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I Made Him into a Female Model!

A glorious trip down the catwalk!


PART ONE

“Oh, crap! Oh, no! What was she doing here?”

I leaned my head against the door, wishing I hadn’t even looked through the peephole. Which was odd, because the woman knocking on my door and leaning on my buzzer was a knock out.

I knew her name, Linda Burwell. And I knew she was a model…and a model for adult products. She was maybe five foot six and 120 pounds of pure sex. That’s a hundred pounds of calves and curves and buttocks and a tight waist and…twenty pounds of boobs.

“Open up, you little pervert!” She wasn’t yelling yet, but her voice was rising. I sure didn’t want to have the neighbors hearing her.

I put my eye to the peephole again. She was putting her beautiful blues to the peephole at that exact moment, and I flinched back.

God, that face, so perfect, her lips so red. I had actually spent some time on the internet searching for her ads, and when I had found them…oh, my God!

Instant boner. Just add Linda and…instant boner.

“Ha!” came her voice from the other side of the door. I saw the shadow in the peephole! You’re looking out at me! You’re in there! Now open this door or I’ll call the cops.”

Oh, my God! The cops! I could go to jail! In fact, it was a federal offense! I could go to jail for a lo-o-ong time!

Still, I couldn’t move.

“In fact, I won’t call the cops,” her voice, just her voice, was a turn on to me, “I’ll just bang on your door until the neighbors call the cops. how about that? Would you like that? Pervert?”

BANG! BANG! BANG! “HEY PERVER—“

I pulled the door open and stood revealed. “Please,” I begged, and the tears started pouring from my eyes.

She opened her mouth in surprise. Her sexy mouth. Those perfect, red lips. She had never expected to see me like this.

“You…you…” She blinked, her eyelids fluttering.

I heard a door open down the hall.

“Come in!” I begged. I had to get her out of the hall. I had to get her out of sight of the neighbors. Not because there was anything wrong with a girl knocking on my door, but because I had committed a crime…many crimes…and now she had caught me and I associated that with everybody catching me and being kicked out of my apartment and arrested and…oh, why did I ever do it?

But I knew why I had done it. I was sick. I was a pervert. I couldn’t help myself. I was like an alcoholic gambler that smoked. I was addicted…and on so many levels.

“What’s going on down there?” came a voice.

“Please,” my voice was desperate, and she grinned.

“You need help, miss?”

“Nah. The door locked on me.”

“Come in!” I whimpered.

“Oh…”

She came in.

I shut the door, put my back to it and made a moaning noise. Man, I was in trouble.

She kept walking, through the living room, glancing about, taking note of the books I read, the computer. The stacks of magazines with her on the cover.

She stopped and picked one up. Opened it to the center spread where she was centered, spreading. She fine legs open at an angle that revealed almost everything. Her breasts curved and pointing, the nipples upswept to turgid peaks. Her head lolled back with her luscious hair hanging down.

Her red lips open slightly, her eyes glinting, her expression one of ‘come hither, I really, really, really want you.

By now I was next to her. But what was there to say? I burbled and bubbled and nothing intelligent came out.

She grinned, closed the magazine and put it down. “So, you’re a fan.” Then she caught sight of the box on the kitchen table, already opened, the contents already in use, one me. “And a petty thief.”

“I’m sorry! It’s just that you’re so beautiful!”

She gave a delicate, little grunt. Her smile was a bit lopsided now, and she pushed past me and went to the table. She looked in the box. Nothing there but a little glossy tag, with a picture of the contents of the box, on it.

She looked at the tag. “I remember this. That was a great shoot. Lots of fun.”

She turned to me, looked me up and down, “And apparently you think it was fun, too.”

Caught, busted, I felt faint. I was going to be in prison. Wearing black and white stripes. Or greys, or whatever prisoners wore. I wasn’t going to be wearing what I had on now. I wasn’t going to—

Suddenly she grabbed my arm and turned me around. There was a mirror on the wall over the hutch, and we stood together.

She was in a ratty robe, well worn. I was in the contents of the box. A pale green, see through night gown.

She filled her robe with real boobs, large boobs, succulent boobs.

I filled mine with a cheap ass bra and breast forms. And not even panties. Just my hard cock sticking out.

“Do you really think you could look like me?”

I, of course, fainted. Dead away. It was all too much. Caught. Prison. Revealed as a pervert. My knees just buckled and I slumped down.

“Wake up?”

I was on the floor, and my life was over. Memories of her banging on my door, coming into my apartment and confronting me swarmed through my mind.

She had a paper towel, run under the water, and was patting my cheeks.

“Oh…” I looked up at her, kneeling next to me, her beautiful eyes, and my own eyes began to flutter.

“Come on. Don’t pass out again.”

I didn’t want to pass out…but I did. I was caught…

She slapped me in the face. “Wake up!”

I sputtered and made sounds, and she grabbed my nipple and pinched it and pulled it.

“Ow!” I found myself sitting up.

“Okay.” She stood up and looked down on me. “Now that your screaming meemies are over, get up and let’s talk.”

Slowly, I got to my feet. And I felt so dowdy next to her. Her curves, my fake curves. Her beautiful face. My lank hair and overgrown eyebrows.

While I had been unconscious she had actually ignored me, went through the kitchen and found some coffee. It was perking on the stove while I looked around, took a last look at my apartment, my beloved collection of Linda pictures, before they carted me away. I’d probably end up seeing a psychiatrist, labeled a sex offender.

“Sit down,” she said, as she sat down. I could see through the glass top of the table. Her legs crossed at the thigh, the tatty robe hanging so that one leg emerged, so perfect, so smooth and sexy and…

“You stare any harder and I’ll charge you. Now sit the fuck down.”

Yet, she was smiling.

Of course she was smiling. She had caught a pervert, and was going to put him in jail.

I staggered past her, opened up a cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I put ice in a glass, bourbon, then filled the rest with Coke. I downed a huge gulp, one hand on the sink, then turned around.

I must have looked ridiculous to her. A man in a flimsy night gown. Fake tits.

Yet she wasn’t guffawing.

She tilted her head slightly in question, and I took the hint. I took my glass to the table and sat down opposite her.

She, with the fine form, her crossed legs, her flesh so…so beautiful.

And me, a fake crossdresser. My legs apart, my cock hard and exposed, my elbows on the table. And, of course, I started crying again.

She let me cry. I think she maybe even enjoyed my crying, but, eventually, she said, “Dry up, sweetheart. I’ve got to get to work eventually, and you’re wasting my time.”

I dried my eyes, kept snuffling, and asked, “What are you going to do?”

“Well, before I make a decision, let’s talk about you.”

“What…what about me?”

“Well, for starters, it’s pretty obvious that you’re a pervert, but the question is…how much of a pervert.”

I thought about denying it, but the proof was draped on my flesh. I thought about claiming it was the first time, but that would have been ridiculous. I had already seen her looking at the stack of empty Amazon boxes. Empty…and with her name on them.

“Do you like women? Or are you gay?”

“I’m not gay!” I spouted, finally showing a bit of spirit. Then, in a lower voice, “I just like to wear clothes”

“So you get all dolled up, and then you…what? Jack off?”

Dully, I nodded.

“Got to speak up, slick. Speak up.”

“Yes!” I pouted loud enough for her to hear.

“Good. And what is your name?”

“Jason,” I whispered.

“Eh?” she cupped her ear like an old man who was deaf.

“Jason,” I said more firmly.

“Well, Jason, second question. If you’re not gay, is it me…or is it the underwear?”

Now I was stuck, and the truth just sort of blurted out of me. “It’s you…and the underwear.”

“Me and the underwear,” she mused thoughtfully. Then, a chuckle, and: “I’ve had a lot of guys want to get into my underwear, but you’ve certainly taken that to a new extreme.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll never do anything like this again. I’ll…” as I mumbled out my apology my eyes were downcast, and I didn’t see her take her cell phone out of her big robe pocket.

I talked and talked, and suddenly realized I was hearing little ticking sounds. Real soft. Like a clock. I looked up and then jumped up. She was clicking madly away, recording my…my predicament.

“Hey!”

She stopped, “Now, Jason,” her fingers were still tapping the phone. “I’m not sure what I’m going to do to you. Ah, there we go, all uploaded.”

Aghast, I realized that she had uploaded the pictures she had taken of me. But…to the cloud? To Facebutt? Oh, no!

“Wait a minute! You can’t do that!”

She laughed. “You’re telling me I can’t do something that I already did? Jason…Jason.” She shook her head.

“But I don’t want anybody to know!”

“And they won’t, if you do everything and anything I say.”

