the field behind the church. We could hear children playing games. We cold smell hamburgers and hot dogs. Rita, that was her name, pulled me into the woods. I thought she was trying to get me alone so we could make out, then I was tackled by her brother and two of his friends. It turns out she was trying to get me alone, all right, but for her brother and his friends. The whole idea of us being friends was a charade. She laughed when they threw me over a log. She thought it was funny when they…Jimmy dissolved into tears.

Alyce found herself holding him. He head was buried in her chest, right over her big boobs, and he sobbed.

Such a lot of baggage to be carried around. To be fooled and mistreated in such fashion. She felt a deep anger, she wished she had been there. She would have defended him, she would have shown those assholes what it was all about.

Jimmy just cried and held on. He released tons of emotion, and it was cathartic. All the trauma of that incident was being released.

Finally, he stopped crying. They lay in each others arms, and she felt his prick dance against her belly. She laughed. And he giggled.

“Sorry, Charlie, no tuna for you tonight.”

“Too bad.” He mumbled into her flesh.

It was silent then. A little bit of light came in the window from the streetlight up the street, and they could hear her clock ticking, but it was…quiet. It was a space in which decisions were made.

She kissed his hair, brushed her hand down the side of his face.

“Okay,” he said.

Alyce knew exactly what he meant, and she exulted.

They had three days to get ready. Three days in which to make him a woman, and three days to get their act together. Three days in which to perform a modern miracle.

Junie, of course, was delighted that Jimmy would help her. She was delighted that they would do what they loved doing. That first day she brought out her guitar, tuned it up, and they started putting together their act.

Alyce sat in the kitchen and watched them and offered criticisms. Light criticisms that made them laugh as much as think.

“Have you decided what your stage name is going to be?” she asked at one point.

“We used to do it as Junie and Junior.”

“But we figured out that some people take exception to me as a girl, so we called ourselves Junie and Moonie.”

Alyce laughed. “Which one of you was Moonie?”

“Whoever wanted to be.”

Junie trickled her fingers over the guitar strings, and while her voice might be thin, her guitar playing wasn’t. Alyce was instantly silent as her emotion came out in just a simple run of notes.

“Damn, sister, you’re good,” she mumbled.

“You should hear Jimmy.”

“What? You play, too?”

“A little.”

“A lot,” Junie scoffed. “I just flick the strings. He makes magic.”

“Wait here,” Alyce ran out of the apartment.

Junie and Jimmy looked at each other and shrugged, then went over choices for their show.

“I want to do ‘The Sound of Silence.’ “

“Old classics, can’t go wrong. But I draw the line at Virgil Caine.”

“Argh. Okay. But what about Everybody Knows?”

“Everybody expects that to be deep, a Leonard Cohen bass.”

“Okay, we can think about it. What about,” Jimmy hesitated.

“What?”

“Walk on the Wild Side.”

Junie was silent for a moment. She could hear his falsetto sliding through her notes, they could even do a round robin in a couple of places, really make that song pop. “Good, let’s try that. I can feel it.”

“Me, too. what about…”

The door burst open and Alyce stood victorious. She had a guitar in her fist.

“Where’d you get that?”

“I borrowed it from Frankie, downstairs.”

She crossed the room and handed the guitar to Jimmy.

“I didn’t know Frankie played.”

“He used to. when he heard what you’re doing he wanted to help. He’s gonna come up and listen, if that’s all right.”

“Hell, yeah. We need to play in front of people.”

Meanwhile, Jimmy was examining the guitar. It was a good one, a little old, but sometimes that just makes the sound richer.

He started tuning it up, but the strings were old and every time he thought he had it the sound would flatten out. He listened, and started sinking into the moment.

Jimmy had spent hours every day playing the guitar. No friends, a pariah, he had nothing else to do, and he had spent all his time practicing. He ran his fingers along the strings and the apartment filled with pure honey.

“It needs strings,” he said. “But the sound is really good.”

Junie and Alyce were silent now, just watching him, and Junie winked at Alyce in victory.

Finally, the guitar tuned, he started to run through slow rifts. His fingers were authoritative but his sound was carefully soft. It created a curious blend that made Alyce want more. She could feel the hints of his soul starting to come through the strings.

“He’s just getting warmed up, “ Junie whispered. “Wait.”

“Wait? Heck! She could already feel it. He was surrounding each note with clean space. There was no squeak as he ran his hand up and down the neck.

Suddenly he drew out a chord, then ripped through a savage cluster of notes. It was classical, she recognized it as a riff from ‘Stairway to Heaven.’ It near took her breath away. Then he paused, tweaked a string, and began to play.

Alyce would later speak of that first five minutes of listening to Jimmy play as life changing. Simply, before that five minutes there was rock and roll on the scratchy, old radio. Afterwards there was an appreciation for classical rock and roll that she had never suspected could exist. Every note he played it felt like the very air was shivering. Goosebumps ran up her spine and her hair stood on end.

The most amazing thing, however, was the effect the music had on her physical person. For the first time in her life she suddenly felt her pussy. She just became aware that it was hot. Hell, it was wet, and she tried to ignore it. But it was like trying to ignore a car crashing into you.


PART TWO

The next day they spent all day practicing. Alyce had to go out for a while, but when she came back they were sitting in the same places, playing, discussing notes and harmony, exchanging ideas.

Frankie came up in the early afternoon. He was an older black man, scrawny as a chicken, missing a front tooth, and he tapped his foot and clapped his hands when appropriate. At one point, after Jimmy had played a Beatles song, he shook his head and said, “That ain’t my guitar. My guitar doesn’t sound like that.

Other people in the apartment, hearing the sounds, came by and peered in. Junie always waved them in and told them to have a seat.

Jimmy needed the audience. He was rusty, and to just be appreciated…he needed it. Appreciation always builds confidence.

At five o’clock they called a halt for dinner. Alyce’s treat, they went down to the local diner and ordered burgers. They sat around and just talked, and even just talking was helping Jimmy get back in the groove. At one point the waitress was hanging with them in between orders, and she tilted her head when Alyce told her that Jimmy and Junie played guitar and sang.

“No! Really?”

Junie grinned, she knew the waitress. Jimmy just sort of hung back. Alyce noticed that Jimmy was being introverted, and she said, “You want them to play for you?”

“Here? Now?”

“Uh…”

“We’ve been playing all day, and…”

“Oh, okay.”

And it would have ended there, but Alyce wasn’t about to let it. “Tomorrow.”

Jimmy and Junie looked at her. “Tomorrow they’ll rest up in the afternoon. You’ll be here?”

“Heck, yeah! I’ll be here.”

“What about the boss?” Jimmy blurted.

“Harold is cool. Heck, if you don’t bring us some business we’ll just ask for our money back, right?”

They all chuckled at that.

Later, when Jimmy went to the bathroom, Junie turned to Alyce and said, “You bring out something in Jimmy.”

“Nah.”

“No, I mean it. He’s shy, and you can figure out why, but when you push it gives him confidence.”

Alyce thought about that. She did seem to be able to manipulate Jimmy a little. Heck, she had gotten him to agree to play, and he had sure sounded determined not to.

“Well, maybe. But he’s the kind of guy that shines, anyway. Especially when you put a guitar in his hands.”

“Yeah, but you’re the spark plug. He brightens up whenever he so much as looks at you.”

Alyce was almost embarrassed at that high praise.

That night they started working on Jimmy’s outfit.

“He needs to wear a dress…”

“Yeah, but not matching. We look like twins and…”

“So what?”

“We need to keep our distinctive personalities.”

Alyce didn’t fully understand that, but she was smart enough to know when to stand her ground and when to give in.

“Okay, hats?”

Jimmy yes and Junie no. Alyce knew that Jimmy wanted to hide under something and that was okay, as long as he didn’t hide those hands of his.

“Jackets?” Neither wanted to wear jackets, but Alyce said to Jimmy, “Look, you’re going en femme. What are you going to do about tits…and a jacket might help hide your boobs, or lack thereof.”

Jimmy frowned. “We could use water balloons.”

“You have got to be kidding me!”

“Yeah, I know,” Jimmy admitted.

“Let me check the thrift shops,” Junie offered.

“No way a thrift shop is going to carry boobs.”

“They might.”

“No, but…I might know somebody.”

“How much are falsies?”

“Too expensive. Let me check with a girl I know.”

They moved to the next item.

“High heels?”

They both agreed to that. Jimmy liked wearing heels, it had been some time since he had worn any and he was looking forward to it.

After an hour they were pretty sure what they had and what they needed. They would have a dress rehearsal the next day and make sure everything fit. But for now, they were fine, and they went back to rehearsing.

One in the morning Alyce was beat and she headed for bed. Jimmy and Junie were fine. They were stoked. They were good for another couple of hours. But that’s the way it is with musicians. They get used to the late hours, can’t sleep after a performance, get high on what they’re doing, and they don’t call it a day until the sun is nearly up.

At three in the morning Alyce was sound asleep when the bed jostled slightly.

“That you?” She mumbled.

“Nope,”

She was asleep, but she couldn’t help it. She giggled.

Jimmy stretched out and lay looking up at the dark. He hadn’t wanted to do this, but now that it was happening he was glad.

After a minute he heard Alyce: “Fuck.”

“What?”

“Now I’m awake.”

“Good. Keep watch. I’m going to sleep.”

But…he wasn’t. A few minutes later he sighed.

Alyce whispered, “I know.”

They lay there for a few more minutes, then Alyce turned and moved up against Jimmy. She threw a leg over his and nuzzled her face against his shoulder.

He was electric. His cock was harder than it had been all night, and it was stretching the blankets towards the roof.

“I sure wish you were a girl.”

“I will be tomorrow.”

“Hunh,” and Alyce reached out and touched his penis. “Why haven’t you taken care of this?”

“When? We’ve been practicing all night.”

“Oh.” Then: “You want some help?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just started stroking him. Her hand was soft and lazy and it took his breath away. His cock started to pulse. “Have you ever done it with a guy before?”

She stopped stroking. Just held him. “Twice. At least I tried it. First guy was an asshole. It hurt, didn’t feel good, and he squirted in me and went home. Asshole actually called me up a week later and asked if I wanted to do it again. As if I had had a good experience with him.”

“And the other one?”

“One of my gay friends. We tried. Lord, how we tried. But he had a hard time getting it up, and when he got in me it wouldn’t stay hard. We ended up laughing and getting drunk. How many girls you been with?”

“Not many.”

“Oh, ho! How many.”

His voice was a shy whisper. “One.”

“One, eh. And was she a hook—oh fuck.”

Jimmy didn’t say anything.

“I’m sorry. She was, wasn’t she?”

“I guess,” Jimmy’s voice was soft in the gloom.

“Well, so what,” she muttered. She began to stroke his cock again. And this time he could feel that she was getting into it. He knew that she was sorry for her ‘hooker’ remark and wanted to make up for it.

Jimmy didn’t say anything. Her hand was feeling mighty good, and he could feel his breathing quicken.

“I’m going to cum in your hand.”

“That’s what it’s for.” She kept moving her fist up and down, and she reached down with her other hand and grabbed his balls. He gasped, because she was a little rough.

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” he was starting to move his hips, to fuck her hand.

They were silent then, nothing but the sound of her hand fapping and his breathing getting heavier.

She reached up and pinched his nipple. “Come on, stud.”

“Unh!…Fuck!…Unh!”

His balls tightened up and semen shot through his shaft to fill her hand. It had been a while for him, and he kept shooting for a long time. Finally, he slackened off.

“Damn!” she said. “What are you? A horse?”

He chuckled, felt lassitude assail him, and relaxed.

Alyce got out of bed and padded into the bathroom. A moment of water running and she came back and hopped unto bed.

They lay there, silent, and now he wasn’t so wired. Now he was starting to drift, and he murmured, “Thanks.”

“No prob.”

“If you want me to get you off…” his voice drifted.

Alyce thought about it for a while. She hadn’t cum in a long time. It would be nice to have an orgasm. She turned to him and opened her mouth to say, “yeah,’ but…he snored.

They slept late, as musicians are wont to do, but by eleven they were moving around, fixing breakfast, stretching the yawns out, and blinking themselves into a semblance of awareness.

After breakfast, at noon, Junie picked up her guitar and started strumming.

Jimmy went into his room and came out…in a dress. With a little make up. Alyce was stunned by how his eyes sparkled.

Jimmy acted like nothing was out of the norm, but he sure felt good. He missed his female self, and to be allowed to be comfortable like this…he really needed this.

And they played. Hour after hour. Intense, not even aware of people coming into the apartment, listening for a while, and leaving. And they started singing.

The day before they had sort of mumbled, worked on their guitar playing, got in synch and just sort of felt each out. Today they were actually singing.

Jimmy’s voice was deeper than Junie’s, but his falsetto was higher. Between the two of them they had a magnificent four and a half octave range. And when they sang together it was a tangle of harmony that shivered the spine.

Some songs Junie could sing okay. If she kept her voice in a certain range nobody could tell she lacked resonance. Some songs she desperately needed help, and whenever she started to stretch Jimmy slid into his falsetto and the notes soared. And the odd thing was that Jimmy’s only weakness was a gap in his range that Junie filled perfectly.

Through the afternoon they honed songs, meshed their voices, and achieved that rare intimacy that singers must have.

Five o’clock Alyce showed up, and she had the goods.

They put their instruments aside and went through the stuff that Alyce had brought.

Junie already had most of what she would need, but Jimmy needed a few things. One of the things he needed was boobs.

“Come on, sweet cheeks,” teased Alyce, let’s go see how you look.”

They went into their room and Alyce laid out the clothes while he Naired himself. Twenty minutes later he was dry and standing in the bedroom. His cock was a chub, not hard and not soft, but some delicious and indefinable place in between.

Jimmy was excited, his heart was pounding, it had been so long. He picked up panties and slipped into them.

“Are you going to have trouble with that dick?”

“I shouldn’t. Not after last night. Thanks.”

“Any time.”

He wanted to say ‘How about now?’ But he held himself back.

He put on a bra and Alyce stuff the breast forms into his cups.

“Jeez, these are big!”

“Good. I like my bitches well endowed.” She pinched his ass and he jumped, and laughed.

Nylons to garters, slipped a summer dress on, and his cock was suddenly a problem.

“No prob,” said Alyce, bringing out a chiffon underskirt.

Jimmy looked in the mirror. Perfect. The dress stood out and no matter how hard his cock got nobody would be able to see it. Not unless they sat on his lap.

Then, make up.

Jimmy knew all about make up, but he let Alyce work on him. She really wanted to, and he loved the feel of her soft hands as she cleansed his pores, primed him and prepared him. As she worked he would occasionally brush his hair out. By the time she was done his hair was flip and ready for hairspray.

Finally, he stood up, she put on his lipstick, and they stepped back and looked at each other and grinned.

“You ready for this?”

“Never.”

They giggled and went into the other room.

When Jimmy stepped into the living room all sound stopped. Everybody knew he was transforming, but to actually see it, it was breathtaking. Junie hugged him and kissed his cheek, and smoothed away a bit of lipstick. Frankie whistled and slapped his knee with a gnarled, old hand. And others, people who lived in the building and had come by for the music, all offered their compliments.

The biggest surprise to Alyce, however, was herself. She was into girls, and Jimmy wasn’t a girl. But now he was. She felt something turning over inside her. She felt a shortness of breath every time she looked at him.

And she was even wet. Actually moist in the pussy. Her juices flowing. And it bothered her.

But to feel this way about somebody who was a man…it wasn’t right!

But, right or not, they had an appointment at the corner diner. So Jimmy and Junie..correction, Junie and Moonie…picked up their guitars and headed out. They were walking together, arms linked, sauntering like sisters.

And Alyce walked behind them, with Frankie, and while she laughed and joked with Frankie she couldn’t take her eyes off Jimmy’s…Moonie’s…round ass, her swaying walk, the way her calves popped on the high heels.

And she hurt.

It was a slow night at the diner, and the waitress, Patty, put them at a back table. There was plenty of room there, and if anybody didn’t want to listen they could sit on the other side of the restaurant.

As they tuned up their guitars Alyce sat at the end of the counter to watch. Junie and Moonie talked low, chuckled, and Moonie spent a long time playing with his strings because they were brand new. Not an ideal choice for a public offering, but that was the way it was.

Harold Hansen, the owner, came out from behind the counter and stood with an elbow on the counter. When the waitress saw him and came over Harold said, “I thought it was a brother sister act?”

“It is.”

Harold stared at Junie and Moonie for a long minute, then soughed, “Well, which one is the guy?”

The waitress squeezed his forearm and leaned up and whispered, “They aren’t telling.

Alyce started to snicker, suppressed herself, and it came out like a cough.

Harold had seen Alyce around, but didn’t know her, or that she was connected to Junie and Moonie. He narrowed his eyes. “You got a problem with that?”

Alyce blinked, then said, “No prob.”

Harold sniffed, and would have said more, but Patty said, “She’s with them.”

“Oh, okay. Sorry.”

“Again, no prob. Not at all.”

“Patty get her a Coke.”

`So Alyce sat next to the owner and drank a free Coke, and the music started.

This wasn’t the start and stop and endless discussion of rehearsal. This was the real thing. This was a professional duo that knew what they were doing.

Moonie laid down a carnivalesque beat and June trickled through a slow riff. It was an old Doors song, and they did it proud.

Let's swim to the moon, uh huh

Let's climb through the tide

Their voices meshed, climbed over each other, and it was a perfect way to grab the audience.

The audience consisted of one couple on the other side of the diner. One verse in and the couple picked up their plates and sauntered across to listen.

Junie and Moonie finished the song, and when they were done the girl whispered loudly, “They’re good.”

Then they played I Need a Man to Love, and they shouldn’t have. Halfway through Junie started mocking her own lines, and they cut it off.

Junie looked up and said, “We’re trying things out.”

Then one Junie’s favorites, The Sound of Silence, and that one was gold.

By the time they hit:

Because a vision softly creeping

Left its seeds while I was sleeping

Everybody was stunned. Junie used her reedy voice, and Moonie overlaid it with falsetto, and suddenly it was like the moon was singing in a tunnel.

Alyce caught her breath and thought her heart had stopped.

When they crooned the final ‘whispered in the sounds of silence’ the diner was quiet as a church, and four customers had come in and just stood and listened, forgetting about eating.

And so the night went. A few clinkers, which they wouldn’t play again, a few that needed work, and a few that stunned and overwhelmed and were complete magic.

Afterwards they put away their instruments and had a free dinner, and several people dropped by to say thanks. Harold presented them with a couple of ice cream sundaes and said they could come back any time.

Junie took it in stride, and Moonie was surprised.

“Why you act so surprised, Jimmy?” Alyce asked.

Jimmy said nothing, but Junie laughed. “We sang together, but even without a dress the bad boys in town lined up to give him a rough time. I remember the first time we played in church. In church, mind you, it was a gospel song, and later that week Jimmy came home with a black eye.”

Harold was listening and he observed, “Well, you don’t have to worry about that here. This neighborhood might be rough, but it ain’t unfair.”

Unfair. What a strange way to describe bigotry.

A short while later Jimmy and Junie and Alyce and Frankie headed for home. They walked down the street, and when they got close to home Frankie detected…Biff and Ace. The duo were coming up behind them. They were drunk, which put together with stupid, didn’t feel good.

“Junie and Moonie, we heard you play in the diner.”

Neither said anything, which was probably the wrong thing to do.

“You heard us?” Biff shoved Moonie and Ace slid in between Biff and Moonie and the others.

“Hey!”

“We don’t like fucking fairies,” and Biff punched Jimmy in the stomach.

Jimmy wasn’t prepared, but it wouldn’t have mattered if he was. Biff was half a foot taller and had muscles on his muscles.

Frankie yelled, “Hey!” Junie screamed, but it was Alyce that did something.

Biff pushed Jimmy and he lost his balance and fell down on all fours…and Alyce kicked Ace right in the crotch. One kick, with high heels, and Ace screeched and dropped like a rock.

Biff turned and yelled, “Hey!” But in turning he stepped on Jimmy’s hand.

Alyce kicked him in the groin.

Biff turning, her foot missed, but hurt the larger boy. He pulled his hand back to punch, and Alyce punched him in the throat. One quick half fist, and the fight was done.

“Oh, fuck,” said Jimmy, cradling his hand.

Alyce helped him up.

The skin wasn’t broken, but his hand was already starting to swell.

Everyone gathered around Jimmy and looked at his hand, everyone understood the magnitude of this tragedy. This was a guitar playing hand.

“Is it broken?”

Jimmy knew it wasn’t broken, it just hurt.

“We should get you to a hospital!”

But Jimmy, nor Junie nor Alyce, had the bucks for a hospital.

They quickly left the two punks groaning on the ground and headed for the apartment.

Upstairs Jimmy soaked his hand. Alyce carefully felt each bone, and while Jimmy winced, she was pretty sure he was right. Nothing broken.

But it hurt, and hurt bad. And he had to play the next night.

“What are you going to do?” asked Alyce.

“Wait and see,” Jimmy responded. It was obvious he was feeling very, very low.

Later that night Jimmy lay in bed, his hand slightly elevated, his mood totally ruined.

He whispered, “I shouldn’t have done it.”

“What?” asked Alyce?

“I shouldn’t be playing. I shouldn’t.”

Alyce didn’t hesitate. Just as she had not hesitated to kick Ace in the balls, she literally attacked Jimmy. She rolled up and sat on him. “I don’t ever want to hear you say that again. Ever.”

“If I didn’t play I wouldn’t be pushed around! I wouldn’t have assholes punching me for fun.”

“So you’re going to let bullies run your life? You’re going to shut up the most awesome talent I have ever heard just because some asshole got dropped on his head when he was a baby?”

They argued for a while, but Jimmy was on the losing end. Simply, Alyce wouldn’t let him win in an argument that degraded him.

Finally, Jimmy almost afraid to say anything further, Alyce lay down on him. Her breasts were heavy on his chest. She whispered something into his throat.

“What?”

“I said I wish you were a girl.”

“I was, tonight.”

“And you were beautiful.”

She slid off him, but kept ahold of him. She was aware that his cock was hard, but she just wanted to lay with him, to feel him, to cuddle.

And he said, “I’m glad you’re a girl.”

She laughed. “You don’t want a boy?”

“Nope.”

And they slept.

The next day dawned, and the most immediate concern was Jimmy’s hand.

The swelling had gone down. It was stiff, but he could move it with only a bit of pain. When he tried to play the guitar, however, it hurt.

“Let it rest.”

“We should cancel tonight.”

Junie looked stricken, but Alyce dug in her heels. “No fucking way. You get up and there and play, and I don’t care if you sound like shit. You don’t let the assholes win!”

So the day passed, and Jimmy watched TV, soaked his hand, every once in a while he held it up and flexed it.

A light lunch, which was really breakfast, and later a light dinner, and then it was time to go.

Junie and Alyce helped Jimmy get dressed and put his make up on. Jimmy was very silent, just lost in his own thoughts, and Junie took Alyce aside, “Is he going to be okay?”

“He is if I have to kick his ass,” Alyce spoken vehemently.

They entered the coffee house. It managed to be large enough for a crowd, but still retain a certain intimacy. The audience was packed into little tables and close enough to touch the performers. Some of the audience spoke right up, and Junie smiled and talked back. Jimmy…now Moonie…just kept fiddling with his guitar. Every once in a while he would look at his hand and mumble something. He looked a little off, but Alyce knew what he was doing. She was close enough to him to know the way he thought, and she read his lips.

Do it! Fucking do it! Over and over and over.

Alyce prayed that his hand had ears.

Enough warm up time the brother and sistere looked at each other, and they began to play.

Their strength was not in popular covers, but in doing minor hits, B sides, and letting their talent have sway.

After the first few songs they shifted into more bluesy numbers. They did Black Velvet, and people in the audience suddenly swiveled their heads and took notice. Then they pulled their seats around and were sucked in.

Then they tried Hallelujah. And it was too much. It was going bad. Moonie was having trouble with his hand, which took his attention off his voice, and that took away from Junie.

Alyce was sitting to the side, and she suddenly wanted to cry, to go hold Jimmy, and then, on top of everything, Jimmy flubbed. Totally flubbed. And stopped playing.

Junie stopped and half turned, and Alyce could see the anguish on her face.

Jimmy stared down at his hand.

Somebody in the audience coughed.

A chair scraped.

And Alyce felt it. She felt Jimmy just…change. It was like he had been pushed too far, and had decided to push back. His head rose, he held up his hand and stared at it and he said, “Do it. Now.”

He began to play. Not with Junie, just a scream of defiance, and it came out in a strange, baroque kind of shred. Then he slid down the scales, into the chords of Hallelujah, and he looked at his sister.

Alyce got it then. Junie had been the motivating force. She had been the one pushing, taking charge, but she had only been marking time for the real force.

Junie joined in, and instead of him following her, she followed him, and he began to take that guitar apart, to rip that song apart, and he threw it into the face of the audience like a bomb.