She leaned forward and those magnificent mammaries nearly fell out. They bulged in the robe, and want to come out, and I even saw a bit of nipple. Not that I hadn’t already seen the excited tips pressing against the thin material.

“Now then, drink your bourbon and listen up.”

I sipped another giant gulp.

“On one hand, I am flattered. After all. You have gone to a lot of work to stalk me. Buying all those mags…I imagine your computer is full of me…”

I nodded.

“…and even wearing the very clothes I wear.”

She sat back and thought out loud, “You’ve been stealing my Amazon boxes, but it’s obvious you’ve been ordering my underwear on your own. You must have a pretty big collection by now.”

“I do,” I whispered.

“Show me.”

I stood up, took another giant gulp, and walked to the guest room in my apartment. Except it wasn’t a guest room. It was a wardrobe room. Half of the room had rolling hangers, and on the hangers were clothes. Lots of clothes. Dresses, negligees, wire hangers festooned with bras.

Linda’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my God! This must have cost a fortune.”

“I invented a computer software program.”

She walked down the row of outfits, fingered them, then turned to me. “I wondered why a geeky guy—and you are a geek, you have good skin and all, but you act like a geek—would be in in an apartment house like this, an apartment house that caters to models and actors and such.

She studied me for a long moment. Stared at me like she was memorizing me. And she was frowning. Not a big frown, just a little down curve of those magnificent lips.

Suddenly she walked back into the living room. She stopped in the middle of the living room.

More thinking.

I didn’t say anything.

She turned to me.

“Jason, I am more than impressed. On the surface, you look like a nice guy, but underneath…you’re a flaming sicko.”

My heart was sinking like the sun into the Pacific. I expected everything to turn to steam any second.

“But, here’s the thing. You have, in your own sick way, paid me quite a compliment. So, what do I do with you?”

“I’ll never do it again!”

“”Shut up,” she said conversationally. “Of course you’ll do it again. And again and again. That’s just who you are. To expect you to stop would be like expecting ice cream to stay frozen. It just ain’t going to happen.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Well, I could get you tossed in jail. I’m sure Spike and Bubba would be fine with that. But…that’s sort of a waste. I mean, so what if you jack off. Everybody jacks off. And you aren’t hurting anybody. So…is jail the place for you?”

I shook my head and mouthed ‘no.’

“So I’m not sure what I’m going to do. But I’ll tell you this…I’m going to do something.” She grinned. “After all, a stinky, little pervert shouldn’t be allowed to get away with it, right?”

“I’m not stinky,” I whispered.

She laughed, “As if your smell is all you have to worry about.”

Nothing I could say to that.

Suddenly she placed a soft hand under the line of my jaw. She held my head up and stared directly into my eyes. “No. Prison is not the place for you, and…maybe…” Suddenly she stopped wondering out loud and spoke firmly.

“Jason. You stay home today. You drink your bourbon, but not enough to pass out. And you keep those clothes on. If I come back and you’re not wearing these ‘duds,’ I will send those photos to the police.”

She whirled and pulled out her camera and snapped a couple of pictures of the pile of empty boxes. She stepped closer to them and focused on the name and address. Then she turned back to me. “Stealing mail is against the law. Big prison time for that. So you do what I say…and I’ll see you tonight. By tonight I’ll have made a decision. And, who knows, if you do exactly what I say you might not end up sharing your cell with a 300 pound convict with a big dick and an insatiable thirst for male pussy.”

With that she spun and walked out of my apartment.

That day was the worst day in my life.

I sat at my kitchen table and cried. My life was over.

Then I heard the door to her apartment open and close. I ran to the front window, stood on my balcony behind a big plant, and watched.

She strode down the street. One of the most beautiful women in the world. Hell. The most beautiful woman in the world.

I watched the sway of her perfect ass. Those round globes were downright celestial in their perfection.

When she crossed the street I could see her tits lightly jouncing. They were heavy and full and, again, so damn perfect it hurt.

On the far corner the Uber was waiting, and she slithered in on the driver’s side. I got a glimpse of those perfect gams.

I sighed, the Uber sped off, and my world crashed in on me again.

I had been stealing boxes from in front of her apartment, boxes filled with clothes, and now she had caught me. She must have wondered where her deliveries were going, and had seen me trotting down the hall with today’s box under my arm.

Damn! Damn! Damn!

I walked in circles.

I thought about throwing out the boxes, and wondered why I hadn’t already. I mean, why keep a bunch of empty, incriminating boxes?

But I had, and I don’t know why, and now she had lots of proof of my perversions.

My perversions. I had started cross dressing when I was a child. Twelve years old and I had discovered the joy of wearing my sister’s bras.

Oh, it started innocently enough. Just holding one of those wonderful garments up in front of my chest and…wondering.

But it had, once I discovered that such flimsy garments gave me such enormous boners, accelerated to a fantastic and uncontrollable fetish.

I collected bras. I wore them. I spewed my cock juices into the toilet endlessly.

I discovered panties, and the delightful way they never quite contained a man’s package. It seemed like my balls were always falling out the side, and my cock had nowhere to go, and it was so delicious and dirty and…I jacked off more.

Then, out of college and on my own, I began ordering things off Amazon. Money for my software was coming in regularly, and mounting up fast, and I could afford my kink.

Negligees, tummy shapers, shoes—I loved high heels—and hose and garters and even wigs and…and I grew my hair long to accommodate my filthy habit.

Sometimes I would spend a whole weekend just combing my hair in a feminine style, and wear my collection of slinky, kinky under things.

Then I had found this apartment, filled with movie stars and models, and therein lay the twist.

I could afford clothes. No problem. But to wear clothes that had been holding a pussy, or large, bountiful tits…it was something money couldn’t buy.

So I went to the laundry and occasionally scored a nit of underwear. And then Linda Burwell moved in.

Oh, my God. The perfect goddess. She was one of these people that looked as good in person as she did in a high fashion spread. That shiny hair, those blue eyes. The way she filled her clothes, her…her underwear.

She was a model, and she was also an underwear model. Sometimes I would see her in a catalogue for a high end department store, looking haughty with an eyebrow raised. And sometimes I would see her in a Playboy, or one of those other magazines, laughing as she flaunted her charms, tantalizing and teasing the horny boys of America.

And she was al-l-l over the internet. There was even a small cult following. A group of horny college guys had voted her ‘The Model They Most Wanted to be on a Desert Island With.’

And I lived right down the hall from her.

Hell, it was only a matter of time—seeing her in the elevator, down at the laundry, in the swimming pool, just walking across the street from my balcony—before I started focusing on her underwear.

The problem was she didn’t leave her clothes running in the laundry. She sat and read fashion magazines and wait for her laundry to cycle through.

And there were obviously no clothes lines in the apartment house.

But there were deliveries. Lots of deliveries. People who spend their time advertising for the public, or acting, frequently don’t like to go out, and there were boxes being delivered every day. Lots of boxes. And many of the boxes were delivered early in the morning. Before these late nighters got up.

But I was up. And one day I simply walked past her apartment, as if from picking up a newspaper, and nudged her box away from the wall and out into the hallway.

I stopped, glanced around, tried to act like I had just discovered an errant box, and picked it up and took it back to my apartment.

Three pairs of underwear. High cut. Thongs. Silky, soft, stretchy here and there…and perfect to encase her pubic mound.

And my cock and balls.

Oh, Lord. I wore those panties until they wore out. And my hard on was constantly poking out. In fact, I think my dick is actually what poked those panties to the breaking point.

And I stole another box.

I tried to control myself, to do it only once in a great while. But it was only a matter of time before she got suspicious from all the failed deliveries, and then she had looked out her peephole and seen me sauntering away with her dainty underthings.

I poured myself another drink. Then I went to the computer and fired it up.

If I was going to get thrown in prison, if this was my last day of freedom, then I wanted to spend it the way I wanted to.

I spent the day staring at digital images of the most perfect woman in the world.

And I kept changing my outfits, running through my great collection of Linda underwear.

And the whole while my heart was pounding. My cock might have been throbbing, but my heart was destroyed.

I was going to prison.

And, worse, in prison I wouldn’t be able to peruse the net for Linda, thumb through the magazines with her image, to wear the clothes that she had worn.

My life was over.

I waited, sitting on the couch, the TV on but not watching it.

Four o’clock passed. Then five o’clock. That was the come home time for most people, but Linda kept different hours. Models always had different agencies, different photographers, and sometimes she came home late, even after midnight.

And sometimes she came back home an hour after leaving.

So I sat on the couch and waited.

And I went out to the balcony and waited.

Then I came back in…I was a nervous wreck.

What was she going to do?