With an educated thumb he played a bass beat, and his fingers tapped the counter melody. Junie swooped in and they mingled, slapped at each other, and began to sing.

Your faith was strong but you needed proof

You saw her bathing on the roof

Junie challenged him. And he answered,

all I've ever learned from love

Is how to shoot somebody who outdrew you

Back and forth, fighting and making love at the same time. One then the other, and then they began crooning

Hallelujah

HallelujahHallelujahHallelujah

HallelujahHallelujah

Hallelujah

Him, then her, then him, then her, climbing over the backs of each other, trying to outdo each other in perfect harmony, and it was working.

Lord, was it working.

Hallelujah, it was working.

When they finished the audience was utterly silent. Shocked into silence. Beaten into silence, and in the best possible way.

A lone handclap started it. Then another, and another, until the room was all standing on their feet, cheering.

Junie beamed at Moonie. And Moonie…he gripped Junie’s hand, then he looked over at Alyce. Alyce’s face was awash with glistening tears.

They lay on bed and listened. There wasn’t much to hear, but they listened.

Far away horn honk.

A door closing.

A murmur of passing conversation.

“You did it,” said Alyce.

“Thank’s to you,” said Moonie. He was wearing his female clothes. They had just come in and laid down, too wired to sleep, and they would slip out of their clothes later, when they started to come down.

“You did it.”

“With a little help from my friends.” He turned to her and put his hand right square on her boob. It was sexual, and she gasped.

“Now I need something else.”

“You’re a guy. I’m not into guys.”

“Funny, I don’t look like a guy. And if it doesn’t walk like a guy, or talk like a guy, then it’s not a guy.”

Alyce’s eyes were wide open. Her mind was wide open and she was vulnerable. A lifetime of conditioning and behavior was at risk.

Jinny turned on his side and threw leg over her. “We’ll start, and when you can’t take any more we’ll stop.”

“I don’t think so.”

But as she had bullied him, now he was going to bully her. He moved closer. He reached for her face and turned it towards him. He kissed her softly, gently, on the lips.

She was having trouble breathing.

He backed away and waited. A minute later he kissed he again.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “This isn’t right.”

He waited, his hand unmoving on her breast. He kissed her again.

And she kissed back.

Then she flipped over on him, pinned his wrists, leaned down on him.

“This is all wrong. This isn’t who I am.”

He waited.

She leaned down, paused, her breasts were touching his chest, and she kissed him. It was a good, hard kiss, lots of passion, and then she backed off. “Fuck,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

He waited.

She leaned down cradled his head with her forearms and chewed on his mouth. For a long, passionate minute their lips worked, then she straightened up, reached behind herself and grabbed his cock. “What are we supposed to do with this?”

“Whatever you want.”

They were breathing hard, watching each other.

She went up in a squat, positioned his penis at her pussy. “Fuck,” she said. “If this doesn’t work…” she left the threat unfinished.

“Take your time. This isn’t a race.”

She scowled at him, then wiggled her hips, and rubbed her pussy on the tip of his dick.

“Am I supposed to feel this hot?”

“Yep.”

A pause, then: “Fast bandage or slow?”

“I’ve always preferred fast, but you have to make up your own mind.”

She stared at him hungrily, then blurted, “Fuck it!” And she sank down his shaft.

He jerked, it felt so good being embedded in her.

She froze. She had had dildos before, but this was different. This was…human. It was a connection like plastic could never give.

He had his hands on her hips, not holding, just resting, and he waited. He wasn’t any kind of accomplished lover, but he knew that he had to let her control this thing.

“Okay, okay…” she bit her lip. “I’m gonna move.”

She leaned forward, then back. It seemed pretty simple, and it felt pretty good, so she tilted her hips one way, then the other.

Jimmy groaned.

She reached down and cupped his fake boob. “I wish these were real.”

“It’d be easier for me if they were real. If I’m going to be a woman on stage…” he didn’t finish, his meaning was implied.

Alyce worked her hips in a corkscrew, moaned, and said, “You can get tits, but I want you to keep this joy stick.”

“No prob. Would you like me to try being on top?”

“No. Not this time. Next time.”

She had figured it all out, and her hips were moving smoothly and rhythmically. He grunted with pleasure, and she giggled and waggled her chest, slapping him in the f ace with her big tits.

He snagged a nipple with his mouth and began sucking. She gasped, let go of one arm and held his head to her boob.

They began picking up speed, figuring it out, letting themselves move, doing what, in truth, was the most natural of acts.

The feeling began to build. Jimmy felt his trigger itching, and he tried to relax and let it happen. Alyce just knew if she could rub her pussy on his penis enough times she was going to orgasm

So, kissing, hugging, humping and bumping, they approached take off.

Jimmy started cumming, unable to hold himself back, then Alyce. Muttering grunts and dirty words, they climaxed, and fell deeply into each other.

Afterwards, exhausted, but in the best possible way, they lay in each other’s arms. Sleep was still slow in coming, but that was okay. They had each other.

END
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Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world.


The Sissy Transition

The world is about to undergo gender transformation!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What the hell is this?” My wife held the closet door open and stared at me.

I stood behind a rack of her dresses, shaking, busted, and wished I was somewhere else. Like anywhere else.

April reached in and grabbed my ear and pulled me out into the light.

I was wearing her bra and garters. Nylons. And I was totally erect.

April was wearing her business suit. A green pencil skirt. Silver wings that indicated she was a flight captain. A jaunty cap and high heels. Her red lips, so sexy, were open in stunned surprise. Her fingernails, red and long, had my ear in a death grip.

“Ow,” I said.

She pulled me out of her walk in closet and held me in the middle of the room.

“Oh, my God. You’ve even got lipstick on!”

My red lips quivered. I so loved red lipstick on her, and when I was fully made up, I loved it on me. I loved to have a Coke High with red lips, leaving my red lip prints on the rim of the glass.

She let go of me. “Okay, Charles, start talking.”

We stood, a couple of feet apart, and my chest was heaving.

“I…I…I…” I was tongue tied. Busted. My dirty, little secret out in the open.

“Can’t even talk about it, eh? Come with me.”

She strode easily in her high heels to the door, then turned.

I was bent over, unbuckling my high heels. I loved the four inchers with the black straps.

“Leave them on.”

“Wha…wha…”

“Leave them on. I want to see you walk. Full light of day. I want to see what my sissy husband likes to do while I’m out earning a paycheck.”

My face, I realized, was burning up. Funny, I had been in such shock at being discovered that I hadn’t realized that my skin was flushed.

I straightened up. “Leave them?” I managed to mumble.

“Leave them on. Leave the bra and nylons and everything on. And especially leave that luscious, red lipstick on.”

She turned then, a super smirk on her face, and headed down the hallway.

“Come on.” Click, click, click. Her heels sounded on the hardwood floor. Sexiest sound in the world, and normally, when I was en femme, I tried to make my heels make the same sound. Normally. Now I was having an out of body experience, shamed, and I tip toed, trying to walk softly.

Little click, little click, little click. I wasn’t completely successful.

She went into the kitchen, and I followed her, my heart pounding high in my chest. I was, I admit it, terrified.

She had always thought of me as a manly man. And I was…when she was home.

She reached up to the liquor cabinet. She’s not tall, only five foot six, and she stretched, her calves curved, her round ass strained, and she brought down a bottle of Jefferson’s ‘Reserve Very Old Small Batch Bourbon,’ and a bottle of Oregon Spirit.

Jefferson’s was fifty bucks a bottle.

Oregon Spirit was $4.99 a bottle.

She poured half a glass for me, handed it to me.

She poured a quarter glass of Jefferson’s for herself. She leaned back against the counter held one elbow with one hand, and with her other hand sipped the Jefferson’s. Her lips were pursed, like a kiss, but she wasn’t kissing, and she studied me.

In my…her…underwear. With red lips.

“Well, go ahead. Have a drink.”

I stared at the cheap swill. “Can I have some coke in that?”

I loved good bourbon, and we loved to sit on a summer night and sip the good stuff. She wasn’t feeling like sipping with me.

She shook her head. “Now I understand. You dress like a bitch, and you drink like a bitch. Go ahead.

I moved to the refrigerator, painfully aware of my feet trying not to make sexy sounds, of my cock sticking out like a flag unfurled. I took out a can of Coke and poured half of it into the glass. I wanted to ask for ice cubes, but I didn’t dare.

I was so messed I didn’t dare do anything. I was caught. My marriage was over, my life was over. I was a shattered man.

I drank. A trembling gulp.

She grunted, a small, disgusted sound, and shook her head.

“I’m…I’m sorry…” I tried to explain.

“Don’t talk for a minute. I just want to absorb all this.”

So we just stood there, her sipping, me gulping. I finished my cheap drink and poured myself another one. My hands were shaking, tears were starting to form in my eyes.

“This is so amazing.”

I said nothing.

“We’ve lived together for six years. I love you, and you tell me you love me, and yet you have this huge secret.”

I finished my second drink. I was still red-faced, but I was also feeling the effects. Two stiff shots of Oregon Spirit will do it.

“Well, bring your bottle—and some Coke—and let’s get to the bottom of this.”

She walked out of the kitchen, then through the sliding doors to the patio. She moved confidently, her heels tapping, making a different sound on the concrete. She placed her drink on the glass table and took off her scarf and hat. She loosened her top buttons, kicked off her heels, and sat down on a lounge chair.

I had followed her, a six pack of Coke in one hand, Oregon spirit in the other, my drink hanging on by a finger. I placed everything on the table and turned to her.

She was sitting, her smile small and twisted. I realized she was getting off on this. She saw humor in this.

But what did that mean? Was she going to laugh as she threw me out of the house?

“Sit down.”

I sat, on the edge of the chair, facing her.

She relaxed, sank back in the cushions and sighed. “Jeff, Jeff. What will we do with you.”

I tried again, “I’m sorry. I’ll never do this again. It was just a one time thing. I didn’t mean to. I’m…I’m sorry.” I ran out of words. I whispering, looking down, unable to meet her even gaze.

“Hah,” she said, conversationally. “You’ll never do it again. How long have you been doing this…this crossdressing?”

“This is the first time. I swear!”

“Jeff, you are lying. You know I have a minor in psychology. I know that men don’t suddenly get up one day and say, ‘I think I’ll cross dress today!’ And never do it again. The truth is that you have been cross dressing, probably as long as we’ve been married. And you will continue to cross dress. That is just who you are. Now…I want you to talk to me honestly. Except for this one, little lie I thought we’d been fairly honest with each other. Now, you’re going to need to buck up and spill. You need to tell me all about your crossdressing habit.”

My mouth started moving, but only nonsense came out. I mean, I just blubbered gibberish. I stopped.

She laughed. “God. This is good.” She eyed me, sipped again, and said. “I’m not mad. I’m actually curious. Are you worried that I’m going to jump up and divorce you?”

“I…I…” I nodded. I was staring at the ground. I had never felt so miserable in my life.

“Well, if I’m going to divorce you, you might just as well come clean. Better to break up on an honest note than a lie. Now, talk. When was the first time you ever cross dressed?”

Slowly, stuttering, not looking at her, I began to explain my life.

“I discovered my mother’s underwear. I had to do my own laundry, and I would empty hers out of the machine, and I would feel her soft panties. I would handle her bras.”

“Did she have big tits?” She deliberately spoke crudely.

I looked up at her. She was laughing at me. Well, not really, but it felt like she was laughing. Her mouth was curved up and her eyes were dancing. I knew she was laughing on the inside.

She’s my mother!” I blurted, stunned that she could ask such a question.

“And you wore her bra. Did she have big tits? Was it a big bra? Big cups?”

“I…I…”

“Well?”

I looked down and nodded. I had never felt so mortified in my life.

“Okay, your mother had big tits. Did you fill the cups with something? Water balloons?”

“She had…my aunt had a mastectomy. When she died there was a box of her stuff, from when she used to visit, in the garage. There were breast forms in the box.”

“Oh, okay. You wore your mother’s stuff, and your Aunt’s, too. Especially those big, old honkers. I’m thinking that your Aunt’s tits were as big as your mother’s. Sisters and all.”

I didn’t say anything. Moisture began to leak out of my eyes. It was too much. I couldn’t handle it.

“How old were you?”

“Eleven.”

“Eleven years old, and you found out you were a crossdresser.” She shook her head slowly, sipped, and, “How did you handle it?”

“I…I just had to do it. I would put on her panties—“

“You mother’s or your Aunt’s.”

“My Aunt’s. Do we have to do this?”

“Oh, yes. We really have to do this.”

“But I don’t want to talk about it!”

“Would you like it posted on facebook?”

My mind totally stopped. Then images of people lining the streets to point at me, laugh at me, filled my mind.

“No,” I barely breathed.

“So did you have an erection?”

I nodded.

“Speak up.”

“Yes.”

“And did you jack off?”

I made a strangling sound. I suddenly realized my glass was empty. I half filled it with Oregon Spirit and the other half with Coke. I gulped a big glug.

“Did you jack off?”

“Yes!” Tears were flowing freely now.

“And if I hadn’t come home you would have gotten all dressed up, had a big, old erection, and then stroked yourself to a fare thee well.”

I took another big glug as answer.

“Slow down. I don’t want you sloppy drunk.

“Okay,” I whispered.

“So you’ve been dressing up and jacking off for twenty years.”

“I guess.” I started to lift my glass.

“No!”

I looked at her.

“Don’t drink unless I tell you to.”

“Oh. Okay.” I was half drunk anyway. Of course, I really wanted to drink myself into oblivion.

“So did you marry me for love? Or because of my wardrobe? Because we were the same size and you could fit into my clothes.”

“I love you!” My voice raised an octave, it cracked. I was desperate that she understand this: I loved her.

She nodded. Sipped. Then: “Put your glass down. Go pour me two fingers.” She held her glass out.

I stood up and took it, and stopped. She had sat up, and when I stood up my cock was pointing right at her face. She grabbed it, held it, studied. She murmured, “So much pleasure, and yet…it wants to be a woman.”

“I don’t! It’s just…it’s just…”

“Go get my drink.”

Miserable, I turned and walked towards the sliding doors.

“And stop that damned tip toeing. I want to hear your heels sing!”

I walked, and tried to walk normal. As normal as I walk when in heels. Click, click, click.

I entered the house, and returned a moment later with her drink.

She was watching me as I crossed the patio. Having to walk normal made my ass sway a bit, and that made my cock swing back and forth.

She grinned.

I handed her her drink, and she took it with one hand, and my cock with the other.

I didn’t move, just stood there, ashamed, trembling. The tears had stopped a bit, but now they started up again.

She stroked me gently, and looked up. “You’re going to have to stop crying. It would ruin your mascara.”

“But I’m not wearing mascara!”

“You will be.”

I don’t think her grin could be classified as exactly evil, but it sure was excited.

I stared at her, blinking, not understanding.

She laughed. “I love you, and you love me, and now your big secret is out. I love big secrets. I’ve got a few of them myself. But, first, we have to deal with yours. Did you really think I was going to leave you?”

I nodded.

“Leave you? When I’ve got you by the balls?” She shifted her hand to my balls and squeezed. I groaned and my knees bent a little.

“Oh, you silly boy. I’m going to have fun with you. I am going to use you and abuse you. But, first, I need to find out more.”

I didn’t know what to think. My mind was sputtering like a car on three cylinders.

“When you dress up, do you dress up all day?”

“Yes.” Still ashamed. Still unable to meet her eyes.

“And when I’m gone, if I’m gone for a week, how often do you masturbate?”

“I…just once. A day before you come home.”

She was stroking me. I was getting drunk. Most important, the talking was getting easier.

Oh, I was still redder than a sunburned tomato, but I was starting to talk.

“So that explains why you aren’t so horny when I get home. I’ve always wondered about that. I’m gone for a week you should be all over me. Instead, you’ve been getting off on your own and leaving me high and dry.”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“You selfish bitch,” but she said it complacently. “Oh, and that’s why the laundry is all done when I get home. You wear it, wash it, and I think you’ve merely been a good hubby In truth, you’re a dirty, little pervert cleaning up the evidence.”

She said pervert, but she was laughing. The bite was starting to lessen, but…but I felt so caught and guilty.

“Take a drink.”

I did. She continued to stroke me, and I was in danger of cumming.

“I’m going to cum.”

“Oh, no you’re not.” She stopped stroking and watched me. “I was scheduled for a two week round about, and you would have pranced around for two weeks, and then squirted. So you can just do without for a couple of weeks.”

“I…”

“Of course you can. You like not cumming, apparently. I can help you do that.”

I almost came right then, and she saw it and squeezed me.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. My whole body was not only mortified and embarrassed, it was trying to squirt.

“So for two weeks we can play dress up.”

“What? We…what?”

She let go of my cock and squeezed my balls. I yelped, but the danger of cumming was definitely stopped. She continued to hold my balls.

“Two weeks of me dressing you up. Full make up. Wigs, we can even get you some of your own clothes. The Goodwill has some wonderful shabby chic.”

“It…wait. I don’t understand!”

“Your dreams are about to cum true, my little pervie boy. Or maybe I should say pervie girl. I’ve studied enough psychology to know that this is one bug that won’t stop itching. So if you can’t beat ‘em…”

“You’re going to…I thought…”

“I know. You thought I’d kick you out on your ass, steal your bank account, take you for alimony. But where’s the fun in that? It would be much more fun to use you and abuse. Make you into a maid. Maybe explore a little of that BDSM I’ve read about. We can see where this goes. Are you ready for a wild ride?”

“I…I…”

“Of course you are. Now, go wipe the lipstick off. We need to take a little drive. Leave the underwear on, and maybe some panties to keep King Kong there under control.”

Ten minutes later we were driving—she was driving and I was in the passenger seat, a little drunk—down to the Goodwill.

“Can I ask…Can…”

“Ask away,” she smiled at me. She had the top down and her hair was waving in the wind.

“Why are you home? I thought you had the circuit through the orient?”

“Mandatory jab. Pilots refuse to get the vaccination. The whole airline industry is shut down.”

“But…”

“But it’s really a vacation. Maybe a long one. I’m not going to get the jab, and between you and me we have enough money saved up.” She shrugged. “I was due for a vacation anyway, and now…” she grinned at me, “…now I have a real reason for vacationing.”

I sat in the seat of the Mustang. She liked to drive fast, hug the corners, and I could really feel my nylons and garter snaps. And the bra. I was wearing a hoodie to hide the shoulder straps.

And my mind…my mind was trying to figure things out.

We walked into the Goodwill, her striding like she owned the place. Me fearful and walking three feet behind her. And the image flashed through my mind…like a peasant behind the bossman.

She went right to the shoe section and picked out three pairs of heels. One was tall, I didn’t think I was going to be able to wear them. The other was two inch heels. The last was a granny sort of a thing. Looked like something the Wicked Witch of Oz would wear.

She put them in my hands, one, two, three, and said, “Better get a cart.”

I looked around.

“And hurry. This is going to be power shopping.”

I hurried, and was back with a cart, the shoes inside it, in under a minute.

She had three dresses picked out and she threw them into the cart. A yellow house dress. A blue thing, criss crossed ate the top. And a weird unitard type of thing with a chiffon skirt on it.

“Some little girl had a dance recital,” April muttered, and threw the dresses over the shoes.

Then she picked out a few blouses and skirts, and two wigs. Cheap wigs. Brassy blond, and that fake red color. The blonde was long, the red was just a bubble cut. Reach down to my chin, but that was about all.

“Okay, bozo, pay the girl. I’m going to be next door.”

I went to the check out counter and endured stares. “My wife picked them out,” I stumbled. “She’s next door.”

The girl ignored me. The old man behind me snickered. “Buying you some Tampons, eh?”

I ignored him, but my face turned up the heat again.

I rolled the cart to the car and put the stuff into the trunk. I was standing there looking around, and April came across the parking lot. She had a bag filled with make up. We stood next to the car and she opened the bag and showed me.

“They had a special on Revlon lipsticks. And this is the full face kit. Primer, blusher, eye shadow…everything.”

I looked into the bag and tried to absorb what was happening.

She giggled and pushed me. “Get in.”

I sat in the passenger seat again while she drove.

“I wish I’d know this about you before.” She whizzed around a corner. “We could have had so much fun.”

“OOOOoooooOOOO!” the siren started up behind us.

“Oh, crap,” she glanced in the rear view mirror, then started looking for a place to park.

Oh, crap! I thought. I’m wearing female underwear!

But cops wouldn’t ask to see my underwear.

But I somehow knew he would know. Cops know these things. I was caught, trapped, and he would…what would he do?

Give me a ticket for crossdressing?

And a fantasy exploded in my head. Arrested and thrown in a cell with a bunch of Bubbas. Arraigned in court, and the judge wearing sexy underwear under his black gown. Sent to prison, forced to register as a sex offender. All the other prisoners…

“Do you know how fast you were going?”

I looked up at the cop standing next to my door. Next to my door, of course, out of traffic, but talking over me to April.

“I do, but it was sort of an emergency.”

I looked at her. Emergency?

“What kind of an emergency, ma’am?”

I looked up at the cop. He was spiffy in his taut uniform. His muscles were outlined, and his face was square and handsome. He was wearing aviator sunglasses, the height of cop cool. He was holding his ticket book, ready to write.

“We just bought these clothes, and we have to get home so my husband can try them on.”

Oh, FUCK!

I was paralyzed. Cars were whizzing past. The cop stood there and blinked. He looked at me, and I looked straight ahead.

“You have a…a haberdashery emergency?” His voice was unbelieving. He had heard it all…well, almost all. A clothes emergency?

“No, no. Not a haberdashery…that’s for men. It’s…let me show you.

She unbuckled her seat belt and twisted around, she leaned into the back and started pulling clothes out of sacks. Woman clothes.

“My husband is a cross dresser. I know, it was a shock to me, but he simply has to get home and try these things on.”

The cop blinked behind his sunglasses. His mouth was slightly open.

“Your husband…”

“Yes. Oh, heck. You’ve got to believe me. It really is an emergency. If you don’t believe me…ask him to show you his bra.”

“His bra.”

The cop obviously thought she had sprung a leak in the brain pan. He tilted his ticket book to start writing.

“Wait a minute. I’ll make you a deal.”

The cop looked up. “A deal.”

“Yes. If my husband really is wearing a bra, you won’t give me a ticket.”

“I won’t…”

“No.”

A moment, then he started chuckling. “Lady, you probably deserve a ticket more than anybody in the world, but you got a deal. If your ‘husband’ is wearing a bra you get a pass.”

April smiled. “Show him, Jeff.”

“I…don’t…want to…” my voice was barely audible. I was a new shade of red. Humiliation, you are my middle name.

“Nonsense. You want me to pay a thousand dollars for speeding?”

“It’s not a thousand dollars,” I wanted to shrink through the floorboards, or crawl into the glove box.

“Of course it is. Right, officer?”

“At least.” he said.

I risked a glance up at him. His face was straight, but his eyes were hidden.

“It isn’t!” I protested in my low voice.

“Jeff!”

“Maybe it’s not, but you aren’t willing to help your wife get out of a ticket? What kind of a man are you?”

Now I did look at him. He wasn’t laughing outright, but I knew he was smiling on the inside.

“Jeff! You show him your bra right now!”

“Is he really your husband?”

“Yes.”

“And he won’t help you out with a ticket? Maybe it’s time to think about getting a new model.”

“Jeff! You show him your underwear right now…or else!”

They waited.

I felt my hands moving, but it didn’t even feel like I was connected to them. I took the bottom of my hoodie and lifted. Tears started coming, dropped all over my hoodie, but I lifted it up.

I was exposed. My bra, April’s bra, was white on my tanned skin. No missing it.

Click.

I looked up in shock. The cop was looking at his cell phone. “Man, the guys at the station won’t believe this.”

“You…you…”

“Are you married?” My head spun towards April.

“No, ma’am.”



“No girlfriend or anything?” 

“Not right now.” He was looking at her, contemplating her.

“Do you have a card or something?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He handed her a business card. She took it, but stroked his hand slowly with her other hand.

“Just in case I get ‘sexually abused.’” She said it like she wanted to be sexually abused. My mouth opened. My brain, not working too well anyway, stopping working even more.

“Give a call anytime, ma’am.”

“And you would help me with…sexual abuse?”

“My pleasure.”

Then he bid us good bye and strolled back to his cruiser.

As April pulled out into traffic I blurted. “I can’t…why did you…”

“Shush now, Jeffie boy.”

“You were flirting with him!”

“Of course. I had to get out of the ticket, didn’t I? Flirting is a girl’s secret weapon.”

“But he had already seen me! He wasn’t going to write you a ticket! And…he has a picture of me!”

“Gee. That’s right. I hope he doesn’t post it on the internet.”

I was crying openly now, sobbing, and she leaned over and patted my knee.

“Just like a girl. Must be all those hormones.”

I jerked around, twisted to look out the window. I covered my face and sobbed.

“Bring the bags in. Bring them to the bedroom.” She got out of the car and walked into the house. Her back was straight and she was deliberately clicking her heels. Let the world look, she was in charge.

I carried the bags of clothes, and the make up, into the house.

In the bedroom she was in the closet. She was getting one of her suitcases out. A small one. I never saw her pack it, she kept it locked, but I figured it had underwear, maybe her make up, in it.

I put the bags on the floor and she put the suitcase on the bed. I was feeling very, very broken.

“My big secret…”

I stared at her.

She turned around and held up a mess of straps and a…a…

“This is my strap on. I get over in Bangkok and there’s always a business man or two that want to take it up the ass.”

“I…what?”

“So you see, you aren’t the only one who’s been holding back. Really, Jeffie, we’re going to have to be more honest with each other. Just think how much fun we could have had if we had discussed this when we first got married.

“That’s a dildo.”

“Yep. And you know Johnny?”

Johnny was her co-pilot.

“Sometimes, after we’ve had a couple of drinks, Johnny asks for me to use this on him. So you’re not alone. There’s a lot of perverted men in the world.”

“Johnny…he…”

“He does. We like to get him on all fours, he strokes himself and I screw him. In and out. Until he squirts all over the place. Then, weird, we never talk about it. We go, we eat, we’re chatting away like girlfriends, then he asks for a butt fuck, and we never talk about it. Isn’t that weird?”

I just stood there. I still had wet cheeks, and getting wetter, and I was distraught, and humbled, and embarrassed. My life was changing, and I didn’t know what to do.

April stripped out of her dress. She was wearing a tummy shaper with straps for the nylons, and nylons. She had on a half bra and her nipples were at attention. She has big nipples, and they always made me have a big cock. Of course, being en femme, underneath my clothes, I already had a big cock

She stepped into the strap on harness and pulled it up.

I stared, mouth gaping.

As she adjusted the straps she asked, “Should I call that officer?”

“What? No!”

“But he was so tall and handsome. And I bet he has a really big cock.”

“I…no! And please stop talking about it!”

“What? You don’t want me to make love to another man?”

“No!”

“A manly man, who doesn’t wear girly underwear?”

She straightened up, and her cock pointed outwards. Right at me. She was grinning.

Should I fuck Johnny? I never have, at least him doing the fucking. I mean, I always do the fucking. Should I change that arrangement? Jeffie?”

“Please, April!” I sobbed. “Stop talking.”

“Stop talking? Like you did for the last half dozen years? Keep my urges all bottled up? Stay frustrated? Why, that might lead me to become so perverted I dress up as a man.”

“April,” I begged.

“Would you like that, Jeffie? Would you like me to dress up as a man…and fuck you with my manly cock?”

“Please.” I sagged to my knees and held my face in my hands.

She stepped in front of me. “Jeffie. Open your eyes.”

I opened them, and was face to face with her cock.

“Now, Jeffie, here’s the deal…I’m not going to fuck you until you ask me to.”

“What?” I was looking through tears and the world was bleary. That big cock was filling up my field of vision.

“That’s right. You have to ask for it. If you want to go all the way, then it has to be your decision. But to help you make that decision…we’re going to play some games. And I’m not going to stop playing those games until you ask me to fuck your ass. What do you think about that?”

“Are you going to call that cop?”

She laughed. “That got you, eh? You bet. At least, he might be one of the men I call.”

“Honey?”

“You see, you aren’t allowed to cum for a while. Maybe a long while.”

“But why not?”

“Because girls don’t have cocks. Girls take it in the pussy. And until you take it in the pussy…well, let’s just say that I have a few needs.”

“But we’re married!”

“Absolutely. But if you don’t want to be a man I can’t be expected to stay chaste and wait for you, right?”

“But…but…”

She patted my cheek. “But don’t worry, honey, until you finally come around I’ve got lots of games to keep you entertained. Now, we’ve got a busy afternoon, but would you like to suck my cock a little before we start?”

She gripped the plastic dong with one hand and waggled it and laughed.


PART TWO

“Yes, he’s a sissy.”

I was standing in the kitchen, an apron over my dress, doing the dishes. I whirled around.

April was sitting at the kitchen table, talking into her cell phone. She winked at me.

I was shrinking rapidly. Who was she talking to?

“Oh, sure. You can see him. Maybe you can even fuck him. But give me a couple of weeks. I need to work on him a little. You know these newly born sissies, all uppity until they’ve had a good spanking.”

I was waving my hands in protest, begging her. She ignored me and continued.

“Oh, yes. He’s real uppity. He’ll probably need a lot of spankings. Uh huh. Oh, pardon me a second,” she looked at me. “Get back to the dishes.” Her voice was suddenly no nonsense.

“But you’re talking about me—“

“Come here.” She suddenly smiled.

I stepped closer.

She snaked a hand under my dress, reached up and grabbed my cock. She stroked it once, then tightened her grip. I would have gone on up on my tip toes, except that, courtesy of my high heels, I was already on tip toes. My mouth opened and I gasped.

I tried to push her hands away with mine, but she squeezed harder and I almost dropped to my knees.

“I’m back. Sissy boy was having a hissy fit and I had to show him who was boss.”

She laughed, then: “There is? An actual school? Oh, my gosh. Yes. I will look into it. Of course…”

She went on talking blithely, ignoring me even as she held me prisoner. Finally, she hung up and let go of me.

I staggered away, braced myself with one hand on the counter. “You told her about me!” I accused.

“And do you know who I was talking to?”

“Who?”

“Somebody. And now everywhere you go, every time a woman glances at you, you will wonder if they are the one, if they know your secret.”

“How could you?” My voice was a whisper.

“Oh, it was pretty easy. And I’m going to tell lots more people. Pretty soon there won’t be a girl in town that doesn’t know you’re  a transvestite.”

“April!”

“But don’t worry, the men won’t find out.”

“They…” I was confused by her words.

“You didn’t know that, did you?”

“What?”

“Every woman on earth is in on the conspiracy. We all talk and share secrets, and the men never know anything.”

She sat back and smiled. “We marry men and we have children, but all the time we are aware that men are temporary creatures. They act manly, but that act finally disintegrates and they begin to ape us, to mimic the stronger of the species. They start to cross dress, just like you. Of course, you broke easily, and at such a young age. But they begin to prance around, become sissies, and we take charge then. We make them into our maids, our slaves, and we don’t let them cum much.”

“Shut up,” I whispered. I knew she was just talking, telling me a tale, making me suffer more.             

“No. I’m not kidding. Your status will shortly go out on the internet  on a special channel that only women know about, and every woman will know about you. Oh, they will treat you the same. They don’t want to panic those men who haven’t changed.”

“Please stop,” tears were starting up. “Don’t do this.”

“Honey, these are just the facts of life. These are the birds and the bees for men undergoing the change to sissyhood. It’s a real change, you know, with hormones and everything. And once you get over your hormones you’ll really enjoy the trip.

I turned away, put both hands on the counter. I had thought that when she had found out about me the day before it was all over. But now she seemed to delight in making me reach new heights of mortification.  She had made me wear underwear and one of the dresses she had bought at the Goodwill. She was making me do the dishes. And sI was caught between threats of being exposed, and…and my horniness.

Yes. I was horny. That’s what wearing women’s clothes did to me. They made me horny. But I had never imagined being found out, and that weakness being exploited.

My tears splattered on the kitchen counter.

She stood up and came to me. She put her arms around me and pressed her face to my back. “You’re going to love it, Jeffie. You just need to give up, go with it. Relax and have a good time.

“I…I…” I couldn’t really talk. Pried her fingers off me, tore myself out of her grasp, and ran for the bedroom.

“You can run, but you can’t hide,” she shouted after me.

I threw myself on the bed, and cried. I had had fantasies, but they all ended up with me masturbating and changing back into a man. Now…now she was telling me I had to wear dresses all the time. She had even gathered up all my man clothes, except for one pair of jeans and a shirt, and boxed them up and put them in the garage.

One pair, for when she wanted me to present to the world as a man, the rest of the time I was to be in dresses.

I cried for a while, then the tears slowly dried up. I just lay there and tried to think.

I had to stand my ground. I had to stand up to her. Except, when she had found out my secret it was like I lost all my strength. I was like Sampson having his hair cut, except it was like my hair had suddenly grown, and now I was weak. Unable to fight back.

I thought about what she had said. She had referred to women as the ‘stronger of the species.’ And, laying there in my sorrow, I had plenty of reason to believe it.

I heard her heels in the hall, tapping their way towards me.

She came into the bedroom and sat down on the bed next to me. She rubbed my back with one hand. “Honey, I know you need a little alone time to process all this, but we really have a lot of things to do. You need to set up your bedroom.

I turned my head towards her. “What?”

“Your bedroom. You’re going to sleep in the guest room from now on, and we have to move your dresses in there, and I want you to paint it pink first.”

“What?”

“Pink. It’s a color. Really adorable on sissies. And I have ordered you a whole bunch of pink clothes. Pink bras and panties, pink dresses, pink shoes. I even bought some pink lipstick yesterday. But before you wear pink you need to put on your man clothes and paint the guest room.”

“But I sleep in here!”

“Honey, how can you say such a thing. This is a room for a man and a wife. A pecker and a cunt. You have given up the rights to your pecker, and I’m certainly not going to sleep with a woman! You don’t want me to be a Lesbian, do you?”

“But I…we…”

“Now hush up. Keep your panties and bra on but get your man clothes on. While you paint the room I’m going to order some more things.”

“What?”

“Oh, lots of stuff. A chastity tube, breast forms—until your own breasts come in—I want to get you a good wig, until your own hair grows out enough, and—”

“Wait…grow my own?”

“Oh, yes. When a man becomes a sissy he sometimes needs a little help. Hormones will do wonders for helping you make the change to what you really are.”

“But I don’t want to be a sissy!”

“You don’t really have much choice.” She reached under my dress and grabbed my penis again.

“Stop!” I tried, but she was too fast. She gripped me and flipped me.

“Ow!”

“Ow? This hurts?” She stroked me, used her other hand to fondle my balls. I was instantly breathing harder, and my cock was getting so horny it was starting to drip.

“Leave me alone!”

“No, no, dear. I can’t leave you alone. I’m your wife, and I’m responsible for you making the change to sissy. Now lay back and relax, enjoy, and I’ll get you so horny you’ll love painting your room pink.

For a long minute she rubbed my cock, then she bent down and took me in her mouth. She ran her lips over the head and down the shaft, deep throated me, plastered her lips against my pubes. She pulled off with a gasp, and I would have lost it then except for the fact that she was holding me with a grip of iron.

“Oh, Lord. It feels like you’re smaller already!”

“What?” My head wasn’t working right, but I caught that.

“But don’t worry, dear. Once they begin to sissify men always shrink. They get smaller and smaller, and finally their little buttons look like clitorises. Of course you won’t have a pussy, but your man pussy will work. Believe me, you’ll really love it when I start penetrating you with my cock.”

A sob deep in my chest tried to escape.

She stood up. “Now, change your clothes. I’ve got the paint and the ladder and brushes and everything all waiting for you. I even covered the furniture with a drop cloth.”

She left the room, and I heard her tap down the hall to the computer room.

I lay there for a long moment, my cock throbbing. I wanted to jack off, but she had told me she would lock my cock up if I did. She said I could go without chastity as long as I could keep my hands off my cock.

But I wanted to touch my cock so badly. I wanted to cum so badly. I had been in woman’s clothes, and lipstick—she hadn’t made me up, yet, but she kept saying she was going to—and I was so horny and I wanted to stroke myself off. The whole situation, with her being in charge, was ten times more frightening, and exhilarating, than normal.

I touched my penis and stroked it lightly. Oh, God! I shivered. It would only take a few strokes and I could lose this…this condition. I could be a man again. I could go out to the garage and get that box and dress like I had a pair. Of balls. Not tits.

But I was actually scared. She had told me she would lock me up. And, I have to admit it, that soul searing horniness…I didn’t want to lose it. I was used to going ten or twelve days before cumming, and even though this as worse, I wanted to suffer those twelve days.

And she had said two weeks, and then…then…and I was unaware that I was translating her fucking me with a dildo into me fucking her. If I could just get through this.

I let go of my cock and stood up. Smoothed my dress out, and walked down the hall.

The guest room was not big. It was, in fact, smaller than most guest rooms, or normal bedrooms. Just enough room for a narrow bed, a dresser and a writing table. Even the closet was under-sized.

As she had said, April had prepared the room. The unopened cans were on a plastic drop cloth on top of the white dresser. The ladder was open at the end of the room.

I went back to my—dare I call it ‘our’—bedroom and changed into my man clothes. My bra was tight, restrictive, and my panties didn’t hold my cock in properly, but at least I was manly on the outside. I returned to the guest room and began painting.

It took me a couple of hours, but when I was done it was bright pink. I put the materials away, then took a shower, washed the splatters off me. When I was done April was waiting for me. I was barely dry when she handed me a bourbon and Coke.

“I went out and bought you a better brand of bourbon,” she explained. Women should never bruise their delicate mouths with that swill. You’re not a woman, yet, but even a sissy is a step up, so you get a better brand.”

I was to find out that the ‘better bourbon’ was Old Forester. $9.99 a bottle. Once touted to be a ‘medicine,’ I found it a better taste than Oregon Spirit.’

I sipped my drink, and April took my hand and led me into the bedroom. She sat me down at her vanity table and said, “Drink with your left while I work on your right.

I stared as she began prepping my finger nails. She sanded them, trimmed them, pushed the cuticles back and held up fake nails. The fakes were bright red.

“You’re not going to put those on me!”

“Shush, dear, take it like a woman.”

I clutched my Coke High with my left hand and she decorated my right hand. I watched as the long nails sprouted out of my fingers. It made my fingers look long and slender, very ladylike.

Then she did my other hand.

My cock, of course, was like a rod the whole time.

“My, look how stiff you are. Oh, you’re dripping! That’s pre-cum.”

“Oh,” was all I could manage to say.

She giggled, “You’re going to be so horny…when I finally slide it in you your prostate is going to be so happy…you’ll probably have an anal orgasm the first time.”

“I don’t…” then I shut up.

“Okay. I used extra strong, quick set glue, so you should be able to use them right away.”

I stared at my red tipped claws.

“But be careful. You’re going to have to learn how to use them without breaking. Learn to be delicate in your motions.”

“I don’t believe this.” I said.

“Now, I’m going to work on the internet. Why don’t you clean up and…just wear your feminine underwear…”

I looked at her. She was wearing jeans and a blouse. Her tits stuck way out, but…but I couldn’t see a thing. I knew automatically what she was doing. CFNM. Clothed Female Naked Male. By wearing clothes while I didn’t, except for some kinky underwear, she was more powerful than me. Before today I would have laughed at that. But now I was wondering. The way she was taking charge, the helpless way my cock kept throbbing, my constant humiliation, it certainly felt like CFNM was going to work.

“…and do some vacuuming. Maybe clean the bathrooms.”

I opened my mouth to protest.

She grabbed my cock, “And maybe some day you’ll get lucky.”

Fuck. I melted. She had me by the short hairs, literally.

So I spent the afternoon vacuuming the house, then cleaning the wood floors, then the bathrooms.

I worked in a daze, befuddled, trying to figure things out, but the truth was…she had me. She controlled me, and there was nothing I could do. And she was telling her friends, and making me sleep in a little girl’s room, and I had long, red nails and wore a tight bra and my cock was so damned hard.

And I was so…embarrassed! All the time. And the more I cleaned the lower I sank, the more turned on I got.

I think I realized, then, that I was doing this myself. That I was choosing this. That I was going along with it, in spite of all humiliation, because…I wanted it.

Heck, I had planned to do this for a couple of weeks. So my plans had come true, and about ten times more intense than I had ever imagined.

“Jeffie?”

I walked, my heels clicking, into the computer room. April swiveled around and inspected me. She smiled.

“You are sort of cute. In fact, you excite me. But I don’t think it’s all sex.”

I mumbled something, but I don’t even know what.

“I think it’s the power. Women speak of the headiness of controlling a sissy, how it is better than sex, and, I have to admit, I sort of doubted that. But now I think it’s true. I mean, I’m downright wet down there.

“I’ve been thinking about that, how wet I am, and I’m buying things to help you make your transition, and I am super horny. Now what do you think about that?”

My cock bobbed so hard a bit of pre-cum actually flicked off.

April giggled. “No, silly, I don’t want to fuck you. And if I did…I would want you to use a dildo.”

She reached out and, once again, took my cock in hand. She stroked me, kissed my head, looked up at me and said, “The days of you willy nilly jamming your man meat into me are done.”

“But…two weeks…”

“Oh, two weeks is just the start. Do you think I’m going to let you go back to being a man after this?” She gave a squeeze to my manhood and my knees buckled and I moaned.

“No. I don’t think so. And what I want now is for you to get down on your knees and perform a bit of cunnilingus on me.”

With that she pulled down on my weenie and I bent my knees to the floor.

She let go, leaned back and spread her legs. “Do a good job now, honey. If I’m going to go without dick then you better convince me that the tongue is better.”

She gripped my ears and pulled me to her.

I’m not a big fan of oral sex. Well, I like it when she does it, but when I have to…yuck. Slimy, wet, putting my mouth on and sucking the orifice that pisses.

But I had no choice now. She had my ears, her thighs clamped about my head, and I was being pulled into her snatch.

I did my best. I tried to imagine I was eating ice cream instead of pussy. But with her aroma assaulting me I was hard put to use my imagination.

“Fuck!” she said, and she began pushing and pulling my head, back and forth, into her pussy and out. “Come on!”

I licked her labia and tried to enjoy it.

“Suck my clit,” she moaned. “Come on, you’re just turning me on without delivering! This is downright frustrating!”

I sucked on her clit.

“Yeah, that’s better. But use your fingers, too. Really dig into me. Make love to me.”

I finally started to get into it. Really, I had no choice. The way she was humping my face, the way she was giving me explicit instructions…I fucked her pussy with my tongue, and she began to moan louder.

“Yes…yes…use more fingers.”

I was sucking her clit, jamming three fingers into her cleft, and she was humping my face.

“YES…OH…YES…”

Her legs squeezed so hard I thought she was going to pop my face. She started jerking her pussy into me. I could feel her inner muscles clamp down on my fingers.

“OHHHH…YEEEEAAAAH!”

Then she went limp. Just collapsed. All done.

She pushed my face away and just lay back in the chair and gasped for breath.

I knelt, feeling very used. My cock had never been harder. My balls were so full they were sensitive to the touch. Blood coursed through my package, screaming for release.

But she was done, and, therefore, so was I.

Finally, she sat up. She smiled. “Good for a start, but you need practice.”

“I…need…practice.” I was out of breath, my face was smelly with her juices, I was cock hard and ready to shoot.

“That’s right. Maybe after dinner I’ll let you practice some more. Right now, I need you to build something for me.”

“I do.”

She giggled. “I like it when you are dumfounded. The instructions are in the printer tray. I want you to put it together in the back yard. We don’t use the wood shed, put it in there. And sink it deep.”

Sink it deep? What was she talking about. I managed to get to my feet, my legs were shaky, and I took a sheaf of papers out of the printer tray.

I looked at her, I blinked, I looked at her.

She smiled and waited for the explosion, or objection, or whatever.

I had just enough smarts left to not protest. I asked, “The materials for this?”

“Home depot.”

“I, uh…I can’t…” I was wearing long, red fingernails and red lipstick.

“Sure you can. And you’d better. Do you want a spanking?”

That was the second time she had mentioned a spanking. I looked at the instructions again. I mumbled, “It looks like if I build this I’ll be getting one, anyway.”

“Not necessarily. But you will get a super spanking if you don’t put that together by tomorrow morning.”

I stumbled out of the office, unsure that I was even walking. My mind was spinning like a whirlpool, sucking everything down into a black hole.

I had to go to the store. I could wear my last remaining set of man clothes, but what would I do about my lips and fingers?

I went into the back yard and inspected the site of the proposed construction. It was a shed way in the back. It used to be used to chip and stack firewood, back in the day. Now it was just a three sided building. It was secure, wouldn’t fall over, but it had a dirt floor. The dirt floor, however, was hard as rock. It had been tamped down by years of chopping wood.

I walked around the structure. It was maybe five feet from the back fence, and in the middle of the yard. There were bushes along the back fence, a regular hedge, but the hedge didn’t extend up the sides of the property. Still, it was so far back nobody could hear anything. And if they couldn’t hear anything then they wouldn’t look and therefore wouldn't see anything.

I sighed, went back to the garage and got out some tools, then returned to the shed.

I marked a spot that was three feet back from the open front, and precisely in between the walls. I eyed the spot, sighed again, and picked up a pick.

Oh, Lord. Trying to use a big, old, heavy pick while you are wearing long fingernails does not work.

Oh, I could do it. But I had to be super careful. And the ground was so hard that it required a LOT of strength.

Still, there was nothing for it but to do it, and I chipped away at that hard ground. Took me an hour to get a foot down, and I knew I had to get deeper than that. Fortunately, the ground softened up a little. Another hour and I was down to three feet. My hands were blistered and sore, but I had done it. I went inside, went to my wife’s vanity table and picked up some cream. She was laying on the bed, reading something, and she watched me.

I rubbed in the hand cream and felt the coolness of the cream sink in.

“Let me see,” she said.

Wordless, I turned and held out my hands.

“Ooh, that’s got to be sore. You can soak them in epsom salts.”

I didn’t bother to answer. I could feel tears trickling down from my eyes, and I just wanted to be done with my task.

I went to the store and bought the materials. A couple of two by tens, six feet long. A four by four, eight feet long. I had some spare two by fours at home for the braces. I paid a visit to the hardware store and bought a hinge and a hasp and a padlock. I had screws at home from other projects.

And how did I manage to make it through the store? I wore a mask and gloves. COVID, baby, and I pretended like I was scared I was going to get infected.

The mask worked, it hid my red lips just great. The gloves, they were dicey. The fingers were longer than they should have been because of the fingernails, and if you looked carefully and you could see the shape of the nails. But I kept my credit card in a pocket, handed it in quickly, managed to press on the buttons with my nails, and…it was sort of sexy. At least I had a big hard on when I left Home Depot and headed for home.

Then I had to go back to the store for cement. Sigh.

Okay, back home again, and I was ready to go.

I laid the wood out and measured it ten times. I was going to have to suffer this, and I wanted to be as comfortable as I could be. As comfortable as the circumstances and torture devices would allow.

Then I popped the four by four in the hole and cemented it in place. God, my hands were aching, and I wore gloves because I didn’t want cement dust under my pretty nails.

Then I measured out the half holes, did the cuts, and assembled the thing.

There it stood, a column with a pair of 2 by tens across the top. Holes in the center and sides. A hinge on one end and a hasp on the other.

And a padlock waiting to be used.

That’s right, it was a pillory. Stocks. And there was no doubt at all…it was for me.

It was dark when I finished, and I called April out to inspect the device.

I held a flashlight and illuminated our way to the shed. Inside the shed I aimed the light and she inspected the stocks.

“Wonderful.”

“The cement still has to set. Twenty-four hours.”

“So we could use this tomorrow.”

“We could.” My heart was leaping. I felt dizzy like I couldn’t talk. But somehow I managed to get the words out.

“Oh, goodie. You should probably sand the edges here, make sure you don’t get any splinters in your neck.”

There it was. Stated. I was going to be in the stocks. I suddenly fell down. I didn’t lose consciousness completely. I just keeled over, lost control of my body, and half lay on my side.

April took the flashlight and looked at me. “Are you all right?” There was concern in her voice.

“I’m just…I’m scared.”

“Well, come on. Let’s go in. You probably need some food. Maybe a stiff drink will buck you up.” She helped me to my fight and held my arm as we walked back.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered. “I don’t know what’s wrong.”

“Of course you don’t,” April said cheerfully. “But you’re going through changes. You don’t understand them, your body is getting weaker, you’re more emotional. You’re becoming a sissy, and that’s the long and the short of it.”

She helped me into the house, and for the first time I started thinking about what I was going through.

Could it be true? Could I be not just wearing female clothes, but going through actual physiological changes?

But that was silly! There were only two sexes, male and female. There wasn’t a third sex…a sissy!

And men didn’t go through changes, like butterflies. Men didn’t suddenly change aspects, go through some sort of chrysalis and become sissies.

Or…did they?

It wouldn’t be something a man would talk about, and, if what April had told me was true, men didn’t know, they just…became.

But…no. It couldn’t be. Not so. No.

I was just weak from hunger. I hadn’t eaten, I was so busy building the pillory. And I hadn’t been eating properly for a couple of days. And I had been drinking more.

I made up my mind not to drink anymore for a while…even as April mixed me a Coke High and put it in my red tipped fingers.

I drank, and considered my body.

“What’s happening to me?” I was sitting at the kitchen table and I asked it of no one, of every one.

April took it as if I was asking her. “You’re changing.”