Had she already called the cops?

Were SWAT team members already lined up outside my door with battering rams?

Then I heard her door open and close.

I went to my door and peeked out. Her door was closed. She had received a couple of packages that day, which I dare not touch, and they were gone. She was home.

I wanted to run down and pound on her door and beg for mercy. I didn’t dare.

I was the helpless, hopeless victim here. I had to wait and see what punishment she deigned to deliver.

An hour passed. A slow hour.

What was she doing?

Didn’t she know I was going crazy?

Of course she didn’t.

Then I heard a knock.

I ran to the door, swung it open.

She stood there, an amused smile on her face. She walked in, brushed past me, and said, “Miss me?”

“Please…I’m sorry.”

“Oh, shush up with that.”

She walked into the kitchen, the bourbon was still on the counter, and she poured a Coke high.

“I don’t drink much,” she explained, sitting at my table. She was wearing sweats. Comfortable sweats. Grey. The logo on the front of her sweat shirt said, in pink, curly letters, ‘Pink!’

It was quite a contrast to me and my negligee and fake tits.

“Pour yourself one and sit down.”

“I…I…” I went and poured one. I mean, what was I going to say? She was here, and punishment would be meted out.

I sat down and she studied me. “Good skin. I like the long hair. You could use a bit of moisturizer, though. Have you ever heard of Andrej Pejic?”

“No.”

“I wouldn’t think so. He’s quite famous, you might have.” She shrugged. “You have any music in this place?”

“Only my computer.”

“Put it on low. We’re going to have some discussion, and we have to do some things…I like good music. Pentatonic is great. I don’t mind Karen Lovely. Better for partying, but that girl can warp a word.”

I put the computer to one my playlists and Shania started warbling.

“Oh, goodie!”

I went back to the table.

“Go get a towel. Scissors. Wet your head.” She pushed her chair back and turned it slightly.

Puzzled, I did so. I figured she was going to razor a legend on my scalp. ‘Pervert!’ Or maybe just shave my eyebrows.

I returned and she said, “Clothes off. All of them.”

Slowly, I slipped out of the negligee. I was glad. That was all I had worn.

“Bra and boobs. Let’s see your chest.”

I took off my bra and boobs. I was naked in front of her. My dick, of course, was like a rod. She ignored it.

“Sit down here, facing away from me.”

I knelt, and she placed the towel around my shoulders. She produced a comb from the little front pouch of her sweatshirt and began snipping at my hair.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want,” she murmured. She snipped loose ends from around my ears. She began to run the comb up the back of my scalp, making little snip, snip, snips.

“Are you…are you making me look like a girl?”

“Isn’t that what you want?”

“I…no…I…”

“Better make up your mind, little perv. ‘Cause when I get done you are going to have the most wonderful set of locks.”

I sat there, cross legged like an Indian and she kept snipping. She didn’t take much off, just little bits and pieces. I felt that ‘hair raising’ sensation and didn’t know what to do.

A haircut was my punishment?

It didn’t seem right. Something was off here.

She moved my head back and forth, and her hands on my flesh made my cock harder than ever.

“You have one of those never say die cocks, don’t you?”

“What?”

“It’s called priapism. When a guy’s cock wants to stay hard all the time. Sort of cool, but it gets in the way, too. We’ll have to handle that.”

“I don’t understand.”

“We could make you wear a gaff. That’s a thing crossdressers or trannies wear to hide the salami. Or maybe we could just tie it down, but that’s always so cavemen. I knew one guy who wore a chastity tube. That’s probably the best, but…we’ll find out.

I was thoroughly confused. She was cutting my hair, talking about my weenie. I didn’t understand.

“Okay, turn your head this way…” she pressed gently and i went with the pressure.

KNOCK KNOCK!

I would have stood up, but she placed a hand on my shoulder and jumped up first. “Oh, goodie!”

She ran to the door and opened it. I was flustered all over. I was naked. It was my own living room, but, still…

“Linda! Baby!”

I couldn’t see who was at the door through her body, but she seemed very excited. She hugged and kissed cheeks, then turned and led the newcomer into the apartment.

He was slender, wore tights and a Russian style coat with two rows of gold buttons up the front. His hair was sleek, blonde and combed back, the flip done with style.

And he was wearing make up.

Not a lot, mostly eye liner and a bit of shadow, then he got closer and I could tell it was a lot. It was just so artfully applied it didn’t look so much like make up, but a healthy, robust glow.

“Hello, dahling,” he tossed at me, placing a large bag on the counter.

“This is Jason. Jason? Do you have a last name?”

“Thorne.”

The newcomer rounded on me and said in a very affected manner, “Ooh. Jason Thorne. How svelte.”

He was gay. Flaming like a flamethrower.

“Are you…”

He looked at me, a piercing look, and I could swear, he read my mind. “As gay as a kite in the summer wind, dearie. You aren’t a homophobe, are you?”

“Uh. No.”

“Excellent. And who has been doing what to your gorgeous hair?”

“That was me. Guilty. I just wanted to spruce him up. He was a rag, not deserving of your genius, and…” she shrugged.

“Well, you say the nicest things, and he does have sweet locks. I suppose I could go round and round with him.”

“Who are you?”

“La la,” he laughed. “Who am I…I have often wondered, but the birds in the trees tell me no secrets.”

“Jason, this is Estelle Harmonious.”

“You can call me Star,” he opened up his big bag and started rummaging. “I am in harmony with the stars.”

I figured out the meaning of words, but not much else. What was he doing here? Why had Linda called him? What was going on?

Estelle, AKA Star, turned from the bag. He held up clippers and a brush and looked like Edward Scissorshands.

“And if you eat your Cheerios and pray to Tinkerbell on a regular basis… you, too, will look like you are in harmony with the stars.”

With that, he advanced on me, grinning, smiling, chuckling, chortling, like a pixie on ecstasy.


PART TWO

It was difficult sitting still. He was gay. He was wearing make up. He was flaming, to say the least.

But he also wasn’t interested in me. Not in the slightest. He was interested, however, in fixing my hair.

If I thought Linda was fastidious in her hair cutting attentions, she was a butcher, a serial killer, next to the perfectionism of Star.

He put me up on a chair and took his time. He turned my head this way and that, his manicured fingernails as gentle as a wind. He snipped not locks, but individual hairs. And the raising of my hair on the back of my neck, I think they call it hackles on a dog, was extreme.

I mean, one second his made up face was peering into mine as he examined my hair as it hung over my forehead. The next second he was breathing into my ear, with soft, scented breath, as he layered my side burns.

“Oh, dearie. He does have the sweetest hair. So soft. He needs better shampoo, though.”

“I don’t think he even uses shampoo?”

“He doesn’t? And he still has this soft, furry mane? What gods have blessed him?”

Linda: “Do you think my comparison to Andrej was too much?”

“Not enough. With the right make up he will make poor Andrej jealous.”

“Oh, good.” She sighed in relief.

And he said: “Do you have the backing?”

“Plenty, if I can pull tonight off. But I can’t shake any of the others off contract.”

“You will. One show and the kiddies will be clamoring to break contract and lay before your sexy tootsies.”

I blurted, “Can you tell me what is happening?”

Star took my chin and turned my face to him. Up close, looking into my eyes so intently, he unnerved me, but, like I say, he wasn’t interested in me. He was just interested in my hair. “Dearie, children should be seen and not heard, and if you are a pleasant goose we will do better than tell you. We will show you.”

The music on my computer had gone from Shania to Nora and then to my favorite, Katie Melua, and back to Shania. Shania was singing ‘I Feel Like a Woman,’ and Linda and Star began talking about modeling. I just sat there, drifting in and out. It was very pleasant, and if I hadn’t been worried about going to jail—although that possibility was lessening—it would have been a very happy time.

I was still worried, however.

Finally, it was about nine o’clock, and Star stood back. “Voila, dearies!”

Linda came over and walked around me. “Oh, you are a genius.” She licked her lips. “We’ve only got an hour. Make up?”

“I will do the Star special. She will glow like the sunrise and little cherubs everywhere will giggle and play games. Go pick her out an outfit. Better change yours, too.”

An hour?

“What’s an hour?” I asked.

“You, dearie. So mind your Ps and Qs and life will be wonderful.”

He began to dig through that big bag of his, and he brought out little boxes. He opened the boxes and they were filled with squares of make up, brushes, tubes and vials.

“What is that?” I knew what it was.

“It’s make up, dearie. And we are going to—“

“I’m not letting you put that stuff on me!”

He frowned. “Don’t make me stamp my foot.”

“Stamp your foot all you want. I’m not letting anybody put make up on me.”