“But…but I’ve still got a big cock!”

“And you might keep it. There’s no telling with sissies. Even when we give them hormones, sometimes they keep their big cock. I mean, nine times out of ten they shrink, but if you actually manage to keep a big cock that’s good.”

“Why?” I asked, looking at her. “Why is it good?” Behind my words was the consideration that she wasn’t fucking me…so what good did it do her?

She sat down opposite me and placed one hand on mine. Two feminine hands. Sexy.

“Honey, as long as your cock is big, and your balls are nice and hefty, you keep producing testosterone, and that keeps you getting those big, fat erections. And just because I don’t feel like sleeping with you doesn’t mean I won’t let you sleep with some one else. Heck, I might rent you out, make a little extra money. Wouldn’t that be good?”

I didn’t say anything. My eyes were wide, I simply couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening.

“Besides, if you have big old balls and a swinging dick, it will be that much more fun to put you in chastity. You’ll have the bluest balls in history, and you will suffer so wonderfully.”

“But I don’t want to suffer!” I wailed.

“Nonsense,” April whispered to me. “Every sissy wants to suffer. It’s what makes them sissies. Don’t you understand?”

But I didn’t.


PART THREE

That night I slept in my sissy bedroom for the first time. Pink with white furniture, dresses hung in the closet, lingerie in the dresser. I was tired, but wired. I couldn’t sleep. Even though I had worked all day, cleaning house, painting the room, making the pillory in the back yard, I was wide awake.

What was worse, I could hear April down the hall, in ‘her’ bedroom. I could hear the hum of a vibrator and her moans, and I felt tears seep into my eyes.

My wife. Last week I had been a man, and I had satisfied her. Sort of. At least I thought I had. Now, hearing the vibrator work and her grunting moans as she came I wasn’t sure.

I tossed and turned and the house grew silent. I couldn’t sleep.

What was happening to me?

April said I was changing into a sissy An actual, physical sissy.

But I thought being a sissy was a matter of wearing clothes and having affectations. Waving with a limp wrist, that sort of thing. But she said not.

She said that it was an actual physical change, that many men would go through it, and the women knew about it, but hid that transformation from men.

They didn’t want to scare those poor, weak men.

But that was silly! That didn’t happen!

Did it?

Finally I dozed off.

And woke up.

I was bleary-eyed, tired, yet…wired.

I felt okay, a little sore from all the work the day before, but…I was a man, dammit!

I rolled out of bed, stood tall and determined, and caught glimpse of myself in mirror on the back of my bedroom door.

I was wearing a bra and panties and a baby doll. Pink.

My hair was long and fluffed out girl fashion. My skin was pale and my lips looked red. Soft and red. Plump. That had to be an allergic reaction to lipstick. No way those were. my normal lips. My shoulders slowly slumped.

Click, click, click. April looked into my room. She was fully dressed. Her breasts thrust out and her ass was round. God, she was sexy, and the fact that I couldn’t see her made my imagination work over time, and that made me even harder.

“You’re awake! That’s good. Come on in the kitchen. I want to talk to you. Don’t get dressed. We have a lot of things to do, and getting dressed isn’t one of them. Nice dick, by the way.”

Click, click, click. Her heels receded down the hallway.

Tired, discouraged, and yet my heart feeling like it was a live wire beating in my chest, I padded down the hallway to the kitchen.

“Oh, Jeffie. Don’t be a disappointment.”

“What?” I asked, surprised by her attitude.

“You need to wear your heels all the time. You need to condition your feet so you can wear them all the time without getting sore. And make up. I should have thought of that. Go get your heels on, and bring me the make up bag next to my vanity. Go now. Shoo.”

I was confused, the day hadn’t even started and I was already trying to figure out what was happening.

I walked back down the hallway, put on my heels and grabbed the bag, and returned to the kitchen.

“Not sit down and let’s start your education.”

I sat across from her.

“First,” she took out items from the bag, “I had to make my own coffee this morning. If I’m going to teach you about make up then you need to get up make my coffee for me.”

She put a hand on my face and turned it this way and that, inspecting my skin color and the shape of my face.

“Second, sissy wannabes always put on too much make up. You need to present your face in a way that is understated and yet emphasized. So, first we clean your pores.”

She began wiping my face with a little square, spongy thing. I was amazed when I saw the dirt accumulate. I had taken a shower the night before and I thought I was clean. She moved into the next step.

“Now, this is primer. Your face will become smooth and lose color. That’s because we are creating a canvas to paint upon.”

“This is foundation. Many women have opinion about what to do when and how much, and you will find your own method. But this is a good start. Now, this is…”

She prepped my face, then introduced color. I wished I had a mirror because I wanted to see what each step did.

Finally, she began working on my eyes. Mascara, shadow, and she hummed a bit here and there, talked a little bit, and it was a very comfortable, intimate time.

Finally, she put on lipstick.

“Your lips are coming along just fine. Getting thicker and softer.” What? You mean they were changing? “You’re not going to be going out for a while, so I put on lip stain. It’s going to last longer, only needs a little gloss to pop.” She squeezed her fingers and concentrated. My lips pursed and she used a doe foot applicator to brush a bright, red color onto them. Into them.

“Okay, go look at yourself, and bring me back a hair brush.”

I was stunned when I looked in the mirror in my room. She had brushed out my hard lines and made my face soft, girlish. And my eyes, they were smoky and mysterious. But it was my lips that made my penis super hard.

I mean, I had been half hard on waking up, and all hard when she started on my face. But seeing my red lips, so large and…and kissable (did I really think that?), my cock suddenly felt like a rock!

I took the hair brush back to her.

She brushed my hair out, bringing the brush under the hair, out, and twisting it at the end. The result was a bubble curve to my hair. She used a little spray of water in the beginning, then, at the end, when she had it the way she wanted it, she used some hair spray.

I sneezed, but my hair didn’t move.

“Okay, time for homework,” she smiled. “In the hall closet there is a stack of fashion magazines. Bring them out to the living room.”

I carried the foot tall stack of magazines into the living room, and darned if they didn’t seem heavier than they should be.

April noted the consternation on my face and grinned. “Things get heavier as you go through the change.”

I placed the magazines on an end table and stared at my wife.

“That’s not true.”

“What?”

“That men change into women.”

“Oh, it’s true, but I’m not going to try and convince you. Over the coming weeks your body will transform, your way of thinking will change…that will be your proof.”

She was so confident, as if she really believed it, and I wondered if maybe she was a little crazy.

But she acted so sane! So matter of fact, as if she was explaining the trees have leaves and who didn’t know that?

“Sit here so you can reach the magazines. That’s right. And cross your legs at the thigh. Men like to cross at the ankle, show off their package. But there’s a good chance you won’t have a package, so you have to learn to sit like a lady.”

“But I have a package now! And it doesn’t feel right to sit this way! My balls…they get in the way. They get scrunched by my thighs.”

“You can do this one of two ways. One is to pull your package up, so they lie on top of the cross of your thighs. The other way is to pull them down, to push them down and fold your legs so they are underneath and hidden. Try putting them on top first.”

I pulled my cock up and crossed my legs and let go. My package sat comfortably atop the cross of my legs.

“That’s good.”

“It’s also obscene. When you cross your legs properly there is no penis visible, and it feels very comfy. Almost as if you didn’t have a penis.”

“But I do!” I was almost crying.

“For the time being,” she agreed. “Now, push your penis down and cross your thighs over it.

I did, and it felt uncomfortable, a bit ‘stretchy’ if you know what I mean, but it was hidden.

April smiled. “There. That’s how I want you to sit.”

“I can’t sit this way!”

“You can if you don’t want a spanking. Remember, the cement will be dry by this afternoon.”

“Yeah, but…” I trailed off. Then, a flash of rebellion: “I’m not going to sit this way.” I uncrossed my legs.

April frowned. “I thought we were doing well. You enjoyed the make up, you slept in your own room without crying, but it’s obvious you have a stubborn streak in you.”

I just folded my arms and glared at her.

She sighed. “Okay. Very well. Do it your way, but there will be a price. Remember that. There will be a price!”

So I sat and read fashion magazines all morning. And I wasn’t all that happy.

I had pranced, but I had also been worked, and was being treated harshly. At least I thought so. Now it was time to have an orgasm.

After an hour I got up and wandered into the kitchen and poured myself a Coke.

“Jeffie?” April hollered from the computer room.

I click, click, clicked down the hallway and stood in the door. Leaned against the door and sipped my Coke.

“Jeffie,” April frowned at me. “We have so much to do if you are going to be a good sissy. Resistance wastes time and slows the whole process down. Now you are supposed to be reading your fashion magazines.”

“I usually watch football,” I said.

She started to open her mouth, and I knew she was going to give me a piece of her mind, but she suddenly shut her mouth, then smiled, and said. “Very well, Jeffie. I thought a little man work yesterday would help you out, make you appreciate the change. Apparently I was wrong.”

I walked out, strutted in my heels, felt proud of myself, and went in and turned on a football game.

Ah, yes. Being a sissy was fun, but you have to call a halt to it sometime.

Of course I was made up, and she had spent some time doing me, so I didn’t wash my face. I just sat and watched the game, yelled for the touchdown, screamed at the fumble, and had a great time.

A manly time.

And I truly had no idea about what was about to happen to me.

At half time I got up and stretched, and April came out of her office. In spite of our argument she was all smiles.

“Come along, Jeffie. Let’s take that pillory for a test drive.”

“It’s only half time,” I pointed out, my voice a little deeper. And I realized that I had actually been talking in a higher tone of voice. Not much, but…but I was sounding like a man again. Maybe it was time to wash the goop off my face and start scratching balls again.

My balls were going to shrink. Ha! What a crock!

“How long does it take to find out how well the stocks work?”

“Oh, well, just for a minute.”

She led me out to the backyard and across the patio and the lawn to the wood shed.

“Taking me out to the woodshed,” I laughed. “That has some punitive connotations.”

She chuckled. “Yes, I guess it does. Good thing we’re just playing games, right?”

“Right.”

Nothing serious about this.”

“Nope.”

“You’re the man and I’m the woman.”

“You got that right.”

We arrived and she walked around the device. “You really do good work. I could probably have you make these and we could sell them.”

“What would our friends think? Selling torture devices?”

“We could sell them on the net.” She lifted the top plank and motioned to me.

Grinning, I placed my neck in the center hole, and laid my hands on the outer holes.

She gently lowered the top plank, the hasp came together with a click, and she put the padlock in. “Can you get out?”

“Ha! Not a chance! I built this puppy right!”

“Struggle a little. Try.”

“Okay,” I moved around, rattled the thing, but it was obvious that I was a good carpenter. The struts were firm, the screws held, and I was locked in. “There! See?”

April walked in front of me. I was bent over a bit, so she leaned down so we were face to face. She said, “It’s time we had a talk.”

I blinked. She wasn’t smiling, but she wasn’t mad. But she was intense.

“About…I have to get back in for the second half.

“Jeffie, I am working hard to help you make your transition easier. I need you to pay attention. No more lallygagging. When I tell you to cross your legs the right way, you do it. Without complaint. Even if you keep your dick, you have to learn to present yourself to the world as you are. A sissy.”

“You need to let me out of this.” I was getting worried.

“You need to learn your place in the world.” She straightened up and turned around. She walked across the lawn.

“Hey! You have to let me out!”

She entered the house.

Oh, fuck. I was caught. I began to struggle in earnest, to throw my weight around. But, as I have stated, I made this puppy well. It didn’t wiggle, and the only thing I managed to do was give myself some bruises on the neck and wrists.

Man! Just wait until I got out of this! I was tired of this sissy bullshit, and I was going to—

April walked out of the house.

“Hey!”

She was holding a ping pong paddle and my electric drill.

“You have to let me out!”

She ran the cord to an outside socket and plugged it in. She braced the paddle on the edge of the patio table and began drilling holes.

“What are you doing?”

But I had a sinking sensation.

The whine of the drill stopped, and she lifted the paddle and inspected it. She swung it a couple of times, and I could hear the air whistle through the holes all the way back where I was.

She looked at me, and began walking towards me.

She was fully dressed, and I was near naked.

Her make up looked severe, as did the expression on her face.

My make up made me look softer, and I felt softer.

I began to worry.

“Hey, what are..we don’t need to do this…look, I’m sorry if I said something that upset you.”

She arrived. She smacked the paddle lightly against her palm. It made a sound like flesh being struck. Hello. that’s what it was, flesh being struck, and suddenly my ass, sticking out so high and proud, felt extremely vulnerable.

“Now, April, let’s talk this out.”

She put a hand across my mouth and stoppered me effectively. She said, “I’ve been too lenient. I’ve tried to be understanding, when what you needed was a firm hand. So now you get the firm hand.” She swung the paddle and the swish of it through the air was frightening.

“What are you planning…you aren’t going to spank me with that?”

Men have lots of muscles. They are good for going to work, supporting women in the manner in which they deserve. Women don’t have as much muscle, so we use our brains. We figure things out. For instance, drilling holes in this paddle enables me to swing it faster. The speed of the swing makes up for the lack of muscle, so you will have a proper spanking. Not a weak one.

“Honey…you’re carrying this too far! It’s not right for a woman to spank her husband!”

“I’m not going to spank my husband. I’m going to spank my sissy. My sissy has to learn her place in the world. If a woman has less muscle than a man, then a sissy has that much less muscle than a woman. It’s time you learned.”

She walked behind me.

“April! You can’t do this! I’m a grown man!”

“No. you’re not.”

WISS…CRACK!

“AH!” My body jerked and it felt like my asscheek had exploded. My neck hurt where it bounced against the sides of the hole in which it was trapped.

WISS…CRACK!

“You will not speak back to me.”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will be grateful for all the things I am doing for you.”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will sit the right way, like you have no balls!”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

The litany of her ‘instructions’ was long. She went from ass cheek to ass cheek, and the pain became more than I could bear. The ground under my face puddled with my tears.

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

I began to break down. She was too strong. Too much in control.

Finally, she stopped. I was hanging in the stocks, sobbing uncontrollably, and I was now more amenable to her wishes.

She walked back o the house, left me sobbing, but only for a moment. She came back carrying a small jar and a tube. She circled behind me. I heard the twist of the top of the jar and she began rubbing ointment on my ass.

Oh, my ass hurt, but the feel of her gentle fingers soothing the ointment onto my red cheeks, I loved her for that.

“Honey, the carrot is as important as the stick, and I wish I could let you cum right now, but I can’t. Aside from being a reward for  being a bad boy, you haven’t made enough progress for me to reward you.”

The screwed the top back on, then I felt her finger between my ass cheeks. I jumped. “What are you doing?”

“I can’t reward you with a cum, but I can give you a little pleasure of another sort.”

“What do you mean? Don’t put your finger there! Don’t…”

I stopped talking and groaned. She rimmed me gently with a lubed digit.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“I…no!”

She laughed. My hips were pushing around a little, and I was having a hard time not pushing them back over her finger.

“April,” I spoke in a reasonable tone of voice. “You really need to stop this.”

“How about if I stop it here?” She inserted two fingers and stopped moving.

“Oh, crap!” I blurted. It felt good.

“I wouldn’t, if I were you.” She wiggled the tip of her finger.

“Oh, God!” Warm feelings exploded from my asshole, surged through my body.

“I’m going to give you a prostate massage. To a point.”

I was lost in the sensations swirling through me.

“The point is that you don’t deserve a cum, so I’m going to make you produce one drop of semen. You‘ll feel good, but you’ll still have a full load, and this will make you even hornier. Would you like to be hornier?”

She rimmed me and it felt like every time she went around she tapped on something deep inside. I couldn’t speak.

“Tell me, honey. Wouldn’t you like to be horny?”

As if from far away I heard myself say, “Yeah.”

And I forgot about being mad, about the spanking. My whole world was concentrated on her finger in my butt. That tap, tap, tapping deep inside made me shiver.

“Tell me you love wearing make up.”

“I…I do.”

Tap, tap. My groin felt hot. I could feel surges down there.

“And you love your new room. Tell me.”

“I do…I do…” I was grunting and groaning, just like I was going to cum, but, of course, the finger in my asshole wasn’t going to let me have an orgasm.

“And you love what I’m doing to you right now.”

“I do…yes…” Words were coming easier now. I just wanted that finger to keep going. I wanted those sensations to overcome me. I wanted to squirt and squirt and squirt.

“I’m going to pee!”

“It’s okay.”

I started to pee, and suddenly she pulled her hand out of my ass and gripped my cock. She strangled it, and it felt like everything inside, on the way to being happy and fun, was reversed. I felt myself grunting and surging, bucking my hips, but she held me firm.

“Fuck!” I wheezed. “What’s happening?”

“A prostate massage makes the semen come out. But I gave you what would be called a ‘ruined massage.’”

“A ruined massage?”

“That’s right, only one drop. So close to heaven, almost there, but you don’t deserve, so…?”

I could feel her shrug her shoulders. I heard a small splatter sound, and realized that a bit of gruel had slipped out of my cock and hit the ground.

“Oh, no…no.”

I wanted to move my hips. I wanted to fuck. I wanted relief.

Slowly, the urges to cum went away, and she finally let go of me.

“Wasn’t that fun?” she wiped her fingers off on my backside. “And just think, next time you get put in the stocks…next time you might get to produce more than a drop.”

“Oh, God.” I sagged. I was exhausted. My ass had a deep ache in it. My back hole…Oh, my God! My back hole felt like nirvana.

April unlocked the padlock, lifted the hasp, then the top plank.

She helped me stand up, and I clung to her. I was weak. I had stopped crying, but my cheeks were stiff with dried tears.

She walked me across the lawn and into the house. She gave me a choice. “Would you rather watch football? Or let me massage your poor fanny while you read magazines.”

I sniffed, but said I’d take the massage. I knew i couldn’t sit down for the game, anyway.

She took me into my room and helped me lay down on the bed. She brought me a dozen magazines and I propped my head on a pillow and began reading them.

She sat next to me on the bed and gently rubbed more cream into my ass. Sometimes I just laid my head down and closed my eyes, and she let me. Sometimes I flipped the pages and read.

Skirts and blouses, different types of make up. And worse, how to please a man. Gah! I tried to skip over those articles.

For an hour I lay there, then I drifted off. The pain of the spanking was gone, I was tired from resisting, and I slept. When I woke up she was gone.

Our relationship had definitely changed. She said two weeks, but then hinted at more. She said I would eventually have an orgasm, but the ruined prostate massage had chipped away at that idea. And I was either naked or nearly so, and always made up.

The days passed, and I learned how to clean the house, how to do the laundry, how to wash her dainty underthings by hand.

And, she was right. My ruined prostate massage had made me hornier.

I thought often of revolting, but a lot of the fire had gone out of me, and what was left was tamped down by her stroking my cock at odd times. At her kissing me, softly and tenderly, and rubbing my nipples.

And, of course, she began playing with my asshole constantly.

I didn’t want her to, I wanted to protest, but she would start out massaging me, speaking softly to me, and before I knew it I would be bent over the couch with her fingering my rectum, or humped over the kitchen sink with her thumb hoisting me firmly up.

Rubbing, stroking, inserting, there was no way I could resist.

But I could resist the idea of her putting a penis up my rear. That I could resist.

No, I didn’t feel too manly these days, but I wasn’t about to take that final step.

“You’ll love it,” she would whisper in my ear, as she circled my backdoor with a couple of fingers.

“It will soon be all you dream about,” as she pushed her fingers into me up to the knuckles, causing little lightenings of pleasure to explode from my sensitive rear end.

Yet she didn’t ask me to. She just kept stroking and stroking, inserting and wiggling, massaging my prostate but not letting me loose any of my seed.

And though I loved it, and though her voice was insistent in my ear, there was no way I was going to ask for that final step that would mark me as a woman complete.

No way.

On Friday afternoon she came out of her office—I had ceased to think of it as ‘our’ office, or even the computer room, and now thought of it as her office—and called me to her.

She sat down in the living room and motioned for me to sit opposite her.

I had been dusting, and I put the duster aside and sat down. I felt very vulnerable, yet comfortable in her presence, in my female lingerie. I tried to remember my female mannerisms as I sat. No dress to smooth, but I smoothed my peignoir.

She smiled.

“Jeffie. I am going to have visitors tonight. Some lady friends of mine. I would like it if you could meet them.”

Panic. Shock. My mind started to shut down.

“No…no…I don’t want to.”

She watched me with pursed lips, judged me, and nodded. “Very well. But you must remain in your room tonight then. I’ve set out instructions for you, and I will help you if you need it, but they are due to arrive at seven o’clock. When the first car arrives you may go to your room. I suggest you take some magazines, or if you would like to read some romance novels, that is okay with me.

She had a complete library of romance novels.

“Okay,” I said, still nervous over the mere idea of having to meet somebody while en femme.

“I tell you, Jeffie, that the day is coming. And sooner than you might expect.”

I said nothing.

She sighed. “Very well.” She seemed about to dismiss me, but changed her mind. “Oh, and one other thing…”

“Yes, ma’am?” She had told me to address her as ma’am. I didn’t always, but she didn’t seem to mind as long as I made some progress.

“You will be spending some time in the stocks tomorrow.”

My breath caught.

“She waved her hand dismissively. “Not to worry. I am not going to spank you,” she smiled, “unless, of course, you would like me to.”

I shook my head, I was instantly perspiring from the very idea of the pillory.

“As a matter of fact, I think you will enjoy the experience greatly.”

I didn’t think so, but I said nothing.

So I cleaned the house that day, and my mind considered various things.

As I polished the silverware I thought about being in the stocks. In an odd way, I was excited by it. Not at the idea of a spanking, but the way she had first pleasured my heinie. I liked that.

And the way she had massaged ointment into my bruised flesh, that was incredible. It was like she loved me, and in a way that I had never experienced as a man.

As a man she had never been so tender with me. But, then, as a man I had fucked her with my dick. And I wasn’t always gentle. In fact, looking back on it I realized that I had been less than perfect as a lover. I had used her, deposited my sperm, and now that I saw the other side of her, as a gentle lover and not a receptacle for my passion, I felt that I had missed out on something.

And there was something in me that wanted that something.

But I wasn’t going to get it. At least not as a man. If I had miraculously dropped the facade of being a woman I felt that she would not be tender and caring. We would simply go back to the mindless fuck that men seem obsessed with.

And, while vacuuming, I thought about her idea that I was actually changing into something. She kept telling me that it looked like my penis was shrinking. And it wasn’t! It couldn’t! Penises don’t shrink!

But why was I thinking about it so much. In a way, worrying, as it was a possibility.

But I did notice other things. I noticed that now that I wasn’t doing manly things, exercising like a man, doing a bit of carpentry in my garage, I was getting…flabby.

Well, not exactly flabby, but…I felt like my chest was shrinking and losing muscle tone.

Of course, that could happen from lack of exercise.

I made up my mind to do more exercise.

Even though I knew I wouldn’t.

At five o’clock I began fixing dinner. Mostly, I peeled potatoes and washed vegetables and made salads. The entrée would be thin steaks, and I did pound them and marinate them, but April would come in about 6:45 and do the real cooking.

Still, there was a lot to do, and I wondered at how many people were coming.

And would they ask where her husband was?

I mean, they couldn’t know about me, right?

April showed up in the kitchen about 6:30 with a smile. “Looks wonderful, dear, I brought you a present.”

“You did?” That was unexpected, and I was surprised.

“What? You don’t realize how precious you are to me?”

“Well, I just…this past week…”

She chuckled, a throaty sound that was very sexy. “Honey, I married you. And when I married you I married whatever you might become. And, as I have told you, every man has the potential to become a sissy. Many do not. They hang on to the notions of themselves as proud possessors of the cock. You have not, you have decided to change, and while that changes the dynamics between us, it doesn’t change the fact that I am married to you. To have and to hold ‘till death do us part.”

I stared at her. She was almost businesslike in this pronunciation.

“I am quite willing to be in charge of this phase of our marriage, and am even enjoying it. And part of that joy is in giving you worthwhile presents. Presents that will open you up, expand you, make you a better…sissy.”

For a second I thought she was going to say ‘better man,’ but she didn’t.

“Now, turn around and bend over.”

I had become accustomed to this, and I did, and she placed something at my rear door. She pushed, I gasped, and then something popped into me. I stood up, felt my butt. I felt…full. I felt stretched. I felt good. A little knob stuck out of my butt. It felt like it had diamond surfaces.

“What is that?”

“That, my dear is a butt plug. It will help you get used to things inserted into you. It will prepare you, even as it delights you. Now, go put the extra leaves in the table. I want you to set it for twelve places. All right?”

I nodded, gulped, and walked into the living room. I walked a bit funny, as every step I took sent a charge of pleasure through me. It didn’t hurt, but whatever I did, I noticed it. Inside me. Rubbing my prostate without pressing unduly upon it. Exciting me sexually, and my penis had never been harder.

But as I set the places, arranged the plates and the silverware, put out glasses, I looked down at my penis.