He frowned mightier, and called out, “Linda, dear. Somebody needs a spanking.”

Linda rushed out of the guest room. She was wearing nothing on top and underwear was slung over one forearm. “What’s the problem?”

“He doesn’t want to be beautiful,” Star gestured at the make up laid out on the table.

Linda bent her knees slightly and stared into my face. “Not one iota of shit. You will do what you are told.”

“But—“

“SHUT!”

I shut. I was almost crying again, but…what could I do?

Linda ran back into the guest room, throwing the under things draped over her arm onto a chair, and Star bent to my face again.

“You really shouldn’t be so silly,” he said. “Everybody wears make up. Actors live in it. Models, of course. But even politicians, anybody who wants to go on stage.” He was brushing my face with a little sponge and it was turning black. “Make up gives you color under lights, a glow of spirit when properly done. And I do it properly.”

Linda ran out of the guest room with a couple of skimpy dresses. One was open down the front. Cleavage to the belly button. The other one had no back. They both shimmied in the light. I remembered ordering them. They were expensive, but I had purchased them on special.

She asked me, “Do these fit you well?”

“Well, uh…” Here I was sitting naked while a gay person put make up on me, and I was getting embarrassed.

“Do they?”

“Yes.”

Star ignored my sudden flush of red and was applying some sort of primer to my face.

“You really need to use a better soap,” he mumbled.

Then Linda came out carrying garters and hose. She held them up for Star. “Yes?”

“Definitely.” He was dabbing something on my cheeks, rubbing it in with his thumbs. My hard on was very awake, and even gave an occasional little drip of pre-cum.

“Oh, Lordie,” he mumbled at one point. Then, he called out to Linda. “What are you going to do about his dripping?”

Linda rushed out, high heels in hand, and stared at my cock. My cock, of course, stared right back.

She looked me right in the eye. “I’ll blow him before we arrive.”

Star nodded. I gulped. I was going to get a blow job from my dream girl?

Linda returned to the guest room for one last time, and I managed to whisper, “Star. What is going on?”

He chuckled. Painted my eyelids. He had already trimmed my eyebrows and put mascara on me.

“It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime. And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“What?” I jerked my head to look at him and he pushed my face back to the position he wanted.

“Oh, you silly. That’s a line from King Kong. The original. Don’t you know anything?”

Linda came out and wasn’t carrying anything. “Okay. Time to start dressing him.”

“What is happening?” I asked weakly.

“He’s such a silly,” Star pronounced disdainfully.

“I’ll tell you in the Uber. Right now—“

“You’re going to Uber? With this delicate flower? Nonsense. I’ve got my car outside. Besides. I want to see this.”

“But…okay. And thanks.”

“For you, dearie, the sun and the moon,” Star smiled. “Now, be careful. I’m almost done, but I’ve got to pierce him.”

“Pierce me?”

“Shut!”

Star laughed.

While Star finished putting the finishing touches, which were mostly a touch up to my eye shadow and some lipstick, Linda slid garters up my torso.

“He does have a wonderful shape, does he not?”

“He does.” She pulled tiny, stretchy panties up my legs. She began rolling nylons, lifting my legs and telling me to relax.

Relax. I was being made into a freak. And she wanted me to relax? I swore to the Gods above that I would never look at an Amazon box again as long as I lived.

She fastened the nylons to the garter, then slipped high heels onto my feet.

“You really should have painted his tootsies.”

“We’re running out of time.”

“Alas. I suppose so. But I’ve got enough time to do his hands.”

“Oh, could you?”

My penis stuck out in the panties. Badly. “You better get your lips to work, honey.”

Linda sighed. “I want to wait as long as possible. I don’t want him recovered and sprouting out while we’re there.”

“I know Dickie Dixon, and he certainly isn’t going to care about a little chub.”

“Yeah, but look how big he is?”

“Bigger than Andrej, I’ll give him that. Hold still, Jason, honey. I’m going to give you some danglies.”

Then proceeded the moment that I would forever remember. A gay fellow pushing holes into my ears. He wiped with alcohol, I could smell it, moved the pin to position, and spick! I was pierced. I jerked a little, but, really, it didn’t hurt.

And, in the meanwhile, Linda pulled my panties down and put her mouth over my cock.

I gasped.

As I may have mentioned, she has the most perfect lips in the world. And they were red, my favorite color. And curvy and plump. And now they were around my best friend. Sucking, licking, while her hands played with my testicles.

Star went for my other ear. “Eat with your mouth closed, dearie. I can hear you gobble.”

Linda stroked me, her hand slithered up and down, and her touch was delicate.

And I was already turned on. But, and here is the cruel jest of all time, I couldn’t cum.

Star standing there, everything so weird, me going to prison…I couldn’t cum.

I wanted to. Lord knows I wanted to. That beautiful face, those gorgeous lips, I should have squirted from a mere look. But…I couldn’t.

Linda made gulping noises, watched me, but…

“Crap,” she finally said, raising her head. “You didn’t just jack off, did you?”

“No! I swear! I don’t know why…”

“It’s the elephant in the room, dearie. He’ll blow in the car. You can use the backseat, but you’d better not make a mess.”

“I won’t.”

Then Star said, “And you, young princess, if you don’t cum by the time we get there…I’ll blow you myself. And when I suck cock they stay sucked.”

I stared at him in horror. A gay man sucking on my cock? I actually felt faint.

“Okay. Dress.”

They pulled the yellow dress over me. My front was open and my pale skin shone.

“Stop sweating,” mumbled Star. He grabbed some powder and patted my chest.

“Oh, no…oh, no…” Linda worried.

“You shut, dearie. He’ll do fine.”

“But everything is riding on this! What if they ask him questions? He’s got no experience.”

“You just barge in and take control. I remember a meeting in Paris where you handled a room full of sissies. Me being one of them. You are…and you will be, mahvelous. Simply mahvelous. Now, come along Jason.” He said to Linda. “I’ll take the princess, give him some instruction. You bring his change.”

“Do you think he’ll need a change?”

“Nope. but better safe than sorry.”

Star took my hand with one hand, picked up his big bag, and led me towards the front door. Fortunately, I had pranced around in high heels quite a bit, and I didn’t fall on my face.

Into the hallway, and nobody was there, thank God.

“Now, when you walk, place one foot in front of the other, on a line, and let your hips swing.”

He demonstrated.

Confused, I followed him. I could hear Linda closing and locking the apartment behind me.

“Excellent, dearie. Now, remember to put the toe down first when you…” he continued talking as we navigated a short flight of stairs to the corner elevator.

“That’s right. And let your hands move like they are throwing flowers onto the ground, but you don’t want to be seen.”

We stepped into the elevator and Linda crowded in behind us. She was holding a bag and the second dress. She stared at me with a worried look on her face.

“If somebody offers to shake hands do it like this,” he offered me the ends of his fingers, adjusted my hand, and it was just a grip of the first knuckles type of shake. “And kiss women like this…” he air kissed first one cheek, then the other. “Now give Linda a kiss and let’s see how much you retain.”

Dutifully, aware of my cock sticking out under the dress, I did an air kiss to the woman of my dreams. She air kissed me back, and my heart was pounding. And my cock was pounding even harder.

“Very good, but don’t hold like a man. Just touch the forearms like this.” He demonstrated.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” Linda worried.

Star rounded on her and glared. “Don’t you dare be negative! They’ll pick that up in a second!”

“I know, I’m sorry. But he knows so little and we’ve got so much riding on this.”

Star held her arms then, focused a grim look on her face. “Honey. You won’t fail. You never fail. And that’s why I’m banking on you.”

“Okay. Okay.” She gulped, and I was astounded to realize that she was now the nervous one.

Star turned to me then. “I should be yelling at you, but you are the child, the princess, and if you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.”

We stepped out in the lobby and headed for the front door. Star still holding my hand and dragging me along. Linda following and chewing on those beautiful lips and trying not to worry.

What the holy heck were they getting me into?

“My car is right down here. Jason, walk on a line and let your hands sing. Linda. Stop that. Okay. Let’s pile into the old hot rod.”

Star drove a big Lincoln. It was black and shiny and barely short of being a limousine. He opened the rear door and ushered us in. I crawled across the seat and settled in, Linda crawled in next to me, turned to me, and stared.

Star went to the front, opened the door, gave a toot of the horn, and swung into the Hollywood traffic. “Row, row, row your boat…” he chortled as he honked his way through the evening traffic.

We drove up La Cienega to Sunset and turned left. I stared out the window. Beautiful people sauntered along the Strip. We passed the Hustler store, then the Whiskey a Go Go. It was a hot evening and Star turned on the AC so high it was shortly freezing.

“Got to keep you from sweating, dearies.” Then he passed back a stick of roll on. “And this is extra insurance. Better get to blowing, honey. We’re going to be there soon.”

Linda wasted no time. She pushed me back and once again devoured my cock with her mouth.

Now, out from under the eye of Star, a bit more relaxed, even though I didn’t think I would ever completely relax, I felt my cock wake up.

She reached under my penis and grabbed my balls. She sucked and used her tongue and I was almost over the edge, when she suddenly reached a finger under and poked it right into my asshole. I gave a weird kind of a screech, and began to unload.

Spurt after spurt. A week’s worth of gism. Pulsing up the tube, out the head, and down into her throat.

She kept up with me, didn’t spill a drop, and then swallowed.

She raised her head and watched my cock. She gave another couple of licks when little drops oozed out, but, it was done. I had just received a blow job, a world class blow job, from the woman of my dreams.

She smiled, licked her lips, and looked at me.

It just burst out of me then. “I love you.”

She blinked. I was so sincere. There was no denying I had spoken from the heart.

“Oh, my,” came from the front seat. “If you don’t marry him I will.”

Linda didn’t say anything, however, and I suddenly felt embarrassment. I had emptied my heart out, but what right did I have?

She didn’t know me from Adam. I was just the stranger in the apartment down the hall.

Heck, I had really stepped into it this time. My dream girl, and I had probably insulted her.

We followed Sunset out past the big tall buildings and down the long straight. Past the lot where a sheik had supposedly burned his mansion down, and now smaller McMansions were being constructed.

Into Bel Air, the low mountains just above Sant Monica. These were the rich homes. Not just a quarter acre, but tens of acres, hundreds of acres, and three story mansions with swimming pools and tennis courts. We passed the Hannah Carter Japanese Garden and wound our way up the hillside. The big Lincoln crept through a couple of corners.

“We’re going to be late,” worried Linda.

“Fashionably,” agreed Star. At that moment he pulled up to a gate. He leaned out and waited.

“Yes?”

“Linda Burwell for Mr. Dixon.”

The gate began to swing back. Slowly, like they were jaws opening.

Star drove between the gates, around a drive with a brick wall on one side, and came to a parking area. Beyond the parking area was a house, which is to say a mansion that made other mansions look like outhouses.

Start hopped out of the car and opened the back door. Linda crawled out first, then me.

I stood in the warm night air and gazed at the abode in amazement.

Four stories. Columns. Tall windows. World class shrubbery. It was a Mediterranean motif, but incredibly large.

“This way,” Linda took my hand.

“Remember,” Star coached. “One foot in front of the other. If you are confused don’t say anything. Believe that anything you do is right and it will be.”

The sound of our high heels resounded as we came closer to the house, and we mounted a short series of wide steps. The doors were big double doors, and they were open. We simply walked in.

We were in a big front room, lots of furniture, stairs leading up to the second story in a curve against the wall. To the right I could see a billiards room., straight ahead, through a large opening was what looked like a kitchen. To the left was a dining room, and there were several men sitting and smoking cigars.

Star guided us to the room and we stepped down a low step.

There were six men, all sitting in comfy looking Queen Anne chairs. One woman was standing in a corner, peering out a tall window. Through the window I could see several young people playing a swimming pool. Light music drifted in from outside, and the young people looked high school age.

“Ah, Linda, and I see you have brought Estelle with you. Good evening.” He air kissed Linda, gave that fingertip handshake to Star, and then there was me.

He was slightly chubby, but I had the feeling it wasn’t all fat. The piercing look of his eyes told me that this was a man who didn’t let himself get fat. He had a thin mustache over his lips, and he was slowly losing his hair. He was wearing informal, sit around clothes. Worth a couple of thousand bucks.

“This is Jason. She’s the one I was telling you about.”

Suddenly, I was center stage. Without a script. No clue.

The man took my hand, in fingertips, and held it, and scrutinized me. He looked me up and down like I was a side of beef and he was a lion. It wasn’t long, but, man, was it thorough.

Then he smiled, a flash of teeth, “I’m Dickie Dixon, my dear. Quite pleased to meet you.”

I heard the breath woosh out of Linda, and realized she had been holding her breath.

“Come now, let me introduce you.” He walked me around the room. An arm linked in mine. “This rascal is Peter Parker. No relation to the real Peter Parker.”

Parker offered his hand, and I finger tipped it.

“This is Charles Wister. And this is…”

I was introduced all around. I reached the woman.

“And this lovely creature is my wife, Shiela. Shiela as one lovely creature say hello to another lovely creature.”

The woman wasn’t bad looking. A little heavy in the make up, the nose was slightly large, and she was wearing a very expensive dress that hung perfectly on her frame. I realized that she might be old, but she had once had a body, and a face. More important, she had power.

She took my left hand, Dickie was linked with my right arm, and she held it, and her eyes were like super magnifying glasses, examining every pore, every hair, all the way down to my grandmother.

She air kissed me, only on one side, and she whispered, “Exquisite.” then she backed away, gave a single nod to Dickie, and left the room.

Dickie led me back to where Linda and Star were standing below the stairs.

“Would you like a drink before we have our little chat?”

Star said yes and Linda said no. I shook my head in the negative. When Star received his drink he didn’t sip at all, which led me to believe he was just playing for time, slowing the proceedings down.

Then we were all sitting, chairs were pulled closer together, and a slight bit of chit chat commenced. How’s your dog kind of chit chat. I had the feeling everybody was observing, making subtle judgements.

Finally, fifteen minutes after we arrived, the real talk started, and it started in brusque fashion.

Dickie sat back, scratched under his chin. “Tell me, Linda. Why should we invest in you?”

Linda was ready. “I have been in the business for ten years. I have a resume not only in the modeling end, but in the production end. I have contacts with all major players.” And on and on. She just looked them all in the eye and talked.

Yet, these were obviously men who played power games. They sat and listened, but they were just feeling her out, gathering data.

“Star, I had heard you retired.”

“Oh, dahling, I never really retire. I just threaten to to make my price go up.”

There were chuckles at that, and suddenly I found myself on the crosshairs.

“Jason.”

I snapped my eyes to the man who had spoken. “We have never heard of you, yet Linda and Star trust you enough to bring you here. Tell me, why should we consider investing in Linda?”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. I didn’t even know what was happening. Invest in what? Linda hadn’t told me, just rushed me along, and…and I had to say something. But…what?

Then Star cleared his throat. I glanced at him and he smiled. And I remembered his message: ‘If you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.’

I cleared my own throat, a million thoughts went through my head, and I blurted. “Because she can get the job done.” I looked at her. “I have never met a more forceful woman. I haven’t known her long, but she has given me such guidance as I have never known.”

I faced the men again.

They faced me.

And I believed. That’s the only way I can say it. Being made into a woman in an evening, what Star had said…Linda and he were playing a big game, and even though I didn’t know what it was…I believed.

I could feel it, the gentle sigh in the room.

Dickie chuckled. “If I didn’t know better, I would say it is true love.”

Everybody laughed then, and I looked down, embarrassed. And then I looked at Linda. She was staring at me with the most rapt expression.

Dickie turned to Star. “Estelle, I’ve known you for a lifetime it seems, and I want to ask you a serious question.”

“No other kind,” Star murmured with a tilt of his head.

“What makes you think Jason can compete with Andrej Pejic?”

There was that name.

Star moved over to me. “Observe the skin. This is not poor quality skin. And the face is perfectly adaptable to the male or the female. Jason is, gentlemen, the complete package, and in both the masculine and the feminine. I say this with confidence and as one who has worked with the wonderful Andrej.”

No sound in the room now.

Dickie turned to Linda. “Linda, my dear. You are asking us to bet a pretty penny on an unknown. What assurances do we have?”

Linda stepped forward and linked an arm in mine. “Jason is under an ironclad contract to me. It cannot be broken. Jason will get rich, but he will do it with me.” She turned to me, “Jason, are you happy with our arrangement.”

What else could I do. I gulped and said, “Very happy.”

Arrangement? Ironclad contract? What the fuck was going on? And what had I committed myself to?

“Well then, are there any other questions?” Dickie looked at the other businessmen. He smiled at Linda and I and Star. “Then let me walk you out.”

We said good bye graciously, ascended the stairs, and he walked us to the front door.

At the front door Linda asked, “When can we expect to hear from you?”

“Oh, you’ve already heard from us.”

We all looked blank.

He chuckled. “My wife gave the nod before she retired.”

We blinked, and he laughed, then he air kissed Linda, shook hands with Star and I, and that was it. The door closed, we retreated, and sat in the limo.