Was it getting smaller?

And, I swear, I thought maybe it was.


PART FOUR

Seven o’clock and I was laying on my bed, my knees up and one foot bobbing. And it felt like my dick wasn’t….‘in the way.’ I don’t know how else to put it.

I held a romance novel against my knee and read.

She had had me read a couple of romance novels earlier in the week, almost like it was an assignment, or somehow required for my ‘change.’ The odd thing was that i actually found them interesting.

They were like Louis L’amour novels, but for women. The gunfighter had been confused by the confused or conflicted woman. The wide shoulders and slim hips had been replaced by round breasts and lush hips.

Instead of carrying on about how every man wanted freedom and a piece of land they could call their own, the focus was on a woman wanting a man they cold call their own.

And it was sort of fun. Sort of made me sigh in side.

I heard the first of the visitors arrive. I heard greetings in the foyer, and the click click of more heels. Soon there was a herd of click, clicks, and it became difficult to distinguish voices. I focused on the paperback at that point.

Then the clicking heels and the high voices all went away. I put down my novel and went to the door and listened.

They had all sat down at the big table and were eating. I could hear the clink of silverware, and requests for more wine.

Curious, I opened my door a couple of inches and listened.

“…physical changes are obvious. At least to me. He doesn’t seem to notice that his dick is smaller.” That was April’s voice. She was at the head of the table, closest to me.

“Men usually are the last to admit that something is happening to their bodies. It isn’t that they’re stupid, although many are, it’s just that they have a difficult time accepting what is happening to them.” That voice was mature, a slightly older woman, and she must be sitting right next to April. There wasn’t much other conversation. I heard the sounds of eating, but only a murmur of conversation. I had the feeling that the whole table was listening to this conversation.

“How is his rectal training coming along?”

“Steady, but a bit slow. And he seems on the edge of rebelling quite often.”

“Well, tomorrow will cure that.”

“What are the chances of him being a super sissy?”

A light chuckle. “One can hope, but, really, dear, that is so extremely rare.”

“I know I shouldn’t hold out such hope, but it’s so difficult.”

“We all have that hope. You are certainly not diminished for having lofty dreams.

The rest of the table seemed to be waking up, at least a couple of conversations rose up and it became difficult to hear what April and this mystery woman were saying. I closed the door and went back to my bed.

I had physical changes? Nonsense. That was sheer silliness. What changes?

I got up and looked in my mirror.

I could see my penis outlined in my panties. I puled my panties down and, yep, it was there.

But was it as big as it had been? In way, I don’t think it was. But I hadn’t been using it, so it was only natural that it appear smaller. And I had been in such a state of horniness all week…of course it looked smaller when it was flaccid.

I moved closer to the mirror and inspected my lips. It was hard to tell, they were so red, but they did look puffy. But that was just a reaction to wearing lipstick, and the lipstick made them look bigger anyway.

No. It was nonsense. No way I was physically changing.

But I did need to work out more. My chest was thinner, and a bit flabbier. Funny, it was like my pectorals, especially, were a bit flabby. Yes, i was going to have to get into a work out regimen. Get rid of a little extra fat around my ass, too.

I went back to my bed, laid on my back and drew my legs up and crossed them. At the thigh, with my package on top. It did feel good to close my legs like that, and so what if my cock and balls weren’t underneath, out of sight.

Then I opened my legs, pushed my manhood down, and recrossed them.

They were hidden, but they were being pulled, and it made me a little horny.

I smiled. Horny was good. Then I frowned. I needed to masturbate. I hadn’t had a good cum in a while. Sure, I had promised not to cum for a couple of weeks, but if I didn’t get some relief, and not just a ruined prostate massage, then…then I was going to…stamp my foot!

A girl could only take so much, right?

At eleven o’clock April tapped on my door and opened it. I had been dozing and I woke up. I felt a little guilty, dozing.

“They’re all gone, dear. Time to clean up.”

I came out of my room and stared at the mess. A dozen dirty plate settings. Glasses and goblets.

“And you’ll have to do everything by hand. I don’t want the sound of the dish washer keeping me awake. Try to be silent, dear.”

She went to bed, and I was left with the mess, and instructions to keep it quiet.

I sighed and got to work.

I cleared the sink area, washed pots and pans, and emptied the area for more cleaning. I went to the table and cleared one side, brought the dirty dishes and silverware into the kitchen and began cleaning everything.

Oddly, I found the work…pleasant.

I had dozed and was awake, and I found a certain pleasure in making sure everything was properly washed, rinsed, dried and put away. It seemed like only a few minutes, but it was really a half hour, and I was clearing the other side of the table.

Soap, rinse, dry, put away.

It was…okay. It was odd how I remembered not liking doing the dishes before, but I seemed to have become more accepting.

I finished the second half of the table. I had been working for an hour and a half now, between the pots and the two sides of the table, but the worse was yet to come. After dinner the ladies had adjourned to the living room, and even the patio. There were glasses everywhere. I didn’t even know we had that much glasses, and then I realized some of the glasses were those plastic goblets you get at party supply stores.

Sighing, I decided I should clean those, too. After all, we might have another party again, and it would be silly to buy more glasses.

So I cleaned those, soap, rinse, dry, stack in a cabinet, and was almost done.

Almost, just a few tables and chairs to be straightened, and I should do a little dusting. And the patio table needed to be polished.

I worked, tip toe-ing so I wouldn’t wake April up. And an hour later I was done.

Now actually feeling a bit tired—I wasn’t used to staying up this late—I headed for bed.

I stopped at my door and listened. I could hear April down the hall, snoring lightly. I giggled. I had heard my wife snoring.

Then I entered my room and closed the door gently. And wasn’t  tired. Well, I was sort of tired, but I was also awake. It had been so much fun to do all that cleaning, and I sort of wished I could do more.

But I couldn’t, and it was late, so I lay down and…

“Rise and shine!” April drew back the curtains and I blinked. “Don’t want to be a sluggard on such a wonderful day!” She pulled the blanket off me.

I wanted to turn over. “I have to get up now?”

“Of course you do. She sat down next to me and pinched my cheek. “You did a wonderful clean up job, and you didn’t wake me up, so i have a surprise for you.”

I opened my eyes, “What?”

“Coffee. You get to have a cup of coffee.”

Oh, God! Coffee! She hadn’t let me drink any coffee for days! I started to sit up.

She stared at me. Well, actually, she stared at my chest. And nodded.

I looked down.

I didn’t see what she was looking at. It was just my chest. A little flabby and out of shape, but it was just a chest.

“What?” I looked up at her.

“Not a thing, dear,” she smiled. She patted my knee. “Now, up and at ‘em. We have a lot to do today.”

A minute later I was dressed, which meant I had my bra and panties and high heels on, and had at least applied some lipstick. I thought I might need another application of stain, my lips were staying plump, but they weren’t quite as bright as they could be.

I entered the kitchen and could smell the coffee bubbling. Mmm. I sniffed the air.

April poured me a cup and indicated I should sit down. As I sipped i wondered what the occasion was, that she should make the coffee. That was supposed to be my job. Of course, I had stayed up late….

She sat down opposite me, and she looked very cosmopolitan. She was wearing a pencil skirt, blouse and heels. Her hair was pulled back and she wore pink lipstick. She was quite beautiful, and I sure wished I could get a peek at her breasts. It seemed that the more she had me naked, the more I wanted to see her not naked.

But she wasn’t about to show me her naked skin. It was almost like before we were married, her shy and needing to be undressed. But…I no longer had the right to undress her. At least, that’s how I felt.

“Now then,” she began the conversation. “We’re going to have a party today.”

That surprised me. I thought we had had a party the night before.

“I have tables on order, and they should be here by nine. I need you to eat—and have a good breakfast, it’s going to be a long day—and then set everything up.”

Good thing I didn’t throw out the plastic wine glasses.

“And, since this might be a long day for you, I’d like you to take this.” She held up a pill.

“What is it?” Was that shades of rebellion in me?

She took no notice of my rudeness, “It’s a pill that will help you relax, and…and it will do a lot of other things. I’ve decided we need to up your intake of vitamins. You are getting a bit flabby, and proper nutrition is very important, especially for somebody who is changing like you are.”

I opened my mouth to object, to complain that I wasn’t changing, but when I opened my mouth she popped the little pellet into my throat. Right down the gullet, like she was a mama bird feeding a baby bird.

I blinked and gulped. “Hey!”

She smiled. “Now, fix yourself a breakfast. A man-sized breakfast, like you used to eat—she had been having me eat mush every day, and once she had even had me eat a salad—and get ready for a wonderful day!”

She started to get up to leave and I blurted, “What is the celebration?”

She stopped rising, but she kept smiling. She touched my cheek softly with one hand. “Why, honey, I thought you understood. It’s for you!”

Then she left the kitchen.

I sat for a second and wondered. For me? But it wasn’t my birthday, or Christmas, or anything. It didn’t make any sense, then I realized that she must have been joking. My wife always did have a good sense of humor. So, giggling at the joke that had been played on me, or maybe because the pill was already starting to work its way into my system, I got up and began breakfast.

Sure enough, tables and chairs were delivered at noon, and there were a lot of them. I spent an hour just setting up the tables and chairs—and I had to be very careful not to break or chip my fingernails.

I arranged everything in rows, put table clothes over the tables, opened the chairs, then started setting the tables. Small plates, probably for cheese and crackers. Plastic utensils. And a big barrel with wine being chilled in ice.

I stared at the cool looking bottles and was struck by a thought. I liked beer. Or, at least I used to like beer. Now those wine bottles looked awfully inviting.

Finally, I was done. April came out and inspected.

“Oh, Jeffie, wonderful. You did a wonderful job. Now, I want you to hang a curtain over the front of the wood shed. You’re going to be in there. Isn’t that going to be fun?

I was feeling quite happy. That little pill was doing its magic, and I felt no apprehension at being put in stocks with the party going on just feet away. Nobody would look behind the curtain, and I could listen and partake without even being there. Maybe I could even talk April into letting me have a glass of wine.

I got out the ladder and hung a big, black drop cloth over the front of the shed. It was cool inside the shed, and I ran a hand over the pillory. I had certainly done a good job.

“Okay, Jeff, are you ready to be locked in?”

I was.

“Then go clean yourself off. I left some perfume out for you, and I’ll be inside in five minutes to help you dry your hair and do your make up.”

Man, I was gone in a flash. I was feeling so good, and it was going to be a party, and i was going to get to be there. Sort of.

I grinned while I showered, thinking about how nobody would know I was listening, all secure in my stocks.

April came in and dried me off, then sat me down at the table and did my make up. She took her time and I felt so special. Then I realized something.

“April?”

“Yes?” she was focused on my eye shadow.

“I’m not erect.”

She looked down and smiled. “Well, it’s been a long week.”

“But I’m always erect, especially when you put make up on me. Why aren’t I erect?”

“Shush now, dear. You won’t be needing your dick today.”

“But…but…”

“But what?” Her attitude left it obvious that she didn’t want to talk about my peeny.

Finally, done, she said, “Just in time. Come on, let’s get you all set up.”

We walked out to the shed and she lifted the top bar. I placed my neck and hands in the stocks, and she lowered the bar. Click, i was locked in.

Fully made up. My lips bright red and my eyes so mysterious. No clothes. Just high heels.

Funny, it felt like my chest was…hanging. All that flab was just hanging down. I felt a moment of embarrassment, and realized that I needed a bra.

“April?”

“Yes, dear?

“I need some support…for my chest.”

“Yes, you aren’t going to be wearing a bra for show anymore. You actually have matured wonderfully.” She patted my cheek and left the shed.

I stood there in the stocks, and my mind was sort of blasted. What did she mean that I had matured? Just because I needed to work out didn’t mean that I needed a bra. But, wait a minute, I had said I needed support. But that was because I needed to work out! What was this maturity thing that she—

Suddenly the curtain began to shake. A fright hit me, and I stared up, a crack of light, the curtain being put aside, a…it was being taken down!

“Hey!” I yelled.

“You didn’t tell him?” It was a voice I didn’t know.

“He isn’t able to think right now, refuses everything.” That was April’s voice!

“Hey! Don’t take that down!”

The curtain fell. April was on the ladder and a woman I had never seen was pulling the curtain.

“What are you doing?” My voice lost its loudness. I was scared. I was in the stocks, naked but for heels, for the whole world to see.

“No, the whole world wasn’t in my backyard, but even the one woman was too much.”

April climbed off the ladder, then she and the woman dragged the curtain behind the shed. They came back and April was brushing her hands off. The woman came to me. She squatted in front of me. “Hello, Jeffie. I’m Mandy.” She reached up and gripped one of my hands as if to shake.

“But…but…”

She was a good looking woman, brunette, really clear, blue eyes. She was dressed up, like April, pencil skirt, hair coiffed back, a very buxom figure.

“Oh, how cute. He’s crying.”

And I was. I was crying, and my face was bright red, and my heart was pounding like it wanted to leap right out of my chest. My flabby chest.

April came over. “Try not to cry, Jeffie. I put water proof mascara on you, but even that only goes so far.”

“But…but…”

“I told you, this is your party. Did you think I would let you hide away when so many women have come over to celebrate your change?”

I was whimpering.

Mandy touched my face, “I know you’re having a rough time, my husband went through hell before he finally accepted the change. But don’t worry, we’re all behind you.”

They stood up then, and headed for the house. I thought I heard somebody coming into the house, calling a greeting.

“Out back,” Mandy called.

A moment later another woman stepped into the backyard. Tall, slender, but very regal. She hugged and air kissed Mandy and April and looked back at me and waved.

“That must be Jeffie. Hi Jeffie! I’ll come see you in a minute!”

Oh, my God. How can pure red can redder? It could be me at that moment.

Who were these women? Why did they know me? And, was Mandy…what was it she had said about her husband?

I knew it was something about this so-called ‘change’ April kept talking about, but…but my mind felt like a bag of broken glass being shaken.

I stood in the stocks, never so aware of my nakedness. My breasts hung down. And even they were warm, in fact it felt like they were glowing.

And I was limp. I think, even over my embarrassment, that was the most alarming of all that was happening to me. As a man I could always rely on my dick. No matter how bad life got, tomorrow was another hard on.

But now I didn’t have that! I could still feel my penis, but it had no urge in it. No fire. It was just…limp.

Another woman came through the back doors, and while she air kissed and hugged the others the woman who had waved came back to me.

She squatted next to me and shook my hand, as Mandy had done, then she placed her cheek against mine and made a kiss.

“Hi, Jeffie, I am so glad to meet you. My name is Jennifer, and I so love it when a man makes the decision to change.”

I didn’t…make a…decision…” I was almost incapable of speech.

Jennifer didn’t seem to mind my stuttering. She said, “Of course you did, and you will come to see that in the future. Would you like a drink?”

I noticed that she was holding a glass. It looked dark amber, like Coke and bourbon.

She held it up. “I stopped off in the kitchen. April said you liked bourbon and Coke. Would you like a sip?”

“I…I…” I must have nodded, because she held the straw to my lips. I took a big sip, and that helped. I felt the bourbon go down my throat, cool, and explode in my belly, fire. I coughed.

Jennifer chuckled. “There, there. Don’t worry. Lots of the ladies will be welcoming you, and it’s sort of a tradition to have a drink of the ‘changed,’ so you’ll be getting lots of sips. You should probably think about sipping easy. You don’t want to be a sloppy drunk on your coming out day.”

“I don’t…” I took a breath. “I don’t understand.”

“I know, it’s all so confusing. But don’t worry, your thought processes will come back. And when they do you’ll be smarter than ever. You’ll be thinking like a female. Won’t that be grand?”

“Uh…”

“Oh, I’ve got to go now. Talk to you later.” She pinched my cheek and hurried off, and another woman squatted before me.

Behind her I could see the yard was filling up with women. Very sexy women, all wearing sexy clothes, smiling and laughing and sipping. Either wine or a glass of what looked like bourbon and Coke.

“Hi, Jeffie. I’m Ava. Have a sip and let me welcome you to…”

They came to me. They talked in their groups, and they chatted, but they always had an eye on me, and when one woman left another took her place.

As Jennifer had said, a lot of them offered me a sip of my favorite drink.

Most of the time I could barely speak, but they didn’t seem to mind. My cheeks turned red with lipsticked kisses, and quite a few of them asked if they could feel me. I refused, at first, but then I gave up. I felt hands on my flaccid penis, and remarks like, ‘Oh, that’s cute,’ and ‘Doesn’t look so fierce now, eh?’

And many of the women touched my star, noted how I shivered, and chuckled.

“Oh, she’s going to be a lot of fun,” one of the ladies remarked.

I became drunk. Not riotously, but gently, and I wondered if the ladies had been cutting their drinks so as not make sure I didn’t lose consciousness.

And I would have lost awareness. I sucked on straws with my red lips, and I wanted to die.

But, underneath all the shame and humiliation and embarrassment and mortification…I wanted to live.

I felt like something was happening.

All these women. Talking to me so personally. Discussing my condition, feeling my manhood, or, rather, my lack of manhood. They were so happy for me.

I didn’t understand, and at one point I asked one woman if I was thinking straight.

She had smiled and explained, “Straight enough, for a guy on a roller coaster. Or girl. Don’t worry, Jeffie, you’ll come to your senses, and it will be better than anything you ever imagined.

Finally, the group was called to order. An older woman, I recognized her voice form the night previous, stood in front of the tables and clinked a glass with a spoon. the ladies all sat down and gave her their attention.

“Welcome, ladies of the Sissy Society!”

A spatter of handclaps. And I noticed several women walking between the tables. They were submissive and carried plates and trays. The servants, and they were all dressed like maids; they wore puffy blouses under suspendered skirts, and the skirts were pushed out by chiffon underskirts.

And they fascinated me.

The matronly lady, whose name turned out to be Matthilda, continued speaking.

“We are gathered to welcome Jeffie to Sissyhood. It is his coming of age party.”

More claps, this time louder, and directed towards me.

“Now, a brief history. Our leader, Silithia, first realized the true superiority of womankind, and it is to her we owe great thanks. She is responsible for the great changes that have occurred, and are occurring. In the future only the true alpha males will remain male, and the other men will ascend to Sissyhood, one step on the way to womanhood.”

I was drunk, but I was listening. Silithia? She did something…but I didn’t understand. I didn’t understand.

“Those men who insist on remaining men, who are alphas and can’t give up being the inferior species, will be rounded up and contained. They will have limited use for breeding purposes. Especially once they are fixed.

“But it is sissies like Jeffie who are the future. Soon we will be having so many coming out parties we won’t be able to attend them all. In fact, we will probably hold large ceremonies for entire …let us call it graduating classes…of sissies.

“Which brings us to now, and to Jeffie.” She turned to me and smiled. “Jeffie, we welcome you to your true status. Jeffie, be a sissy, and be proud. You are the future of mankind.”

The women all stood up and clapped.

I was red all over again, in spite of being drunk. I didn’t understand.

Matthilda raised her voice and called out, “Let the ceremonies begin!”

Cheers. Lots of cheers. And the wine really started flowing.

That afternoon was a daze for me. Everything that happened became crystal clear in my awareness, yet didn’t make sense.

Women coming forth and kissing me, brazenly, sampling my red lips, until my whole mouth was a fire engine.

Women feeling my tits, making remarks about how big they were going to be.

Women feeling my asshole, and, finally, inserting their fingers. It seemed like everybody wanted to put a finger inside me. Or fingers. Hell, some of those women felt like they wouldn’t be happy until they got their whole fist inside of me!

I couldn’t do anything, and after a while I didn’t want to. The feel of so many loving hands.

Then a woman stepped in front of me, and she wearing a strap on. Other women cheered her on, and she touched the penis to my lips.

I clamped my lips down, and their were light hearted boos, and more cheers, and the woman went away laughing.

At one point Matthilda came and sat next to me. Pulled up a chair and sat next to me.

“How are you doing, Jeffie?”

“I…I…”

“I know, it is a bit much. All this attention, especially with all the changes you are going through. The hormones are starting up, and, of course, naughty Jeffie, you’ve been drinking.” She laughed merrily.

“Well, enjoy it, and…oh, Tammy! Come here!”

One of the serving girls came up to to her.

“Kneel down so Jeffie can get a good look at you. “Jeffie, this is my husband. He was one fo the first to undergo sissification. Tammy, say hello.”

“Hi Jeffie.”

Tammie was a girl, or so I could swear, but…she wasn’t. I could see it in her eyes. She had the boobs, she had the waist and the round butt, and she had the make up and the hair and everything, but…she was different.

“You’re different,” I blurted.

She smiled ruefully. “A sissy isn’t a woman, but I’ve made a start.”

“A good start,” added Matthilda.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Tell Jeffie how confused you were when the change started.”

“Oh, I didn’t understand at all. I thought I was going insane. I thought the world was changing, and it was really me. I thought everybody was insane, and I was the last sane person on earth. But, finally…finally it ended, and I saw what I had become. Then it was glorious. But I was so scared until then.”

“”Oh, he was a mess,” Matthilda offered. “But he made it, and so will you. Won’t he, Tammy?”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

Ma’am. He…she…called Matthilda ‘ma’am.’ Like I was supposed to call April.

Ma’am. And there was something so final in that word. And it finally struck me.

Ma’am. Madam. A word used when addressing royalty. Or…an adult female.

I suddenly realized, and this was a shocker, that I would never be an adult female. I would only be a sissy, half a woman, not a whole, and this realization made me start to cry, really cry.

Matthilda said, “Oh, now we’ve done it. Help her out, Tammy.”

Tammy put her head next to mine, her sissy head, and whispered words of love and encouragement.

Slowly, the tears dwindled, but they hadn’t stopped completely when Matthilda again clinked a glass.

“Ladies! Gather around! It is time for the belling!”

Belling? What the fuck was a ‘belling?’

The ladies gathered around. There was about a ten foot space around me, then they were packed, shoulder to shoulder, peeking over shoulders, and they all watched me.

“First, the draining.” She turned to me. “Jeffie, let this draining symbolize that you will always be a hollow vessel, ready to be filled with duty to any woman you meet.”

She nodded over me, to somebody behind me, and I felt hands pulling apart my ass cheeks.

“Hey!”

Then something was inserted into me. It wasn’t a butt plug, and it wasn’t fingers, it was a curved sort of plug, and I would later learn that it was a prostate massager.

Whoever was behind me began circling the thing inside me, and touching that bump that April had tapped on days previous.

Everybody was silent, waiting, and I looked around frantically.

“Relax, Jeffie,” Matthilda whispered. “It’ll happen soon.”

“What happened was that I wanted to pee I suddenly felt the pressure inside, and I felt like I was going to piss!

“That’s it, a woman behind me murmured. Here it comes.”

And I peed. I was so mortified. I thought I would simply curl up and die. But I didn’t. I just kept pissing and pissing.

And a warm feeling began to come over me. I feeling of bliss. Somewhat similar to the feeling of a cum, but not exactly.

Then I was done. All pissed out, and the thing was taken out of my butt.

“Let the Goddess come forth!” intoned Matthilda.

The ladies separated and April stepped forth. She was holding a platter, and she lowered it so I could see it. On the platter was a chastity tube, and a bell.

“Let the belling commence!”

April stepped behind me and I felt her handling my manhood. I was limp, so I went into the tube easily. She tried a sampling of rings, and snapped one on and attached the tube to it. Then I heard the click of the lock.

The ladies immediately burst into wild applause.

Matthilda whispered to me,  “You were given a pull earlier. It was a sedative, but it also contained an agent to rendered you incapable of erections. This will last a week, and by then you will be completely accustomed to the chastity tube. We have found this method of applying chastity much superior to any other.”

I still felt April’s hands on my penis, my caged penis, and I didn’t understand, until I heard:

Ding!

Oh, my God! I was wearing a bell on my cage! No matter where I went people would hear me!

Couldn’t there be anything more embarrassing?


PART FIVE

Everybody had left and I was calming down. Somewhat.

I had my butt plug back in, but my ass, so stimulated by hundreds of hands groping and reaming, seemed to explode in pleasure with every step I took.

“You were wonderful,” April complimented me, patting my cheek. “But now you need to wash your face, fix your make up, and clean the back yard. Oh, and I left you some clothes on your bed. I would love it if you would wear them while you’re cleaning up.”

I had nothing left in me to resist. I was rebelled out. And I hadn’t even rebelled, I had just been…loved. A hundred women telling me nice things, encouraging me, saying how beautiful I was becoming.

What was there to rebel against?

I entered the house, and was stunned when I saw my face. It was red with lipstick. Every woman had wanted to kiss me. My mouth was a red slash, my cheeks were in a constant and brilliant blush.

I used cold cream and took off all my make up, then re-applied it. And I felt different.

Before the party I had been so self aware, even nervous, about putting on make up. Now I accepted it. Now I simply put it on as a natural act. I even took a little extra time and simply enjoyed it.