“Whoa. That was intense.” For a change, there was no affectation in Star’s voice.

“We’re going to do it.”

“Yes, we are.”

And I asked, “What are we going to do.”

Linda and Star started to laugh then. And they laughed harder and harder until they were literally rolling around on the seats.

I just sat there and wondered if they had gone coocoo.

Finally, Star started the car and started down the drive.

Linda, still chuckling, sat next to me. She put her hand on my thigh and leaned up against me, just like we were boyfriend and girlfriend.

“The modeling business has been great for me, and I’ve gotten rich. But there is rich, and there is rich. Add to that the fact that I will eventually come to the marketability of my good looks, you will understand why I am about to quit the biz.”

I actually felt my heart sink. “Quit? Like…no more lay outs.”

She studied me with a lopsided smile.

“I have decided to replace myself with you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. At first I thought you were just a pervert. But when I took the time to study your face, your skin, and the way you move, I realized that you could be the next Andrej Pejic.”

“Who is Andrej Pejic?”

“Andrej is an androgynous model. He can portray either sex. He has become quite famous, and has spearheaded a whole new look.”

“You want me to be…androgynous?”

Star laughed. “You already are. Now you just have to make money out of it.”

“So I am starting a modeling company, and it will be niche at first, transgender, but with you I can advertise to either sex. So I really have three models in one. Male, female, and…in between.”

“But…but…what if I don’t want to be a model?”

“Then you can quit, in five or six years. By then I’ll have made enough money to pay back our investors, and you can go live in a shack in the desert. If that’s what you really wish.”

“I can…” I stopped talking.

Star: “It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime—“

I finished, “And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“Absolutely,” he grinned in the rear view mirror at me.

“And this iron clad contract?”

“Yes, well, I did stretch, but I’m betting on something.”

“What?”

“I’m betting that you aren’t just a pervert, that you really do have feelings for me.”

“You should have heard yourself, Jason,” chimed in Star. “You declared everlasting love for Linda tonight, and in front of men who know a contract when they see it.”

I sat there, stunned by what I had heard. It had all been so fast, so crazy, yet…

“So how about it, Jason. Would you like to work for me? Make a million dollars?”

Heck. I had a million dollars. The question was…did I want two million dollars.

And I did.

But, more, I wanted Linda. I wanted to talk to her, to be with her, to come home to her. I wanted to feel her breasts against me, and her lips on mine. I wanted to go dancing. Skiing in the Rockies. I wanted long vacations in the Caribbean. Just us.

“Well, we can certainly discuss it. Why don’t you pick me up tomorrow and we can go out and you can tell me what I can do that will make you a happy woman.”

“Whoa,” blurted Star. “I felt that one.”

Linda turned to me, stared at me. Then she placed a hand around my neck and pulled my face closer to hers. We just sat there, face to face, looking into each other’s eyes.

Then she kissed me, softly, gently, with her eyes closed.

It was an experimental kiss, one that asked whether she wanted to pursue this. She pulled back, and the look in her eyes said that she did.

I said, “And one other thing…”

“Yes?” her breath was warm on my cheek.

“I may need a bit of practice being a female. Perhaps I should be a woman tomorrow night.”

She pulled me to her again, kissed me again, longer, more passionate, and when we parted she was gasping. Hell, I was gasping.

And she said, “Yes. Perhaps you should.”

END
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PART ONE

“College is over, Ryan. Time to move on.” Cora was standing with her friends, smirking. Her friends had a bit of a twist of humor on their lips, too.

“But I thought we were going to move in together?” He didn’t understand. He loved her! She was hot, she had been a cheerleader. And for four years they had been together.

“Are you kidding? What a child.”

He looked at her friends, Stella and Brenda. They were as good looking as Cora, they had acted like they were his friends, too, but now they had a haughty, disdainful look on their faces.

“But just last week we were making plans!”

Stella snickered. Brenda said, “He wants to play house. Can you believe it.

“Last week I still needed you for finals. Finals are over so I don’t need you.”

“What?” He had studied with her, got her through tough classes, even did some of her papers for her.

“That’s right, nerd. For four years I put up with you for your brain.” She touched the center of his forehead with a finger. “Your stupid, stupid brain.”

“But…but…”

“But now I want somebody with a dick. A big, massive honker that can make me cum until my eyeballs pop out.

“But…”

“See ya, chump.”

She turned and walked away. Her friends glanced at Ryan, laughed, and went with her.

Ryan stood silent and watched the three sets of buns sway across the quad. He was dumped. Right in time for graduation. All the end of the year parties and he had no one.

Stunned, humiliated, he turned and walked towards the science building.

She had been using him.

He trudged up to the fourth floor of the science building. There were no students there now. The school year was done and they were all getting ready for parties. All the young men and women would be dancing and drinking and fucking into the wee hours, and he would be alone.

She had dumped him.

He entered the biology labs were he had worked on his senior thesis. He had been so happy, and even envied. Cora was a babe, but now she wanted nothing to do with him.

He entered the back room where the lab animals were kept. He walked past a few cages that had held monkeys. He glanced at the rabbit cages. He came to the cages containing his bunnies.

Bunnies are quiet animals, but now, as he approached the cages, he heard wild chittering and thumping.

He hurried to the source of the noice, wondering the the heck was going on. All rabbits did was eat and fuck, what could they be doing?

He came to the first cage. Two white bunnies were fucking madly. Cotton tails were bouncing, hips were pumping, and one of the rabbits was on top of the other going 60 miles per hour.

Damn! Usually they pumped for a while, 10 or 5 seconds, and they were done. But these two looked like they had been going crazy for hours.

He came to the second cage. Two more bunnies were doing the horizontal bop. Ears were flat, hips were moving back and forth in a blur, they were really going at it.

He moved to the third cage and…the two bunnies were dead! They were still coupled, but they look like they had fucked themselves to death!

What the hell was going on?

He had been concocting a new type of viagra. If anything sold it was sex, and if he could create a better viagra the world would beat a path to his door.

But now he had four bunnies procreating like the world had ended, and for two bunnies the world had ended. He started to move past the third cage to the fourth cage, but stopped. He looked back at the dead bunnies. There was something weird here. Something wasn’t right.

He shook his head and went to the last cage.

Two bunnies fucking. The Energizer Bunny had nothing on these two. They slammed and jammed so fast he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Damn! What the—he froze. His jaw dropped and he turned back to the third cage. He jumped back to it and stared at the dead rabbits.

He opened the cage and pried them apart, and the truth burst upon him. He started to laugh. He had something better than viagra! He had…Oh, my God…he had…

Tri-Pi, ot Pi Pi Pi, was getting ready for the big end of year party.

The basement had a dozen couches pushed behind drapes and otherwise isolated. The front room had five big tubs of ice. Inside each tub sat a big keg.

The kitchen had six cases of whiskey. Good whiskey. None of that cheap tin screw on crap shit. This whiskey all had corks.

The girls were putting the finishing touches on the front room. Furniture was pushed back for dancing. Music was wailing at half volume, balloons and bunting decorated the big room, along with a sign that said, “Happy Graduation!”

In small letters under the big ones somebody had scribbled, ‘Fuck this school and the teachers it rode in on.’

Up stairs the young women were putting finishing touches on themselves. Nylons were slid up sexy legs. Panties contained moist pussies. Bras were stuffed with the biggest boobs on campus. Zippers were being zipped, make up was being slapped on, and the sweet smell of sexual anticipation was in the air.

“I can’t believe that idiot,” said Cora, brushing her cheeks with a light brush. “Did he actually think I was going to move in with him?”

Stella, putting on lipstick, commented, “I can’t believe you kept him the whole four years. How did you stand fucking him?”

“I used your pussy,” replied Cora.

Girls nearby giggled.

Stella grinned and said, “Oh, you are droll, girl friend.”

“But at least you’re rid of him now,” said Brenda. “And just in time. Can you imagine him coming to the party tonight?”

The other two girls gave mock shivers, then they all laughed.

Ding dong! The front door bell sounded.

The girls looked up at the clock.

“It’s still early,” said Brenda.

“Who could that be?” asked Stella.

The answer came up the stairs in a yell. “Cora! Somebody here to see you!”

Cora sighed, made a kiss towards her reflection in the mirror, and flounced down the stairs.

Cora was quite beautiful. She had long, shapely legs, accentuated by sleek nylons. Her hair was long, lush and wavy. It flowed over her shoulders sensuously. Her face, in spite of recent meanness to poor Ryan, was well shaped, sexy, and made up to perfection.

She was wearing a tight dress, black, low cut, and her large boobs were over flowing.