I went into my room and found one of the maid outfits the sissies had been dressed in during the party. Puffy blouse, yellow short skirt with built in suspenders, a chiffon underskirt to poof it out.

I stood for a long time and stared at it.

My uniform.

I was a maid.

I had been a husband, the king of the castle, and now…now I was…reduced.

Sighing, feeling a simultaneous sense of loss and worth, I slipped on a garter belt and nylons. This was my first real clothes since this whole thing had started, and I wanted to feel them.

I put the uniform on, and my best heels, and inspected myself in the mirror.

My round ass gave the skirt extra flair. I could see my bra underneath, and…it actually looked like the fat on my chest was a set of breasts.

Not by a lot, but they did. I put a hand underneath each globe of fat and squeezed. It made my knees weak, and I felt a shiver of pleasure run from my nipples to my groin.

I lifted my dress and looked at my now caged manhood. I was in prison, and I had an alarm system attached to my weenie. With every step I took there was a little ‘ding.’ It was quite musical.

And I was so bereft of rebellion I didn’t even think about tearing it off. I walked, and listened, and it was a music to my ears. A music that I had never heard. A music that I didn’t know if I liked, but, there it was.

I came out of the hallway, click, ding, click, ding, click, ding, and there was an actual prideful strut to my steps.

April was watching a show on the television and she smiled when she saw me. “Aren’t you beautiful.”

“Thank, you,” I said. I felt like I was far away, listening from across a football field, yet I perceived with a clarity that was crystal.

“How does it feel to wear clothes?”

“Wonderful,” I answered honestly.

“Well, enjoy. Even though you have been honored, you still have a ways to go. But I thought you would like to see what the end feels like.”

“The end is I am a maid?”

“The end is that you serve.”

“Women.”

She cocked her head, not deigning to answer.

“I’ll go clean the backyard now.”

I moved off.

That was an evening I will never forget. I had trouble moving the tables, I was just not strong anymore. But by figuring out leverage, and when to roll or drag, I managed to stack them in the side yard, ready for pick up on the following day.

The chairs were easy, but walking through the grass in high heels gave the task a difficulty I didn’t expect.

And, of course, there were the plates and glasses, the table clothes and napkins. It was quite dark when I had the back yard cleaned, but I still had to wash all the dishes.

April came into the kitchen and patted my ass, which act of familiarity was so unexpected I jerked and my bell rang. She giggled and sauntered off to bed.

It took me hours to clean all the dishes by hand, to soap and rinse and dry and stack, but I did it. It was midnight when I was done. The witching hour, as my mother used to call it, the ‘wishing’ hour.

My mother. I had been so immersed in my change that I hadn’t thought of her.

What would she think, seeing her only son transforming into a sissy? She was a strong woman, very willful, would she condone my behavior? Would she…? I thought she would.

I understood something about women then. I had had some sort of epiphany, without realizing it, if that makes sense.

I saw women as a race apart. Not a rib taken from a lout, but an evolution from the hairy beasts that had sashayed out of the jungle, up from the swamps, out of the wilderness.

So funny. Man had built cities…for women.

For if what I was going through was—or would be—universal for all men, or least most of them, then women had inherited the earth.

Women were in charge.

The day of the dick was over.

Pussy was in ascension.

Pussy ruled, and not in the crude sense that men would think.

Simply, those who had vagina were now the rulers.

And then there were the second class citizens, the men who aped women. The sissies. Like me.

And then there were the men. A few saved for breeding or fun. But from some of the conversations I had overheard this afternoon breeding was going to be a thing of the past. There were other ways of producing offspring, ways that didn’t involve the willy nilly chance of men. Ways that were impervious to the crapshoot of uncontrolled rutting.

So a few men would be saved for fun, sissies would serve, and women…women would rule the planet.

No more wars. No more plagues. No more poverty. No more homelessness or crime or even cross words.

Women evolved wouldn’t allow such things. Sissies wouldn’t rebel, and men…they would be contained.

Heck, the men would probably be kept in cages, chained to the walls, their manhood confined by chastity, such as mine. Let loose only for the value of a pleasant dicking.

And would they even be allowed to cum?

Probably not.

Men would probably hang from the walls, eternally erect, and women would march down through the dungeons and select the dick they wished, and the men would be writhing, twisting, begging for release.

But the women wouldn’t allow that, for a horny man was a man controlled.

It was a new world.

And, so thinking, I held my bell so it wouldn’t ring and tip toed down the hall to my bedroom.

I awoke before mistress. I was tired, but I had duties.

I put on my bra and garter, no nylons nor dress because it had been hinted that I wouldn’t be wearing clothes past last night. At least, not for a while.

I put on my make up, picked up my heels and held my bell, and tip toed to the kitchen.

There, far enough from the bedroom that mistress wouldn’t hear my bell and be disturbed in her sleep, I slipped my high heels on and began preparing breakfast.

As I squeezed fresh OJ, and buttered bread, I caught sight of myself in the window.

Was it my imagination? Or was my waist smaller?

At any rate, it seemed that my chest was fuller. More pronounced. The fat was really getting out of control.

But why did I get fat in the pectorals and not in the waist? Something was weird here.

Anomalies notwithstanding, I fixed breakfast, put it on a tray and walked down the hallway to April’s bedroom. The clock indicated the time she liked to be woken, and I let the glory of my high heels be heard.

And, of course, the musical chime of my cock bell.

“Good morning,” I said, placing the tray on a chair.

April stirred, “Mmmm.” She stretched, and I was struck by how she was naked. With a little movement she could bring the covers down and I would see her body. Actually see it.

I pulled the drapes and kept glancing at her, hoping to see her beautiful form. Inside my cage my cock hung useless, and I wished it would get hard. At least, as hard as it could.

“Face away,” April murmured.

Dutifully, I faced the bathroom, wishing I could at least see her reflection, see her body, so lush and bountiful. The body I used to…used to…

“Okay.”

I turned around and she was in a robe. A floor length robe. Completely concealed. She walked out of the room without a word.

I picked up the tray and followed her. Sometimes she liked to eat in bed, sometimes she liked to sit on the patio and enjoy the morning. This was a patio morning.

I placed the tray in front of her and stood to one side. I caught a glimpse of her leg as the robe slipped. She noticed me noticing, smiled, and pulled her robe over her leg. “Don’t you wish you could have some of this?”

Yet she wasn’t asking, she was assessing, judging me by my response. I might be a servant, but that didn’t mean I didn’t understand things.

“Are the eggs done right?” I sidestepped.

She laughed. “Oh, you’re good.” And she ate.

It was a pleasant morning, sort of a balmy cool, very fresh, and I stood by, waiting for her to be done so I could do the dishes.

I was starting to enjoy doing the dishes. Doing dishes, and housework, and various other tasks, took my mind off of indecision. I didn’t wonder about the world, about myself, about my wife. I had prescribed duties and nothing to worry about.

“You’re going to be taking a trip today, Jeffie.”

Oh, Lord. Just when I had been noting the pleasant sameness of my life. “Oh?”

“Yes. You’re going to be spending a few days with Matthilda.’

“Why is that?” And I wanted to ask if my behavior had been okay, if I had done something to displease.

“You’re coming along well, but she wishes to accelerate your change. She also wishes to polish you.”

“Polish me?”

“That’s what she said. I’m not sure exactly what it entails, but I get the impression that it is going to be difficult for you.”

“Oh.” I was disturbed, disappointed. I didn’t know what was happening. the party had seemed to give me a sense of myself, a sense of worth, even, and now…had I failed somehow? This sense of self was being taken away from me.

“Sit down, Jeffie.”

I sat down in the chair next to hers. She placed a hand on mine.

“I know this is difficult for you. Your whole world is changing, and you are physically changing…”

I was? No, I just needed to do some exercise, take some weight reduction pills.

“Matthilda has been tasked to create a sort of an academy. In the near future men are going to be changing at a more frantic pace, they will need to be disciplined, and quickly. So Matthilda has asked if she could use you. You may feel this is unfair, even that you don’t deserve some of the things she is going to do, but you will be serving the greater good. You will be helping her decide on methods and procedures for assisting men like yourself to transform. Do you understand now?”

“I do…but it scares me.”

April sighed. “I know. It’s odd,” she was now musing, “You used to be so take charge, first one in the water, devil may care…but…” she leveled her gaze at me, “now things are different. You have evolved, and you have come into a new you, and it is your duty to make the change easier for those who come after you.”

“Okay,” I murmured. I was so confused. Yesterday I had left the confusion behind, but now I was back into it.

Yesterday I was an acknowledged sissy. Now…it was as if I was being demoted. Even though, April’s words to be true, I was simply being used to establish methods of helping men through the change to sissyhood.

April leaned forward and gripped my chin with one hand. She held me firm, making me look her in the eyes. “I want you to make me proud, Jeffie. I want you to do everything Matthilda says. Do you understand.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Then after you do the dishes I want you to take off all your clothes and go get in the trunk of the car.”

I blinked. “The trunk?”

“Matthilda wanted you to be delivered to her in the trunk. She wants you in the proper frame of mind before you even arrive at her house.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stood up to wait for her to finish, then I had a thought. “Ma’am?”

“Yes?”

“Is this…is this happening to me because…”

“Go ahead.”

“Well, if I had asked for you to…to use a dildo on me…would this be happening.”

April sat back and considered me. “You’re astute, Jeffie. In answer, No. As far as I know. But I would certainly suspect that it was a contributing factor.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She went back to her breakfast, and I returned to my solitary musings.

April wanted me to ask to be…completed. That was how she referred to the act of her pegging me. And now I was going to be facing Matthilda, and I had a feeling she was going to be after me to ask her for  my deflowerment.

But I didn’t want to. Call me old fashioned, call me willful, I just couldn’t deal with the idea of a woman fucking me.

The trunk was small, but at least it was well padded. April had placed a couple of blankets in there. I wondered if maybe she was worried about my time with Matthilda.

I climbed in, scrunched up, used a pair of golf shoes for a pillow.

I would probably never play golf again. In fact, virtually all of my manly pastimes now held no real interest for me.

What was of interest was my change, and wearing clothes, and the right way to do make up.

After a half hour I heard the kitchen door close and the sound of her high heels on the garage floor.

Suddenly the trunk opened and April peered in at me. She had a smile, but it seemed a little forced.

“April?”

She had started to close the trunk, but stopped.

“Yes?”

“What if Matthilda tells me to…to let myself get fucked by her?”

She knew what I meant. Fucked by a dildo, like a woman. the final step, according to April and what I had gleaned in listening to conversations the day previous.

She thought for a moment, a very serious expression on her face. “Jeffie, if she wants to fuck you, then that’s up to her. She’s in charge of your training, and probably your final days in change. I don’t think she’ll ask you to fuck, or make you fuck, because it’s well known that a man has to make a choice if he is going to be a real sissy. That said, if you choose to let her deflower you, that is fine with me. I’ll have plenty of time to ride you, and the most important thing now is you making the decision. So, make it or not, you’ll always be mine. Okay?”

“Yes, dear.”

She smiled at my ‘dear,’ be it a bit ruefully, then closed the trunk.

I lay in the darkness. I hadn’t realized how well sealed trunks were. I had thought, if I had thought, I would have imagined them to be merely gloomy. But this was dark and I could see nothing.

Vrooom! April started the car. She called back to me. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes!”

“Let me know if you smell any fumes, or feel sick.”

“I will.”

With that we were off.

It is strange riding in a trunk. If you’re in the passenger seat, let alone the driver’s seat, you can see things coming. You unconsciously shift your position, do things to hold your place. But in the trunk there was no foretelling which way the road curved, or when a bump was coming up, or a stop sign or another car’s brakes, or anything.

Thus, I was slid around a bit at the beginning. I braced, and protected myself, but, really, I was a victim.

We hit a bump and I bounced. I thought I heard April chuckling, and wondered if she was going to hit all the bumps in the road. just for a joke. And for a while it looked like she was, then everything smoothed out and I started to relax. Sinking into the blankets helped stop me from sliding around, and it was actually sort of soothing. Like an out of body experience.

But, the oddest thing, the only real noise I heard, over the sound of the road and the whirring tires, was my bell. The bell around my cock kept dinging and dinging, and it became the focus of my world.

I began to understand why April and the ladies of ‘The Sissy Society,’ wanted me to have no hard ons the first few days. I was able to relax and accept the extra weight on my package.

And I had a feeling, from what I had read, that the feeling of my cock trying to get hard, in the beginning, was very distracting.

So they wanted me to do this ‘change’ thing easily, without the distraction of a hard pecker.

But that made me wonder if my penis really was getting smaller. The women had spoken of a ‘super sissy,’ who retains his…her…cock. But that was supposed to be extremely rare.

Suddenly I wondered where a ‘super sissy’ would be in the hierarchy of the new civilization.

Women at the top, sissies second, men third…would a super sissy be at the top of the sissies? Or the bottom? I had a feeling she would still be considered a sissy, but would having a manly aspect lower her or elevate her in the eyes of women?

The road suddenly changed. It became smooth, no bumps whatsoever, and the sound of tires stopped being a whir and became a hiss. A whisper. We weren’t on city roads, we were on a driveway, and I perked up, listened, but I couldn’t hear anything.

Then the car stopped. I could hear the motor popping as it started the cooling process. The driver’s door opened and closed, and I heard the sound of April’s footsteps. Then I heard another set of heels, this one approaching the car from the passenger side. I followed the clicking, and figured the car must be twenty yards from the front of the house, or garage, or whatever. Then I wondered if there was even a structure there. For all I knew the car cold be parked next to a teepee.

“April!” It was Matthilda’s voice.

“Matthilda.”

A moment when nothing happened, and I could imagine them air kissing.

“How was the drive out?”

“It was wonderful. You really are out in the boonies.”

“No nosy neighbors to interfere with our work. How’s Jeffie?”

“He’s fine. He’s in the trunk.”

A tapping on the lid of the trunk. “Hi, Jeffie!”

“Hello,” I answered.

I could hear Matthilda chuckling. Then, “You know, I really wanted to congratulate you on your progress. She was wonderful yesterday.”

“Thank you.”

“However, unofficially, you did make a few mistakes.”

“I know. It’s just so difficult.”

“He’s your husband, was your husband, now he’s your sissy, I understand. As he changes so do you, and you have to adjust. This is why we are setting up centers like this. We can take men in, help them through their metamorphosis, and give them back to you fully changed and in control of themselves.”

“I know. But, could you tell me exactly where I made my mistakes?”

“Well, the first was being too easy on him. Speaking truthfully, if you had spanked him every day, even multiple times a day, he would probably be through the change by now.”

“Oh,” I could hear the discouragement in my wife’s voice.

“Don’t take it personal, dear. We are all new to this. Honestly, you made less mistakes than I did when Tammy started to change. And, again to be honest, some of the mistakes you make will help us train women so there will eventually be no mistakes.”

“When do you think the world is going to change? When are men going to start changing en masse?”

“That’s a tricky one. We have studied this problem intensively, and we can’t be sure. Do you know what ‘herd immunity’ is?

“It’s when enough people have had a sickness that the herd, as a whole, develops immunity.”

“Exactly. Well, think of that in reverse. Right now a man here, a man there, it’s all spread out. Although cross dressers, transvestites, and that sort seem prone to changing first. A predisposition of their personality, I suppose. Anyway, when enough men have changed, then the herd will pick up on that, and just like the herd achieves an immunity, then the herd will begin to change. And that is going to be something.

“Can you imagine millions and millions of men all changing at the same time? There are going to be riots in the streets, straight men who have never had a desire to wear mommy’s shoes will suddenly be scampering for bras. Everybody will be assuming it is a new disease, and searching for cures. There will be vigilante groups marching in the streets. Even some women will pick up hatchets and do the John Wayne Bobbit, or worse.”

“It all sounds so awful, yet…is there nothing that we can do?”

“The wheels of change have been set in motion, and we are doing all we can to prepare for The Great Sissy Awakening. And you are a part of it. You have contributed. And even Jeffie has offered us invaluable information. And he’s going to be crucial in the setting up of future ‘Changing Farms.’”

“Wow. Even though I had an idea…this is so big!”

“Yes, it is. Shall we open the trunk now?”

The trunk lifted slightly, then popped all the way open. I blinked, and crawled out. April and Matthilda watched me. April with a worried expression, Matthilda with a smirky look.

“Good morning, Jeffie.”

“Good morning, ma’am.”

“Are you ready for your sissy boot camp?”

Boot camp? I had been through one of those, the mere reference made me blink. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Go into the house, explore the top levels, then find the basement. Choose a room. Then come find me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I looked at April. I wanted her to hug me, I wanted some reassurance from her, but she merely watched me with level eyes and waited for me to leave. Slump shouldered, I did.

The house was huge. It was three stories, modern, with patios on the second and third levels, lots of glass, stone pillars. It was like a modern office building, but more imposing.

Inside the house the foyer was as big as my living room. Correction, April’s living room.

The floor was rough tile, the grain alternated and the lines set catty corner. The ceiling was wood planks. I figure they had to be glulams because they were so long, and because there were no knotholes in them.

The foyer opened up on a monster main room. Thick, green carpet, like a lawn, two fireplaces, one at each side, and across the fifty yard line sliding doors that were ten feet tall and eight feet wide. Sixteen feet wide in total. You could easily drive a tractor into the room.

I wandered a bit in awe, staring at the high ceilings, playing with the light switches. This place had to have been built by a person twice the size of a normal human. Even the hallways were tall, twelve feet, and wide, eight feet.

Matthilda had said to explore, so I did. I found a stairway and climbed upwards. The steps were two feet wide and a foot up. I had a choice. Lift my feet laboriously, or do it like a soldier, sprint up the steps with big strides.

Again, I wondered if the house had been designed by a giant. Normal steps follow a 7/11 rule. 7 3/4s up and a minimum of 10 inches for the tread.

The second level was no big deal. Lots of rooms, normal size rooms, down the length of the hallway. The hallway was big, but the doors and rooms were regular. All the rooms looked like bedrooms.

Up to the third level, and this one was different.

The rooms were all large-sized, big doorways, and in some of them the furniture was over-sized. Super big couch. Super large bed. The largest big screen TV I had ever seen. Not a projector, a screen, and it took up one whole giant sized wall.

Midway down the hallway I heard noises, and they resolved to voices. The  doorways and rooms were still large, everything on this level was large, but the women in the rooms were normal sized. And they worked on normal computers. Except for one room which seemed to have a monster monitor.

“Hey! Who are you?”

I froze. I had tried to creep by, but I had been seen.

“Come in here.” The woman was tall, maybe six and a half feet tall, and she was naked. I was to discover that even among women there were differences. There were women, and then there were vary large women. And where the normal women didn’t like sissies to see their flesh, the large women reveled in being seen.

I entered the room like a shrinking flower. I shivered. I wasn’t used to attention, and these women all seemed so sure of themselves. And most of them were of the tall variety, and even more sure of themselves than the normal sized women.

“I’m Jeff.”

“Jeff, eh? What are you doing up here?”

The woman was dressed. I was not. And I became very aware of the way the bell on my cock cage tinkled.

“Matthilda told me to explore.”

“She did, eh? Turn around.”

I turned, and she inspected my ass, my waist, my growing hair.

“Well, you’re certainly developing. From here on out you won’t come up here. Not unless you are expressly instructed, and even then you’d better be careful.”

I nodded, frightened by her attitude.

“Okay, finish exploring and get gone.”

I blurted, “What do you do up here?”

She stared at me, and for a second I thought she was going to yell, but the woman next to her chuckled, then she chuckled.

“Okay, I guess you’re going to get the works, so why not. This is the computer room. We stay in touch with Stepforth Valley. We are one of the communication centers for the new world. We oversee House of Chimera operations, we’re going to be linking the various Sissy Centers, what you probably know as the Changing Farms, like this one. We are in direct contact with Womanland. Silithia herself stays here frequently. Does that answer a few questions for you?”

It answered questions, but it gave me more questions. I didn’t know who this Silithia was. i had heard her referred to at my ‘coming out’ party, but…I didn’t understand.

I nodded.

“Excellent. I’m sure Matthilda is impatiently awaiting you somewhere, so off you go.”

I took the hint and crept out of the room. I heard giggles behind me, and knew they were laughing at me. but that was okay. As a second class citizen maybe I needed to be laughed at.

I headed off in search of the basement.

The basement was a dungeon. A huge room that reached the whole length and width of the house. Around the sides of the room were small rooms, more like cells, all normal sized..

Inside the rooms were normal beds. Writing tables. Dressers, and even stand up closets.

At the end of the room the small rooms became actual cells. With locking bars and little sliding doors face high in the regular doors. Inside these rooms the furniture was a metal bed, bolted to the floor, and a toilet. No sink. At the back of the cells were little windows that looked out on the grounds. But it looked like these windows could be closed, and the flaps were hard, metal.

The big room was built somewhat like a gymnasium, with two rows of odd furniture.

One row was stocks. Pillories, like the one I had built. The next row was of weird horses. They were padded and had little platforms on the legs. I could tell that people were supposed to kneel and rest their elbows on the platforms, and straps would keep them secured.

At this, of course, my heart started to pound.

I circled the room, came to the end, and entered a wide hallway. At the end of the hallway, which was only as long as a cell, was another room. Again, super sized, but with rows of normal chairs. Well, almost normal. The chairs had straps on them, and poles with round bands at the top. At the front of the room was a poster.

The poster was of one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. The dimensions of the woman were sized to meet the dimensions of the room, and of the house. Eight feet tall, yet stacked, round hips, and high heels. Her breasts were monstrous.

If a perfect woman was 36 by 24 by 36, this one was 48 by 36 by 48. Or larger.

Man, what a blow up. What a—

“I told you to explore, not to dillydally.

I spun around. Matthilda was standing at the far end of the basement, and she didn’t look happy.


PART SIX

“I’m sorry. This place is so big.”

She was striding towards me, she looked so large, and I found myself backing up. I backed into the room with the big picture on the far wall.

She entered the room. “Sit down.  The chair in the front.”

I sat down in one of the weird chairs with the poles rising up from the back and a band on it.

Matthilda pushed my head back and slipped the band over the top of it. She then began tightening straps over my forearms, fastening them to the arms of the chairs. Finally, my feet to the front legs, and a strap around my chest. I was secured. I couldn’t wiggle enough to escape the band around my forehead.

Finished, Matthilda stood in front of me, hands on her hips, her breasts thrusting out. I had noticed that she was stacked, but with her standing over me, and me secured, it seemed like she was even larger.

“Jeffie, you’ve been a bad boy.”

“I have? But…what did I do?”

“You were a man.”

That, for some reason confused me.

“But…”

“And now, making the most important change in your life, you are lallygagging. You are taking your time. We have a world to run, and not a lot of time to be wasted on recalcitrant sissies.”

There wasn’t much I could say to that.

“Have you ever heard the saying, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child?”

“Yes.”

“Here it is ‘spare the rod and spoil the sissy.’ You see, when a man starts changing into a sissy there must be ab accompanying mental adjustment. This is a decision you must make, As long as you don’t make the decision, the change is slow. There is no incentive, you take your own sweet time, and others will pay the price for you being slow.”

“I don’t understand what—“

She leaned down and placed a finger on my lips. “Don’t speak, don’t ask questions, just accept your lot in life. Do you understand?”

She took her finger away and I nodded.

“The sooner you accept that you are a sissy, and not just a sissy, but a new sissy in a new world, the easier your life will be.

“The sooner you ask to be fucked, like a real woman, the sooner you will accept your situation and come to embrace it.

“To help you reach the right frame of mind I will be spanking you, and doing various other things to you. I don’t do these things out of meanness, but because you honestly need to be encouraged to reach a decision. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Very well. You will be sleeping down here. Since you were slow and didn’t pick a room out, I will pick for you. You will take room 50. It is directly to the left when you exit this room. Furthermore, I will be measuring you daily. You will learn how to do your own make up, I know April started teaching you, but you are going to have to be responsible for yourself. This includes fingernails and toenails.

“Your penis will begin getting harder tomorrow, at about the same time of day as when April gave you the pill. I will be giving you more pills, and these are, like the spankings, designed to encourage your body to complete the change.

“You will receive lessons on comporting yourself, manners, and all the other things you will need to serve in the new world. Do you understand?”

She was so no nonsense that I was actually a little frightened. I mean, she just kept boring in with her speech, not allowing me any time to object or think or anything!

“Yes.” My voice quivered a bit and she gave a hard smile.

“Excellent. I don’t suppose you would like to be deflowered right now? Help get this show on the road?”

I shook my head. It was odd. I had had things up my butt. I had a butt plug inside me as we spoke, but the idea of…of bending over…of being taken, there was something about that that just frightened me.

“Excellent. Now, remember, the sooner you get with the program, the sooner you will return home.”

My voice sounded small and frightened when I said, “Okay.”

Matthilda moved behind me, the lights went out, and my first training session began.

“Hello, my wonderful sissies.”