She intended to land a jock tonight, maybe get herself a good fucking, and start looking for real husband material.

A jock would be perfect husband material. Big muscles, little mind, big cock, and lots of big league money.

So thinking, she opened the front door and stepped out on the porch.

“You!”

Ryan was waiting. He looked at her and fell in love all over again. She was so beautiful, and he had been with her four years.

“You’re not here to beg, are you? Because I told you we’re done. I don’t want anything to do with you.”

Ryan sighed. He was holding an envelope. “No. I just brought over some mail for you.”

“Mail? I picked up my mail this afternoon. What the fuck is this?” She stared at him suspiciously.

“Nothing.” He was looking at her boobs. She was really going all out for this party. It hurt his feelings that she wasn’t doing this for him, but…soon she would be. “Some delivery service brought it by just a while ago. I thought I’d bring it over personal.

“Hunh!” she snorted. “You just wanted to kiss my ass and see if I’d give you a pity fuck or something. Well, forget about it, loser.”

“Okay,” he said. “Here’s your special delivery.

She reached out to take it. he stepped forward and grabbed her hand. He dropped the envelope and slapped her wrist. She felt a quick sting and looked down. There was a drop of blood on her wrist.

Shocked, she looked at him, and saw a drop of blood on his finger. He had been wearing some weird band with a point on it, and he had just stuck her.

“What the fuck? What did you do?”

Ryan just said, “See you later,” and walked down the stairs towards the street.

Cora stepped to the railing and yelled. “Don’t come back, you lousy, little fuck!”

Ryan waved a hand.

“And your dick is short! You got that? Loser?”

A couple of girls came out to see what the yelling was all about. Seeing Ryan retreat they all smiled. They had all known that Cora would dump Ryan, and they watched his slender figure walk off.

A couple of the girls yelled out, “See ya, loser.”

Everybody chuckled, then went back inside to finish getting ready for the party.

Cora frowned and sucked her finger. It was just a drop of blood, no consequence, but…it was the principle of the thing.

She followed the other girls into the sorority house.

Ryan had stopped by the Tri-Pi house at about four. People started showing up for the party at five.

At first it was sedate. There was a table of pizza and wings and students gathered around the table and chewed and licked fingers and talked.

The common conversation had to do with teachers and what dicks they were. It seemed that the college students were desperate for good grades from people they most despised.

And, there was a lot of conversation about what to do post graduation.

“I’ve got an interview with Apple!”

“Going to intern at Goldman-Sachs.”

Med school. Law school. Work on the MS. A lot of kids liked being linked into the educational system. In spite of the asshole teachers.

And, there was some talk of marriage. A couple of the girls were sporting gaudy rings. One of them made the remark, “I can’t wait to stop fucking everybody and just fuck one guy.” The other girls, of course, made fun of her for that remark.

By six o’clock the house was packed, and the interest, except for those late arrivees, was booze.

They started to imbibe like ladies and gentlemen. ‘Would you like a beer?’

Which progressed to, ‘Where’s the hard stuff.’

And would, once the party was in full swing, end up, ‘Gimme that bottle! I need to wash down my drugs!’

Cora was pissed when she came in off the porch. That fucking, little piss ant. He fucking scratched her!

She sucked the drop of blood off her wrist, then had to wipe her arm and redo her lipstick. Damn! She gets rid of the dweeb and then he shows up out of the blue and does this to her. Fucking asshole!

She went upstairs to put the finishing touches on her face. She giggled and high fived her sisters, and was talking to Stella about what a loser Ryan was when the first wave of dizziness hit her.

Stella grabbed her arm and steadied her. “What? You sneak a little punch downstairs?”

Cora shook her head, smiled wanly, and headed for the bathroom. Maybe a good shit would put the pink back in her cheeks.

She pulled her dress up and sat down on the throne. She wasn’t wearing panties, and her hose was held on the old fashioned way…by garter.

Man, she was looking forward to this party. She wanted to get a couple of jocks downstairs and wiggle her pussy down around some righteous cock. But…she felt sick.

Not just a wave of dizziness, but a hollow feeling in her belly.

Maybe she didn’t need to shit. Maybe she just needed to eat something.

She definitely needed to drink something.

She began to shiver. She controlled herself.

Dizziness became a headache, and she thought she was going to pass out.

Across the campus Ryan got dressed. A pair of shorts, very loose. A baggy sweat shirt. Athletic shoes. Then he went into the bathroom and mentally prepared himself.

He had eaten earlier, giving himself enough time to digest a bit so he wouldn’t barf, if that was to happen. He pulled his shorts down and sat on the porcelain stool. He didn’t want to be caught off guard if he suddenly needed to dump.

Truth, he had no idea what was going to happen, but he was trying to cover all bases.

He thought of how Cora had used him.

He had put a lot of time into her over the years. She had treated him so nice. Sure, the sex could have been more, she had had a lot of ‘headaches,’ but now he understood.

He sighed, pissed a little, and the first wave of dizziness hit him.

He grabbed a cold washcloth and put it to his head. The room spun, but he knew what was happening and he wasn’t worried.

Unless he wound up like the bunnies in cage three. But he had examined them and thought he knew what had happened.

One of the bunnies hadn’t changed, and the sexual frenzy of the first bunny had driven it to sexually attack, and…the other bunny not forthcoming…so, violence.

He had found bunny teeth marks on the back of the neck of the under bunny.

He had no doubt that this was not going to be a problem. And, if it was, it was all for science.

He laughed. Wouldn’t it be funny if the results were totally different and he turned into a vampire or a werewolf or something.

But, he knew what he was doing. Suddenly his body felt a ripple and he began to dry heave. It has hard, it was painful, but he went with it. He knew what was happening.

Cora had no idea what was happening. She had fallen off the toilet and lay on the floor, dazed, not understanding, and the world slowly spun. Then the pain started in her groin area.

“Oh!” she put her hands down and grabbed her mons. Her dress being up she was totally exposed and she felt the slight bulge of sex organs.

She blinked, and would have cried, but the pain was getting worse.

She felt a throbbing down there. It was like the world’s worst headache, except it was in her pussy. It was a ‘pussyache.’

Then she felt the writhing of muscles, or something, under the surface of her pussy. Liquid flowed out on the floor, and she moaned and tried to stay conscious.

Ryan felt the pain, and though he was expecting it, it was worse than he had ever imagined. His nuts suddenly felt like somebody was squeezing them. It felt like his prick was in a trash compactor. He felt his body sucking, as if to suck his sex organs right into his body.

He fell off the toilet and lay on the floor. The pain rippled through him and he held himself, and he felt his package shrinking, pulling back, disappearing into his body.

Cora wanted to scream, but it hurt too much. Noise hurt her. Smell hurt her. Even emotion hurt her. She was on her side, and she felt a rippling, as of muscle, under her hands. But it wasn’t her hands. It wasn’t muscle, it was…it was…her clitoris began to firm up, like when she got horny, but now when blood went into that little girl peeny the clitoris grew in size.

And her hole was being pulled up, it was migrating up the bottom of her swelling clitoris.

Flesh was ruptured and stretched and condensed and elongated, and it was like somebody had kicked her in the crotch about a hundred times, and was still kicking.

Ryan had his hands on his penis, but it kept shrinking, pulling into his body. It felt like a hand hand was reeling his cock in, and his balls were pulled up into the cavities from which they had originally dropped. Then the actual texture of those sex organs started changing. He felt them actually morphing into ovaries. And his penis was almost all the way back into his body, and the slit in the tip was growing larger, and lips were forming around that hole.

He realized he was growing labia, inner and outer, and it hurt, but he knew what was happening. What was happening was what had happened to the bunnies. The male bunny had become female, and the female had become male, and with that change had occurred a sexual excitement they couldn’t resist. They fucked like…rabbits. Super hormoned, viagra laced, humping bunnies. Unable to stop.

Yes, he was taking a chance. But he was human, and he knew what was happening. He should have some modicum of control when the sexual urges began to overwhelm him.

Cora shat herself, and had dry heaves. When she was done, exhausted, she had become aware that she was still alive.

Changed, but alive.

She felt her groin, and felt the lump of man flesh that had grown out of her pussy. Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! She thought.

She had balls and a big, healthy cock. And everything was tender. And she had to move her legs apart so she wouldn’t squash them. How did men live, how did they walk with these big things hanging between their legs.

Dazed, she let go of her cock and balls and brought her hands up.

Sex organs are important. They are for reproduction. But they aren’t for show and tell. People tend to hide their cock and balls, or their vaginas. The only exception to this is a woman’s breasts. A woman’s tits are the mark of a woman. They are the living proof, and they have all sorts of social and emotional and mental significance.