It was the big picture on the back wall! It was actually a TV screen. No! It was a hologram! The giant woman on the back wall actually stepped out of the flatness of the wall and stood before me. Really towered over me.

“My name is Silithia, and you will be surprised to learn that I am actually this tall.” She smiled, and it was a gorgeous smile. Even though she was comprised of tricks of light, she exuded a feeling.

“I wasn’t always this tall. Once, a couple of hundred years ago, I was small, a midget. Or, as some people like to say…a small person.

“Through some mysterious process that, truth, even I don’t understand, I began to evolve. It was…is…an evolution much like you are going through. But I was evolving into a perfect woman. You, on the other hand, will be evolving into a perfect sissy.

“This is a natural progression of mankind. As a moth becomes a butterfly, a man becomes a sissy. And a sissy has the potential to become a woman.

The hologram known as Silithia moved back and forth as she spoke, yet her eyes always seemed to be on me. At least her words were delivered in such personal fashion that I thought she was always speaking directly to me.

“Having made the wonderful decision to change yourself, you will learn that…”

Silithia kept talking, and I was mesmerized.

Yet I was aware that I was unable to move my head, to look away. I moved my head a little, but it did no good. And Matthilda slapped the back of my head for my unauthorized attempt at motion.

“Pay attention!”

I didn’t struggle again. At least, not that day. On later days, with lecturers other than Silithia, and not so pleasant as Silithia, I would struggle, and would receive the same slap to the back of my head.

The lecture went on for some time, and when it was ended I was actually a bit sad. I wanted to know more about this wondrous creature who claimed to evolve. If she was truly the evolution of womankind, then there was light at the end of the tunnel. On a planet filled with war and disease and disasters of all types…there was hope.

“Okay,” Matthilda said, taking the band off my head and loosening my straps. “It’s time for lunch.” She lifted one of my arms and helped me to stand. I had been sitting for a couple of hours, and my butt was a little sore, especially with the butt plug in it.

“Can I take my butt plug out?” I asked, in what was to turn out to be a moment of insanity.

“Oh, let me.” She grabbed my plug and lifted me. My asshole was pointing downward, she kept the plug pointing upward, and there was no way I could slip off it. I yelped and went up on my tip toes.

“Ow…ow…ow!”

Every step was a torment and I pranced along beside her.

“Ow…please…stop…ow!”

“A sissy must ALWAYS be plugged. You should know that by now.
“Ow…ow!” Tears streamed down my face, but she kept going, lecturing me on how to be a good sissy. Finally, she let go and I collapsed all the way to the floor. Tears streaming from my face like endless rain, I looked up at Matthilda.

I wasn’t mad, the manly act of getting all angry had apparently gone with the wind. I was a bit reproachful, but more worried that she would do something else if I complained.

She towered over me, a half smile on her face, her hands on her hips. “You simply must try harder.”

“I will,” I sobbed. “I will!”

“Will or won’t, your lunch is in that chute at exactly 12 noon.” She pointed at a panel in the wall. I was a little turned around, but I figured the chute led down from the large kitchen I had observed upstairs.

There was no clock.

I was afraid to ask, but risked it, “I don’t know what time it is.”

“It is near twelve o’clock. You may sit down and wait, if you wish, or you may stand. I’ll be back at one.”

She turned and walked away. Her heels tapping fiercely, her shoulders back proudly.

I sniffed and wiped my cheeks and was afraid of what crying might have done to my make up.

I waited, standing, there was no way I was going to sit down on my poor ass, and watched the chute.

Minutes ticked by. I wish I knew what time it was. I started crying a little bit again, but managed to stifle myself. It wasn’t doing me any good to keep crying. Though, to be honest, when there was no immediate pain involved, it felt good to cry, like that was the right way for a sissy to express herself.

More minutes passed. I tried counting seconds, and grew bored. Sissies apparently didn’t have a lot of patience, unless they were serving, which meant cleaning a house or something.

More minutes, and I sighed. I wondered if Matthilda had just told me it was near twelve o’clock to test me. Or maybe to punish me.

DUNK! And the panel slid upwards. I rushed to the chute and took out…a sack.

A paper bag.

A lunch bag.

And it didn’t feel too heavy.

I opened it up and looked inside. A single sandwich. Peanut butter and jelly. And there wasn’t a lot of jelly. just enough to make me to taste and wish for more.

And a bottle of water.

I leaned against a wall, I didn’t think my ass was ever going to be good for sitting on again, and ate my PBJ. The bread was a bit stale and the peanut butter stuck to my mouth. The water was warm.

Still, it was food.

Then I realized something interesting? Why was I eating? I wasn’t really hungry. I think that is the point where I started to realize that a sissy dos not go by normal schedules. She doesn’t eat at a regular time. She works while others are eating, and gets food when she can.

But…even with that realization, I realized I just wasn’t that hungry.

What was wrong with me? My waist was getting smaller, I needed to eat to keep myself filled, to keep my belly full!

Finished with the sandwich, I took a last look into the bag, hoping that I had missed a cookie or something. It wasn’t that I was hungry, it was that I wanted something better than a day old PBJ.

Inside the sack was a little vial. A vial for medicine. I opened it and out rolled a pill.

I didn’t know what the pill was for, but…I knew I was supposed to eat it.

It made me nervous, but sissies do what they are told, and wasn’t the presence of the pills in the sack telling me that I should take them?

I tossed the pill down my gullet and took a sip of the water. Gah. But it was done. I was a good, little sissy.

And twelve o’clock was past by only five minutes. I had to wait until one for my next chore. What was I supposed to do for 55 minutes?

I examined each and every bedroom in the basement. There were 100 bedrooms, fifty on each side. I went through the bedrooms on one side. As I described previously, bare living quarters, though I did notice two chains hanging from the outer walls, straps on the bed, and other oddities.

I went past the lecture room with the big picture of Silithia to the other side, and imagine my surprise when I found that the bedrooms on the other side of the basement weren’t bedrooms at all. They were the same size as the regular bedrooms, but they each had machines in them.

There were rooms with machines with several paddles attached to a round flywheel on the side.

There were rooms with pumps in them. The pumps had nozzles over benches, and the benches had straps.

There were rooms with cages, rooms with Sybians, rooms with machines with long rods on the end of which were penises.

There a couple of rooms with tools in them, and these tools set me to worrying all over.

Dildos, whips, paddles, odd configurations of bars in which to entangle the hopeless sissy, butt plugs, gags of various sorts, poles standing on square platforms, and atop the poles were dildos. There was endless variety, endless shapes. It took my breath away just to see all these things.

“Jeffie!”

I ran out of the room, Mathilda was waiting for me, and she didn’t look happy.

“When lunch is over and I come down those stairs I expect you to be waiting for me. Head down. On that line. And when I clear my throat you will curtsy.”

“Curtsy?”

“Argh! Did April teach you nothing?”

She walked towards me, and I shrank back. She passed me and I figured out I was supposed to follow her. She walked to the lecture room. She sat me down, on my poor, bruised, plugged ass, put my head in the metal band, and turned off the lights.

It wasn’t Silithia this time. But it was one of the larger women. I would find out that Silithia spoke sometimes, but the major training, and that included videos, was left to the over-sized women. I think of them, in my secret mind, ‘wanna be Silithia’s.’ But I don’t think too loudly.

And while the woman giving me instruction aped Silithia’s loving manner, she didn’t exude the same love. I found myself wandering in my thoughts, and a shock ran through my fanny.

I tell ya, you have never been shocked until you have been shocked with a butt plug in you. The electricity, a low charge but quite adequate considering the amount of nerve endings in the rectum, runs through the plug and it feels like you are having a bolt of lightening thrust up your heinie.

I jumped, but the band on my head held me down. Tears streamed, and I woke up and listened to the lecture. And I tried never to wander in my thoughts again.

But, of course, I would, and would receive the same brutal reminder to pay attention.

The instruction was on how to curtsy. A long, lo-o-ong hour, at least I think it was an hour, there was no real way to tell, on the precise way to put the leg back, to bend the knee. The angle of the tilt of the neck, the direction the eyes should take during the dip. Everything.

Finally, the movie ended. Matthilda released me from the lecture chair and led me out to the big room. She faced me. “You won’t get to have another film until this evening, so we might just as well begin you on your official training regimen.

I raised my hand.

Matthilda frowned, but she nodded. “Yes?”

“If I could ask, there was a pill I took, and—“

“And you want to know what is in it. A cocktail of hormones. You have been much too slow in your development, this, along with spankings and other methods, will help quicken the process. Really, Jeffie, I would think that you would be eager to complete this phase of your metamorphosis.”

“Just…yes, ma’am.” Safer to acquiesce.

“Now then, as I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted…” she glared at me, “there will be more students. They will arrive this afternoon. You will shortly have some girlfriends.”

“Pardon me?” I raised my hand.

Matthilda sighed, “Yes?”

“Will these other students be…like me?”

“Yes. They will be men who have given up their manhood, but haven’t quite figured out how to complete their transition. Wannabe sissies, is what they are. Is there anything else?” her last words were a warning for me to stop interrupting.

“No, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Then let’s measure you, and put you on a machine.”

She took out a tape measure and began recording the statistics of my body. How long my limbs were. How big my balls. How wide my smile. How thick my neck. She measured my feet, my hands, the distance between my asshole and the base of my penis…she measured everything.  Well, everything but my cock. It was caged and those measurements weren’t about to change. And she stated that measurement loudly, as if for my benefit as well as hers, and recorded everything in a chart on a clipboard.

It actually felt good, and in the coming days I would look forward to these moments of being physically assessed. It was, if nothing else, a moment when I wasn’t in a lecture chair or strapped to a machine.

Finally, however, all good things must come to an end, Matthilda stopped measuring and led me to a room on the other side of the big room. It was one of the rooms with a water machine in it.

“What is this?”

She didn’t answer me. I guess I had used up my questions.

“Lay down here,” I did so, “Put your hands here,” I did and straps were attached, and she buckled my body into place tightly. When she was done I couldn’t move. Not at all.

“Very good,” she murmured, then she moved nozzles into place above my nipples.

“You really have been slow in developing.”

“But people tell me I’m going to big,” I protested.

“Of course, and you will be, but you are taking your time getting there. This machine will stimulate you in the proper manner, and encourage breast growth.” She turned the machine on.

Small jets of water struck my nipples. In spite of watching her set up the machine, I didn’t expect this, and I was confused. It must have showed on my face because Matthilda started laughing.

Every three seconds a half second of water squirted directly onto my nipples. My nipples had started to become sensitive over the last few days, and at first it hurt.

Then it felt good.

Then it hurt.

Sometimes it would feel really good, almost like I was on the edge of an orgasm. I would twitch and writhe with the pleasure.

Then the overload would start and I would feel like my nipples were exploding. Pain. And again I would twitch and writhe.

Matthilda watched for a couple of minutes, then made sure a camera, it was up in the corner of the room, was focused on me. Somebody was going to be watching my alterations between pain and pleasure. Then she left the room. No word, no ‘see you in an hour,’ nothing.

I was left all alone in this bizarre Chinese water torture.

I’m sure you know what the Chinese water torture is. You are tied down and a drop of water strikes the center of your forehead, once every three seconds. At first it is laughable, then it is irritating, then the mind starts to blow up, the drop becomes excruciating pain. Not a mark on you, yet…you are driven insane.

This was like that. But jets instead drops. My nipples instead of my forehead.

After a few minutes I started saying, ‘Oh, fuck,’ in time to the jets. A little while after that I was whimpering. Still, the water squirted right on my nipple, made it erect, and it became super sensitive.

“Oh, please…” I called to nobody, my body trying to twist out of the grips of this bizarre torture, but unable to. “Please!”

Nobody was out there. Nobody could hear me. And even if there was…nobody would help me. All the women in this place were behind this torment.

I arched my back, pressing against the restraints. SST…SST…SST, went the jets. I sagged, trying to get away. SST…SST…SST.

I pulled with my arms, all my might, but even if I had my old male strength there was no way I was going to pull free. SST…SST…SST.

I began to yell, you plead, but the only thing I heard back was the echo of my voice. SST…SST…SST.

SST…SST…SST.

SST…SST…SST.

I probably went insane several times over during that afternoon. But even insanity did me no good. Insanity would not stop the SST…SST…SST. So I returned to sanity. There had to be a way out!

But there wasn’t.

I don’t know how long I was there, several hours, at least, but finally Matthilda came for me.

She was humming as she turned off the water machine. She marked on a clipboard and sang a snatch of a tune. Sounded like Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer.

I don’t know. I was unable to think. I was barely able to perceive. I just lay there while my restraints were unfastened.

“You may go wait for your dinner.”

I didn’t move. She ‘humphed,’ and left the room.

I didn’t move. My chest felt…expanded. All the pain had ballooned up inside of me. All the pleasure swelling in my pecs.

If I had pecs. I felt my chest and expected it to be worn away, like a rock under a stream. But, if anything, my pecs felt bigger. And softer. They felt like, I dare say it, they felt like real boobs.

I raised my head and looked at my chest.

Tits. No denying. Not big, but no longer just swellings. I wondered how big they would get.

I struggled and managed to get off the bench. I stood up, and I almost fell. I was dazed, staggering, as I walked to the door and into the big room.

My body, with me barely aboard, staggered towards the lunch chute. I walked like a drunken sailor, weaving this way and that. I felt like a sail that was filling and spilling, one way then the other.

I became aware that there were other people in the room. Later I would count six. And I made seven.

Seven men halfway to sissy.

Though, to be honest, I felt like I was all the way.

The size of my boobs, however, indicated otherwise. They weren’t big yet. I had a ways to go.

And a decision to make.

Yet, in spite of the torture of the afternoon I didn’t want to make that decision.

I think, this may be afterthought, that I knew inside that I needed to be tormented to the breaking point. I had to experience the complete range of emotions that a sissy to be has to feel.

Well, no matter. At that point I merely tottered and floundered and walked to the chute and stared at it. I still couldn’t sit, my butt plug was large in me, and I was weaving, but I had been given an order. Go wait for your dinner. That simple suggestion, given so softly, guided my world. It was the hope at the end of the tunnel. It was the string I had to hang on to, lest I fall a thousand feet to the bottom of the cliff.

The other sissies watched me. Their mouths hung open as they tracked my weaving path. They were all naked and in high heels, like me. They had on make up, and their bodies…their bodies were sort of…half and half. Thin waists, but they looked like they should have been larger. Swelling pectorals on their chests. Rounding hips.

And their lips were large and plump. Like mine. And coated with lipstick. Most of them red lipstick, but there were a couple of pink, and one with just gloss.

One of them came up to where I was standing and watching the chute.

“My God, man. What did they do to you? We’ve been listening to you for hours! They forbid us to look into the room, but…what did they do to you?”

I simply turned and put my head against him and started to sob.

He was confused, this wasn’t manly, and he, and the others, still thought of themselves as men, but he managed to put an arm around my shoulder.

I cried harder.

“It’s okay,” he muttered. Being put in the roll of nurturer was alien to him. “It’s okay.”

I cried harder. And I cried for him. He thought he was a man. He didn’t understand, just as I hadn’t understood. So I cried for me and him and all the men in the room and even in the whole world. I cried because nobody understood. It was going to happen, it was happening, and there was no way out. All a girl could do was accept it.

And I wished I could accept it, but there was still a piece of me that wouldn’t, that refused. A part that held on to the idea of me as a man.

Dunk!

I let go of him, turned like an automaton, and walked to the dinner panel. He and the other men, sissies, watched me. I lifted the panel and took out my lunch. I walked past everybody, sobbing, tears obliterating my vision, and headed for a horse at the other end of the room. I was sore, my butt hurt, but I had had enough. I had to accept the pain, so I sat on the horse and opened the little sack. My butt pain flared, then receded. i had to try harder.

Behind me, the men went to the chute and began taking out their sacks.

Inside each of the sacks was a single sandwich, this time thick white bread, stale, and seven Vienna sausages. And a bottle of warm water. And a pill.

I took the pill first.

After dinner I was calm enough to introduce myself to the others. Skip, Johnny (though he was called Jammie), Eric, Linda, Bob and Roman.

As we were all naked, and a couple of them, and myself, showed evidence of breast growth, our conversation went rather quickly into why we were here. All but one of us were crossdressers. Oddly, only three of us had entertained the desire to be a woman. Five of us were married, two not. We were all well to do, made good money, and were respected.

All of us were obviously in chastity, though we did have a variety of tubes on, and one girl had a full metal belt on.

And there it stopped.

Except for a love of various sports, a few college stories, and deep confusion.

I told them what I knew about this place, this ‘Changing Farm,’ as little as it was. I outlined what I had been told, that women were evolving, becoming larger, and that men were evolving and becoming…almost women.

And that there would be a few men left over for breeding or…or fun.

That was about all the time I had, then I saw Matthilda coming down the stairs. Three of the large women were behind her. The women were all about six foot six, taller than Matthilda, but Matthilda was the boss.

“Come on,” I blurted, and I stood up and ran for the line where we were supposed to be waiting for the large ladies.

They followed me, slowly, but Matthilda didn’t seem to mind that they were tardy. She doubtless understood that they were still figuring things out, and that they needed more instruction.

We stood in a line and waited, and I noticed that the guys were trembling as much as I was.

“Okay, time for measuring. Sit down where you are and wait.”

The large women took out tapes and began measuring all our body parts. Length of nose, width of mouth. A few strokes and length of the hard. Two of the other men were wearing chastity, so they didn’t get their dicks measured.

Length of legs, which was odd, because the length of someone’s leg was going to be the same. People didn’t lose length in their legs like they would lose weight in the guts. But they measured them anyway. And they measured elbow to fingertips, the distance around chests and waists.

The woman measuring me patted my tit and said, “Nice.” Made me feel weird, but not necessarily in a bad way.

And, finally, the measuring was done. Matthilda turned to her helpers and said, “Thank you ladies.” The other women left, and Matthilda turned to us.

“That is the lecture room down there. Go have a seat.”

We turned and scampered, little bunnies, and she followed us. Her heels clicking sounded like the stomp of a woodsman coming for the bunnies.

Matthilda secured us all in the front row, then stepped back, turned off the lights and turned on the hologram. It was Silithia. the same lecture I had received earlier. We would listen to our introduction often, and we all enjoyed it, we loved the ambience Silithia brought to us Even in hologram she exuded a love beyond what we had ever experienced.

In fact, I found that this one lecture, in spite of having wandered in my thoughts earlier, I didn’t need to worry about drifting off and having errant thoughts.

A few of the others did experience a shock, but over the coming days, during this one lecture, we almost never received correction. But the other lectures we were receiving butt zaps constantly.

But, then there was so much to learn it was hard to keep up.

On the screen: “My name is Silithia, and you will be surprised to learn that I am actually this tall.”


PART SEVEN

After the lecture there was, surprisingly, a question and answer period. Though, to be honest, this often turned into Matthilda, or whoever was in charge, asking us why we were so slow in making our decisions.

Still, it was better than being hooked to a machine. After the Q & A period we were allowed free time. By then it was probably about seven o’clock in the evening. Lights out at nine.

So what were we supposed to do with our free time? Read, chat, wander around the limited space of the basement.

We were surprised, when we went into our individual rooms, to find somebody had placed fashion magazines and even paperbacks on our little writing tables. There were also pens and spiral ring notebooks. These, we would find out the very next day, were for writing down our sissy thoughts. Though, that first night, we got into a paper airplane contest. Oh, we had fun, romping through the basement and seeing how far we could fly ur planes, or what of loop the loops we could do.

The real glory, though was in the paperbacks. These were mostly written by Grace Mansfield or Alyce Thorndyke, though there were a few other authors.

In my room I found a copy of ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman.’ You can imagine my fascination to discover that somebody had already written about the things that I was going through.

The fellow in the room next to me, Jammie, had a book called ‘The Sissy Ride, which turned out to be an amazingly hilarious saga of a fellow caught in a sissy trap. Day by day he is manipulated, tricked, and transformed further and further. He really ends up taking a real ‘sissy ride.’

Oddly, and fortunately, there were a couple of histories in the mix of books we had. I read of how Silithia came to be in the book of her own name, ‘Silithia.’ And whenever one of us read ‘Womanland’ everybody would get into a big coffee klatch, without the coffee, of course, about whether such a place could exist, and whether the things in the book had really happened.

I said they could because of what the one big girl upstairs had told me on that first day, that they were in direct contact with Womanland. Still, the story was so incredible some of the girls doubted.

Finally, Roman was getting in a hissy fit, insisting that Womanland was a figment, and we brought it up with Matthilda at a Q & A.

Matthilda sat for a long moment and just considered us. Her lips were pursed, her eyes narrowed, and she was obviously considering how much she could tel us. Finally, she dropped a big hint.

She said, “You have absolutely no idea of what Silithia has suffered, and it is all for you. If this world has a chance of surviving, it is because of Silithia, what was done to her, and her discoveries of…” She stopped talking.

“Wait a minute!” I yelped, and several of the other girls protested right behind me. “What did Silithia discover?”

“It’s in the book.”

We were all silent. Matthilda started to rise, and we knew the session was over. And we all realized that something was slipping through our fingers.

Roman blurted, “You’re talking about her Sexual Yoga!”

Matthilda stopped moving, again the long thought, and finally she blessed us.

“Watch this.” She began to bend forward, slowly, and she kept bending until her palms were flat on the floor. “Do three Kegels.” We could see her hips make small motions, and it was obvious she was tightening up her pussy muscles. Then she started to rise, slowly, like liquid, her eyes in a far away gaze. She straightened up, then bent backwards, all the way, until her palms were again flat on the floor.

“This is a half circle,” and her body did look like a half circle, bent back the way it was, and she again began doing what looked like kegels. Tightening her pussy, her innards, her womanhood.

Then she straightened up. She stood, smiling, obviously relaxed by her exercise. “The trick is to have sex while you’re in this position. That is why we are saving certain alphas for sexual services. They will be trained to help us orgasm in contortion, the result will be a sexual washing of the soul, and the mind and body and spirit start to expand. To truly expand.”

“Can we do that?”

She sighed. It was obvious she was having all sorts of second thoughts. “I’ll have to check on whether that could be included in your program. It is a little advanced and, after all, none of you has made a decision.”

That sobered us. I even wondered if what Matthilda had told us was some sort of set up, a teaser, a way to encourage us to accept anal sex.

“Okay, girls. I’m done. Lights out at ten tonight.”

We cheered at the extra hour of being able to read and relax. Even though we had read our small collection of books over and over, they were worth reading again.

And, by that time we had learned to do our nails and make up, and most of us wanted the extra time to practice.

But, I get ahead of myself. Our conversation with Matthilda over Sexual Yoga came a week into our training. On that first night we didn’t know each other well, we talked uneasily, we were unsure of ourselves, and I went to sleep when the lights went out. No after hours sneaking into each others rooms and talking, or (blush, blush) cuddling.

And I awoke on the next day to a tremendous pain in my groin.

I sat up and grabbed my package and realized what had happened. I jumped to the toilet and sat down and peed. My dick was working again, and I had morning wood.

“How’s it going, Jeffie?”

“All right.”

Matthilda was smirking. “And how’s your peewee?” She never referred to my, or any of the girls’ cocks, as cocks. Or pricks, or dicks or even penises. She always called them peewees, or sissy clits. the closest she ever came to calling our little members cocks was ‘peenys.’

“It’s okay.” My face looked unhappy.

“Woke up, didn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, we’ll put you on the water today. That should help.”

The water. The water machine that had grown my tits. But what was it going to do? It couldn’t grow my dick! the chastity tube would stop that.

Well, all I could do was wonder.

Matthilda lined us up and had us do some simple exercises, yoga, downward dog, upward dog, that sort of thing, but never with any sexual connotation. Apparently the request was going up lines to Silithia herself.

We ate breakfast, a hard boiled egg, without salt. A banana. Water.

Meals tended to always be the same, and we quickly tired of the sparse fare. Still, we were hungry, so we gobbled.

Then it was instruction, a video, or a hologram, and we would learn about how a sissy should conduct herself. We learned about make up. We learned about the work we would be expected to do when we graduated, which was mostly housework, maybe some kind of light factory position, or perhaps a sales position in a department store.

After lessons, on the day my dick woke up, I was taken to the water room.

I was faint, just walking into that infernal chamber, but the large woman in charge of me brooked no nonsense. I was strapped to the bench and fastened down. The odd thing, though, was that I was laying with my body pointed in a different direction than what it had been the previous day. The water nozzles didn’t point at my nipples, they pointed at my groin.

Oh, I was scared, and I had reason to be. The woman pointed the nozzles at my balls, turned them on, made sure the camera was working, and walked out.

Jets of water on my nipples had caused a mix of pain and pleasure, but the jets of water on my balls were nothing but pain.

SST…SST…SST. I tried to curl up, to move my thighs and remove my testicles form the jets of water, but I was fastened too securely.

SST…SST…SST. I began yelling for help. At first my voice was strong, and panic was setting in. But when nobody came I was reduced to whimpers.

SST…SST…SST. And crying. I cried and cried, and the ultimate Chinese torture applied to my balls, I began to scream.

SST…SST…SST. I screamed and I screamed, but nobody came, nobody cared.

Midway through the morning I was exhausted, my throat was hoarse, my screams dwindled to crackly yelps, and I heard other girls screaming.

Other girls were on machines like mine, or on the spanking machines, or otherwise impacted.

When I was finally released and told to go wait for breakfast I was a mind blasted mess. I couldn’t walk, I actually crawled, and held my testicles. And when I left the water room and entered the big room I saw the other girls in similar straits. They crawled, or staggered. I managed to teeter to my feet, by holding onto one of the horses in the big room and pulling and pushing, and then I managed to walk, if you could call it that, to the lunch panel. I stood with the other girls, silent, subdued, all of us sniffling or crying outright, and waited for lunch.

Lunch. A PBJ and warm water. Gah. Yet we ate. In truth, though our appetites were subdued, and the fare lacking, I think we needed the sustenance. And our poor, abused, starving bodies agreed. So we stuffed the stale fare down our throats, tried to swallow the peanut butter, and were grateful for the smattering of jelly.

In the afternoon, after lectures, I was put on a spanking machine. Actually, the spanking machines weren’t as bad as the water torture. Later I would find out the reason: the  water was designed to change our bodies, the spankings weren’t, the spankings, I would eventually surmise, were strictly for the purpose of encouraging us to make the decision.

So I laid on a bench and the flywheel spun and the paddles smacked my ass. And it hurt, but the paddles weren’t set up to do any real damage, so when I received a spanking on one of the machines I was able to walk afterwards. I was sore, and I needed cream on my butt, but I wasn’t…impaired.

Impaired like the water machine impaired.

So the days went by, and we learned things that all sissies should know, how to eat pussy, how to arrange place settings at a dinner function, how to knit.

And we were tormented by water and paddle.

And our only source of relief were the Grace Mansfield books we were allowed to read.

And we ate our miserable meals and put on our make up and did limited yoga—the sexual aspect was still being considered—and put on our nails and painted them, and dreamed of getting out.

But none of us were willing to bend over for the ladies of the house.

And, there was no real pressure that we should. The large women were totally content that we take our time. It seemed odd, considering the occasional remark about our making a ‘decision,’ but there it was.

One thing, in this daily method of madness, however, was stunning.

We were changing shapes. Our waists were getting thinner, which, considering our diet, was understandable. But our chests were growing bigger. And though we often talked about it, none of us were concerned. It was like we accepted larger pectoral muscles as normal. We were taking pills, the water machines were causing reactions, and we accepted that.

But when the measurements were taken one day and my legs were shorter by two centimeters, we were all sobered.

Romie—who was once Roman but had started to be called by the more feminine ‘Romie’—lost a foot size. She had gone from a size twelve to a size eleven. And it wold shrink more.

Skippy’s whole body shrunk an inch.

And so on.

All of us were changing in ways that shouldn’t have changed.

Oh, yes, young men grow tall, and old men shrink a bit, but not like what was happening to us. Over the course of one week I lost three inches and 40 pounds. Some of the girls shrunk more than that.

And our hair started growing at a frantic rate. We stopped combing and began stroking our manes a hundred times a sitting.

And that just seemed to make our hair longer.

And we lost chest hair.

And what body hair we had became thin and wispy.

We were changing.

And the fat on our faces was redistributing.

I had gone through small changes at home, so small it had been easy to claim they hadn’t really happened. But with the daily measurements, recorded black on white, there was no denying. We were metamorphosing, transitioning, changing.

One day Jammie no longer wore her chastity tube. It had been removed and taken away, it was obvious why. Jammie’s penis had shrunk to a mere two inches. It was hard all the time, but that little stub was just cute, not dangerous at all.

At first Jammie was sad, but we were kept so busy, and so much was happening, that she accepted the loss of her penis and moved on.

My chest was getting large. I was measuring at a C cup now, and my chest had shrunk to 38 inches. I was more like a large boned woman with small tits, than a man.

The next week I was down to 36 inch chest and D cups. And I kept growing.

Obviously, I was issued a bra. That much weight introduced to my chest, there were concerns about my back hurting, and they gave me special exercises to strengthen my back, and any muscles necessary to hold up my bazookas.

Time passed, and I grew even bigger, but at a slower pace.

I was on the water machine every day, usually in the morning, and it was obvious that whatever the science involved, it was working.

What wasn’t working was the water machine on my penis.

The water machine made the boobs big, but it made the balls, and the dick, small. But I wasn’t getting smaller. If anything, I was getting larger. This in spite of the super hormones they were giving me and the daily water machine.

Finally, it appeared that I had reached a limit. I had started out as a six incher, but now I was up to nine inches. I had had my chastity tube changed up several times, but the pain of being restricted was…a lot.

So, at last, I was taken off the water machines. My chest was massive, and so was my dick, and my body was wasp waisted and my hair was half way down my back.

In a way, I looked like a bimbo. But when I wasn’t screaming from the pain of torture I was actually getting smarter. My thoughts were coming faster, I could figure things out quicker.

And here’s the odd thing, I still possessed male logic. while the other girls were turning a little hair-brained, I was having thoughts. Sometimes deep thoughts, about who I was and why I was and that sort of thing.

While they worried about chipping a nail, I rarely chipped one, and I was becoming quite coordinated in the finer things, like painting my nails, or trimming my hair, or just applying lipstick.

I seemed to be growing in an inner confidence.

Odd, I was still frightened whenever one of the large women spoke, but left to myself I felt a certain inner pride and confidence. I began helping the other girls, and this came to the attention of Matthilda.

One day she took me into the lecture room, sat me down, and had a heart to heart.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Jeffie?”

“Not really.”

But she took note of some small bit of reticence. She nodded. “You don’t like it, but there is a part of you that relishes it.”

“I guess,” I tried to agree, to be reasonable. I was a little worried, being taken aside like this.

“And that part is keeping you here. A method designed to help you make a decision is actually working in reverse.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I don’t mean to be difficult…I’m trying to get through the program and…”

I blathered on and she listened, and she listened closely. Later I would realize that I was the first, and the program had been set up for me in certain ways, yet I was also proving to be an anomaly. I was not making the decision, even though everything was geared to make me want to make the decision.

Finally, I ran down. I felt like crap because I had obviously disappointed her, but she smiled.

Smiled?

“It’s okay, Jeffie. You just keep going, and I’ll get back to you.”

“But I’m sorry…”

She held up a hand. “Not for lack of trying. You just seem to be a special case.”

My daily tortures were lessened. No more water tortures. My dick wasn’t shrinking, and my chest was very large. They actually stopped talking about how large I had grown, I think because they didn’t want to give the other girl’s complexes.

But the daily grind, nevertheless, was constant. I was introduced to other methods. Other torments. These were softer, but, in a way, more aggravating.

Yet they were an advance, if I could just figure them out.

I was put in a triangular set of poles, forced to sit for hours. My only company the efforts of my cock to grow hard in my chastity tube.

Another one was the standing butt plug. I stood on a square platform with a pole reaching up to my butt. On the top of the pole was a small prostate massager, and I would stand there for hours, groaning and dripping.

Erica graduated. One day we were told to gather around one of the horses outside the lecture room. Erica was brought out by two large women and placed on the horse. She was belly down on a soft cushion and her forearms and knees rested on the little platforms attached to the legs.

Suddenly we heard the click, click, clicking of heels, and we looked down the basement. Matthilda was striding towards us, and, for a change, she was naked.

Outside of ourselves, we had seen no naked women. They were all clothed, and we stared at her figure in wonder.

She was older, but she was built.  Baby, she was built. She wore a half bra, she had to have a bra because she was so big, and her hips were a bit chunky, but sexy for all of that. Just because a woman gets old doesn’t make her not sexy.

The most surprising thing, however, was the strap on she was wearing. It was eight inches, and it thrust forward like a real dick. It had veins, and the balls were big, and it looked large even being on her large frame.

“Hello, Erica.”

“Ma’am.”

Matthilda stood in front of us. She rubbed lubricant all over her cock and spoke to us. “Erica has made the decision. We have decided that you should all watch, see how painless it is, how much fun it is.”

She looked at one of the large women, who was rubbing lube into Erica’s ass. Erica was giving small moans, and her ass was lurching backwards a bit. the large woman nodded.

“Very well, release Erica.”

We thought that meant they were going to release Erica from the horse, but they simply took off her cock cage.

Her cock pointed down. It was only a couple of inches long.

Matthilda moved behind Erica and positioned herself. She turned her face to us. “Let all of you learn from this. Change is good.” And, with that, she pushed her cock into Erica.

Erica arched her back, her head craned up, and her face took on an expression of surprise. “Oh!”

Matthilda pulled out, slowly, excruciatingly. Erica moaned.

One of the large women sat down next to Erica’s face. She brushed out her hair, massaged her shoulders, even kissed her. she whispered in a soothing voice, and Erica nodded, and her hips began to push back.

For long minutes Matthilda screwed Erica. Gently. Rubbing her ass and corkscrewing her cock in and out.

One of the large women scooted under the table and began massaging the little marbles that were all that were left of Erica’s testicles.

Erica began breathing deeper and deeper. Her eyes were glazed and she was really enjoying herself.

At one point Matthilda smiled at us and said, “Erica is about to have a sissygasm. It is like an orgasm, but female in nature, and comes from the prostate.”

The screwing went on, and the room was silent except for the grunt and the groan, the moaning and writhing of Erica.

And, finally, she began to push her ass back in earnest, and we knew she was close. Her breathing came faster, her hips twisted and grasped, and suddenly she arched, all her muscles locked up, and she gave a weird sort of shriek.

“AHHHH…ahhhh….yes.”

Dribbles of cum issued from her little dick. Not a lot, having small balls it was definitely not a lot, but it was definite. She had cum.

Matthilda smiled and pulled out of her. The other women undid the straps and Erica just lay on the bench, gasping and exhausted.

And yet happier than I had ever seen her.

The two women helped her sit on the horse, and she wiggled on her ass, obviously enjoying the sensation of rubbing her freshly fucked hole. then, shock of shock, a large woman crossed the floor towards us, and she was holding an actual cake!

Pink. With a single candle burning. And written across the top was, ‘World’s Best Sissy!’

The large women began to cheer, and I realized that while we had been watching the show every woman in the house must have come down to watch. There was a lot of them, and they raised a royal ruckus. Us sissies, of course, joined in with the cheer.

And the only fly in the ointment was the fact that I had seen my friend transcend, and I was yet unable. A part of me wanted to make the decision, but a larger part was…not worried, not scared, but…just couldn’t commit.

How weird.

It had been months now. Skippy had graduated, then Jammie. Our group of sissies was getting smaller, and I was no closer to a decision. In spite of the fact that others were deciding, and were so incredibly happy for their decisions, I couldn’t do it. Something in me just stuck. I wanted to. I even walked up to Matthilda with the words in my throat, but they just wouldn’t come out.

Tell the truth, I was becoming discouraged. I was actually feeling depressed, even over the torments I was experiencing, even in spite of the fact that Matthilda had actually shared some pointers on Sexual Yoga with me.

Then, one day, everything changed.

“Jeffie,” Matthilda was standing at the door to my room. I was barely awake, hadn’t had breakfast or even done my morning exercises. I had just finished my make up and I spun around in surprise.

“Ma’am?” I was worried that I might have done something.

She saw my mental worry and smiled. “Upstairs. Third floor. The big bedroom. at the end of the hall.”

She turned and walked away, and I stood up, slipped my high heels on, and followed her.

I don’t know why she bothered giving me directions, she led the way.

I trotted to keep up with her, and she even turned around at one point and gave me a reassuring smile.

Up the stairs, and we passed a large woman coming down. She grinned at me and patted my shoulder.

What the hell was happening? What was going on?

We reached top floor and came to the large bedroom. The one with gigantic furniture. Matthilda stopped and turned to me. “Go on in, dear. She’s expecting you.”

Still, it hadn’t seeped in what was going to happen, though, tell the truth, I should have figured it out.

I entered through the super large double doors, and Matthilda pulled the doors shut behind me. They closed softly, and I looked around.

Big furniture. Chairs for a person eight feet tall, or bigger. A table that came to my shoulders, with super-sized chairs around it. And, against one wall, a few normal sized chairs.

“Back here!” came a voice, and it was a soft, slightly baritone voice. And it calmed and soothed and made me feel good all at the same time.

I walked deeper into the bedroom, passed a bathroom with a gigantic toilet in it. Out of the ‘living room’ and through a dinette. The dinette would have been small, if it wasn’t built for a large person.

And I started to figure it out. I knew…I knew…

I passed down a wide hall and came to the bedroom. A giant bed. Ten feet long, four feet up to the mattress, a super-sized canopy. Giant pillows.

I knew I was going to meet…

Through large double doors onto a patio…

“Good morning, dear.”

And I turned and faced…Silithia.


PART EIGHT

She was sitting at the end of a patio in a giant chair. Her feet were up on another chair and she sipped coffee from an over-sized mug. She was naked, and I would learn that she preferred to be naked as much as possible. The most glorious thing about her, however, made one accept even her over-sized proportions without objection, was her smile.

I have seen smiles. Everybody has seen smiles. Wide showings of teeth, usually an indication that somebody was pleased, though not always. But this smile was more than that.

This smile came from the innermost soul. It brightened the room and the whole world. It told whoever was blessed by seeing it that they were worthy and wonderful and there was a point to life.

All that in a smile. I was near knocked down by the goodness exuding from the woman.

I stumbled across the patio towards her. I wasn’t aware of my body, I was just trying to absorb her gigantic frame, her enormous tits.

I never thought of giantism, but now i was being smacked on the head and rendered silly.

So beautiful.

Closer, stepping down a tall step, and I could see how clear her skin was, how golden. And her eyes, they were twice the size of mine and filled with electric, magnetic light.

This woman glowed.

This woman…I had seen her in holograms, but I had never…never imagined how truly  stupendous she was.

“Have a seat, dear.”

Catty corner to her, so I could see both her and the awesome view from the patio, was a chair. It was like a stool in that I could up and be on her level, but large and comfy with cushion.

I sat and stared at here. The hell with the beautiful view…this woman was all I wanted to look at.

She continued smiling and said into the air. Bourbon and Coke.

I just sat and stared, awestruck, and she was content to just watch me.

A large woman, halfway between myself and Silithia in size, appeared. She placed a sweaty drink on the flat arm of my chair. She placed a bottle of Willet on the table next to Silithia. Willet, I happened to know, was a thousand dollars a bottle. It had been uncapped and was down one shot. I had a feeling that that one shot was spoiled by my Coke.

Silithia lifted the bottle and toasted me. Then she glugged a quarter of it down. I stared, fascinated.

She lowered the bottle. “Drink up, dear.”

I took a sip, and blinked, looked at my glass, and sipped again, and again. It was ambrosia, my pallet exploded like it had been injected with golden honey.

Silithia continued to smile at me. I always have to have the girls open the bottle for me. Being large has certain disadvantages. I need telephones with big numbers, I can’t hold normal cups by their little handles. I can’t drive a car,” she shrugged, “but there are other compensations.”

I managed to whisper, “I didn’t…I didn’t know you were real. I thought…I thought…” I shut up. I was blathering.

“I know. But I am real, and I have come to talk to you.”

“To me?” my voice actually cracked.

“Of course. Oh, I have some other matters to attend to, but you have been giving Matthilda such a rough time. Worried that poor woman half to death.” She chuckled, and the world did somersaults of happiness.

“I have? I mean, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to…I’ve been trying to make the decision, but I just…something stops me…”

I went on talking, couldn’t stop, and I knew I was just trying to come to grips with the reality of Silithia.

She let me. Gracious, magnanimous woman, she let me blather, and from the ever present smile on her face it looked like she even enjoyed my blitherings.

Finally, I would down, and experienced a moment of embarrassment. “I’m sorry to go on so. It’s just—“

“Don’t apologize, not to worry.” She leaned forward, and the mere motion of her body was like an earthquake. “I’m glad you spoke so, for it has given me a chance to absorb you, and I think I can help you. If you would like my help, of course.”

“Oh, of course. Please. Help me!”

“Jeffie, do you understand what is happening?”

“Women are evolving, and men…we’re changing, too.”

“Exactly. And you are a very advanced man. You have managed to evolve on your own, as far as you were able. What we do…we are just going in the direction that you have wanted to go your whole life. Whether you knew it or not, you have always strived to evolve to your next step on the human scale of evolution…you have wanted to be a woman.”

I listened, and her words, so soft and subtle, were like a wind blowing through my soul.

“And you have taken certain steps, and been stymied in others, and would you like to know why?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Because that which pushes you, that very large spirit of yours, is strong enough to hold to your masculinity. You want, but you are stuck, one foot in the past of your masculinity.”

“But what do I do about that?”

“Let me kiss you.”

I was frozen. That this woman, this force of nature, this divinity, would actually say such a thing. Thoughts whirled through my like a tornado’s wind. My mind was splintering under the very idea.

“The key to her chastity.”

I was perched on the edge of my chair, enraptured, and I was barely conscious of the large woman that came in and unlocked my cock.

Yet it sprang out. A full, thick, nine inches. Blood surged through me.

This was what I had been hanging on to.

Silithia explained, “I can’t handle keys too well. in this matter I require assistance.”

I nodded.

“Now then, before I kiss you, there are certain things I must tell you.”

“Oh,” I managed to say.

“You are a sissy, it is true, but you are also a super sissy A supper sissy is known by the fact that her penis doesn’t shrink. Yet you are endowed, well endowed, just like a real woman. I can’t do much about the size of your cock, and there is nothing wrong with you enjoying it. Indeed, you will undoubtedly become a commodity among women. Your wife will probably rent you out.” She smiled. “So never berate yourself for having a large penis.

“The other thing is this…you must take your lessons in Sexual Yoga—i have told Matthilda to teach you and hold nothing back—take your lessons seriously.

“You have turned into not just a sissy, but a super sissy, and you are one of the few who might actually transcend to total womanhood in this lifetime.

“Most sissies—and please don’t speak of this, it is discouraging to others to know this fact—will not ascend to pure womanhood this lifetime, and maybe not even a few lifetimes.

“But you have a strong spirit, and the will, you might actually make it. At any rate, you will go far on the path, and I encourage you to do so.”

She paused, and I waited, but she was done.

“May I kiss you now?”

Oh, God! Could she kiss me? Does the pop shit all over catholic bears? I started to say yes, then stopped. I don’t know why I had this thought, but I did, and I blurted. “Is everything that happened at Womanland…did it really happen?”

Silithia stopped smiling, and it was like the sun went out. I was actually sorry for my big mouth then.

“Womanland. Yes. And that Grace woman actually told the world…yes. It happened.”

“And the man…the warlock?”

She nodded, “that poor, poor man…we made mistakes. I made mistakes, but…” she shook herself, a gentle shiver that went from head to toe, then smiled, and the sun came out again. “Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes.” And now I asked no more foolish questions.

She reached out, her hand was as big as my head, and she wrapped those thick fingers in my tresses and gently moved my face towaards hers.

Her face was large, and it occupied my vision, my whole world, her lips grew larger, they were twice as big as mine, and she touched them to me.

I felt the charge go through me. I felt divine winds scour my blood vessels and change me. I felt lust and love, I felt an explosion of goodness. I felt the core of elemental heat that was Silithia seep into my soul. I felt things being adjusted. I felt my dick spurt, and the white heat of that orgasm traveled upwards, paralyzing me, and blowing my brain straight through the top of my skull and upwards. To the stars.

I was me…and I was the duty of a sissy…and I was elevated…and I was floating through the cosmos. And all the while my penis pumped out oceans of cum.

But it the orgasm, though traveling through my male organ, was more female than male.

And, deep in my soul, my psyche, my essence, I finally saw that part of me that resisted, that held on to being a male. I saw it, and I saw it dwindle, and I finally made the decision.

I collapsed from that orgasm, and lost consciousness. I didn’t see Silithia leave, and I didn’t even see myself, but the large ladies of the Changing Farm came and took me from the high chair. They carried me back through the building and downstairs.

I woke up in my own bed.

I was alive as I had never been. I was glowing with the essence of Silithia, and I understood life as I never had.

And I was sorry I had been slow in making my decision.

I sat up, and Matthilda spoke: “Good morning.”

It wasn’t morning, and she spoke drily.

I leaped out of bed and ran to her. She was staning just inside my room and I hugged her.

She hugged me back, brushed my hair and soothed me. “There, there. Don’t cry. You’ve made it now.”

Finally, I snuffled a few tears back, and looked up at her. “I’m so sorry.”

“Nonsense. Are you ready now?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She stepped to the side and indicated that I should exit.

I walked into the big room and everybody was there. The remaining sissy wannabes. The large women of the house.

And my heart leaped when I saw April! My wife had come to see me take this big step!

Everybody was cheering, April was giving me a delighted thumbs up, and the path was clear to a horse.

I walked across the floor and laid down on the horse. The thick cushion was comfortable, and I placed my hands and knees on the little platforms attached to the legs. Shortly I was strapped down and ready.

Matthilda: “Would you like to be the first? April?”

“I would.”

Hands touched me then. They lubricated my heinie and stroked me. My balls were properly fondled and I was stroked. I was not in a tube any longer. I was released and ready to go.

I heard ladies and sissies talking encouragement to me. I lay and listened, and luxuriated in the moment.

I felt April step up behind me, spread my cheeks, and put the dildo to my brown button.

I gasped as she gently moved forward, and my world changed. I was submitting. Not just to the world, but to the ladies of the Changing Farm, and to Womanland, and to the House of Chimera, and to women everywhere. Most importantly, I was submitting to myself. I was submitting to my inner desires, to my upward evolution, and I finally understood the importance of making the decision.

Man has to give to get, and that is even more true for a sissy. I had to give…give my sissy pussy…that I might give up resisting. That I might submit to the woman inside me.

I had to become like a woman to be a woman, which would be the next step, if I could but take it.

And I knew that I would spend my life exploring Sexual Yoga and serving April and Matthilda and all the women I would ever meet.

And especially serving Silithia.

Silithia. A miracle of evolution, and the hope of all mankind. The person who made all this possible.

In a world of war and confusion and cruelty, she has opened the door, offered the hope, illuminated the way.

And, as I realized these truths, I began to climb the mountain. I felt my ass responding, pushing back, fucking my wife’s dildo.

April redoubled her efforts, and women even gathered around to touch me, to rub their hands on me, to push and lead me ever further into what I truly was.

Then the storm burst, and I mean that literally. All the dark confusions and conflicts of my life dissipated and I was exploding in a glorious display of fireworks.

I arched and groaned, my muscles contracted, and it felt like an ocean was lifting me up. Dimly, as all sense left and I became pure essence, I realized that I had made it. I was not just a sissy…but a super sissy. And it was the fruition of all my dreams.


AFTERWORD

Jeffie returned home, and when he is no cleaning house he acts as special envoy to other men…men wishing, and compelled, to transform, to achieve the elevation of evolution and enlightenment that is possible through Silithia’s methods.

And for you, dear reader, I can only offer this advice. Seek out Silithia. Learn Sexual Yoga, even regular yoga if you have not access to the methods Silithia has blessed us with.

For the world is changing, and whether you are a woman, blessed with the task of bringing men out of their caves and into a divine light, or a man trying to achieve sissyhood, the methods of Silithia are your only hope.

Grace


ANOTHER AFTERWORD

Silithia is introduced, and her story told, in the book entitled, ‘Silithia.’

Silithia’s adventures in ‘Womanland’ are recorded faithfully in that book.

Silithia makes significant appearance in the book, ‘Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands.’

Silithia makes brief appearances in several Gropper Press stories: ‘He Became my Sissy Maid,’ ‘The Big Spank,’ ‘A Sorority Feminized Me.’

You are advised to take advantage of her presence on earth.

again,

Grace


A Note from the Author!

Hi, guys and gals. It was a real kick writing these stories, and I hope you had as much fun as I did.

If you’re interested in more, you should visit me at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

This story has female domination, spanking, male submission, male chastity, pegging, cross dressing, feminization

The Big Tease!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

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

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh
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The Feminization Curse ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a pair and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman  look like a small thing.

A Kindle Customer said: It is really hard to discuss such a wonderful story without giving anything away. When you read a story you think you know the direction it is going but I was totally wrong. I hope when you finish this story you a just as surprised as I was…..enjoy.


Big Stories

[image: demogirls cov use.jpg]

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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A Month of Feminization: He never thought he’d like it! ~ Roger received a mysterious present, now he’s locked into a chastity belt, and somebody has hacked it! His wife thinks it’s funny, her friend thinks it’s hilarious, then his wife goes away and the fun starts. Will Roger ever be free from the clutches a mysterious internet hacker and…his wife’s best friend?
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If you liked

‘Feminization Family Bundle!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“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.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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