A women with small tits doesn’t feel as womanly as a woman with big tits.

A woman with big tits is a proud humper looking down upon the human race. At least, that’s how Cora viewed herself. A proud humper in charge of everything, and her tits proved it.

But her hands rose up and felt her chest. Nothing there. She was no longer a woman. She fainted.

The pain in his chest was nowhere as bad as the pain in his groin. The agony of growing tits, of traveling through female puberty in about an hour, was only like a super heart attack. Or two.

Ryan was more aware than Cora, he knew what was happening, but he cried like a little baby as his chest bulged, expanded, grew into a pair of awesomely big tits.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” he whined over and over again. But he knew the change was almost over.

His sex organs had changed, and he could feel things in his body changing, but…the pain was lessening.

He reached up and felt his head. He had had a scraggly bit of mustache, that was gone. He had had short hair, now it was long and luxurious. A tangle, yes, but an incredible mass of female tresses.

Cora lay for a while. Her breathing was heavy, and she observed the world around her. Her mind felt like somebody had just lifted off the top of her head, taken a dump in it, and screwed her skull back on.

The will to survive runs deep, and she forced her self to sit up. She was in the bathroom, and she was a mess. She had shat all over her dress. She had barfed on herself. But the pain was gone.

She had to clean herself up. She could hear the party roaring downstairs. She stood up and wavered, grabbed the sink and looked in the mirror.

She had short hair, and her face was changed. It had sharper angles, male angles, and she had a little scruff of hair under her nose. Hair, a mustache, like the one she had thought so ridiculous on Ryan.

Then it hit her. The cast of her eyes, the shape of her lips, she was a sort of a version of Ryan. Not the same. There was still Cora DNA in her, but it was like the Cora had been overridden by the Ryan. She stood back and looked at her body. It wasn’t particularly strong, and there was a shape to it that definitely reminded her of Ryan.

That son of a bitch! That bit of blood, the prick on her wrist…he had done something to her. He had…given her some sort of drug or something, and now her body was shaped in his image.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. She had been a drop dead, knock  out gorgeous woman with spectacular tits! Now she was nothing! She was a male! A worm! One of those things she used for her pleasure and benefit.

What had that fucking son of a bitch done to her?

But, epiphany aside, she still stank like a dead skunk in an outhouse. She stripped her filthy clothes off and stepped into the shower.

Ryan stripped his clothes off and stepped into the shower. He had suffered, but it wasn’t too bad. A short bit of sudsing and he could head on out. He was dying to see what had happened to Cora. One thing was sure, nobody would recognize him, in spite of a surface similarity to Cora, he looked different enough that only she would recognize him.

He rubbed his hairless armpits with soap and began singing an old Shania Twain song.

Man! I feel like a woman!

Cora stepped out of the shower. She looked at her dress and underwear with disgust. Totally ruined. And she had spent a pretty penny on them.

She left those clothes lying on the floor and stepped out of the bathroom.

“EEEEK!” Stella stood to one side and screamed. She had come up to see where her friend was, and this…this…man! had stepped out of the bathroom. Naked! He came to the party and used the shower.

“EEEEEK!” yelled Cora, but in a much deeper voice.

The two, uh…’women’ stared at each other.

Cora more in a survival mode than Stella, she moved first. She heard people in the hallway and she slammed the door and locked it.

Stella stepped back, her hands up as if to fend off.

“Stella! It’s me! It’s Cora!”

Cora didn’t believe it.

Ryan stepped out of the shower, dried himself off, and considered what to wear.

His body was sleek and sexy, big boobs, and he wanted to dress it up a bit before he went out on the town. But he had nothing but male clothes.

Damn! He thought. I wish I was a crossdresser!

But he wasn’t. So he was going to have to wear ill fitting male clothes and…wait a minute! George Hansen, down the hall…he was a crossdresser! He’d have clothes!

Ryan slipped on a pair of pants and a tee shirt and trotted down the hall. His tits bounced and he had to hold them up with a forearm. He suddenly realized the importance of bras.

Knock knock.

George was in full en femme. He was wearing a summer dress, complete make up, nylons, and high heels. He had even painted his nails a pretty pink.

Heck, he was graduating. What did he care what his frat brothers thought?

Besides, they all knew he cross dressed.

He looked at the door and frowned.

Who the heck was that? Everybody was supposed to be out partying. He had figured he would have some serious alone time to play dress up and to get himself off.

In fact, he was wearing a chastity tube to keep his erection down, and it was trying to get hard, and he was starting to feel like taking it off and getting off.

“George?” It was a female voice. A female? In a men’s frat house?

Still, he didn’t want to be bothered.

“Go away. I’m studying.” Studying how to be a flaming crossdresser. Heh.

“George! I need a dress! I know you have some extra dresses! Let me in!”

George went to the door and listened.

“Dammit! George! Open this door or I’ll go on Facebutt and out you!”

Crap! The guys in the frat house knew of his preferences, but people outside the house didn’t. Even though he was graduating he would probably be around for an MS program. Fuck!

He unlocked the door and peeked out.

Ryan pushed in, almost pushing the door into George’s face.

“Heysoos, George. Take your fucking time!”

Ryan was wearing a towel and the most beautiful breasts George had ever seen.

Truth, George was a confused bi. He loved women, got all erect over them, but…he was attracted to men, too. In this case, victim to the urges of both worlds, he was instantly attracted to Ryan.

But it wasn’t just that she was naked with big boobs in his room, but there was a just something about the woman. Some bit of pheromone that lured him, enticed him, made his boner to be to knock around the chastity cage like crazy.

“Who are you?”

“I’m Ryan, from down the hall. Room 211.”

“Bullshit.”

“He shat and you stepped in it.” Ryan was opening George’s closet.

“What are you doing? You’re not Ryan!”

“I need a dress. And I’m Ryan. I gave you a ride when you had a flat tire last year. We talked about whether Biden was a moron or an idiot. Since morons are over 50 IQ-wise, and idiots are below 25, you won the argument.”

Ryan brought out a short, yellow dress. It was low cut and he couldn’t wait to see his boobies on display.

“What did I call you?”

“An imbecile, which, it turns out, is between 25 and 50. Do you have nylons? And a fucking bra? I really need a bra.”

“You’re really Ryan?” George went to a dresser and brought out panties and garter and nylons. “What the fuck happened to you? Try this bra. I use if for my biggest breast forms.”

Ryan took the bra first, got confused on putting it on, and George had to help him.

“I invented a drug. Changes sexes.”

He didn’t say anything about the suspected onslaught of terminal horniness. He didn’t want to say anything because he was feeling pretty warm down there.

George got the bra hooked up and Ryan grinned. “Man, that feels ten times better.”

“How does this drug work?” He handed Ryan the panties. Ryan no longer wanted them and tossed them aside. He was feeling really horny now. It was happening fast. He didn’t want to put panties on just to take them off again.

“I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.” Ryan rolled panties up his slim, bare legs. “No, really, it’s just that it’s pretty complex, and I haven’t even patented it yet.”

Two things happened then. One was George’s mind, the other was his cock.

“Fuck!” whimpered George, pulling up his dress and running for the key to the chastity device. Something, Ryan’s pheromones probably, was making his dick so hard he knew he had to get it out before it broke. Or broke the chastity tube. Or something.

And his mind began churning over possibilities. He was an economics major, and he liked money. And he started turning over the potential of Ryan’s invention.

George threw the chastity tube aside and collapsed on the bed. His cock pointed out from under his dress.

Ryan stared. He was a man, but…he had been a man. And now he was a woman…and his mind was catching up. As a man he wanted a woman, but as a woman…he wanted…he wanted…and that giant rabbit frenzy overtook his moist pussy.

“That’s a cock,” he blurted.

“You need to organize.”

Ryan crossed the room, ending up with a slide to his knees.

“And to strategize.”

Ryan opened his mouth and began to suck.

“Oh, fuck. We need to find investors.”

Ryan jumped up and sat on George’s dick. He sighed in deep satisfaction as the cock slipped into his pussy.

“We’re going to need to look into production details, corporate law…”

Ryan moved up and down. It was an itch he had never known he had, but he had it now, and he needed to scratch.

“We need to know which states to produce in, how to…”

Ryan had never known such frantic desire. It was worse than when he had discovered masturbation. He began to move up and down like…like a rabbit!

“Oh, fuck,” whimpered George, trying to think through the onslaught of pure sex swallowing his dick, his mind, and his whole soul.

“Oh, yeah…this is…yeah…” Ryan pushed George back, grabbed his hands and brought them to his tits. “Fuck me, you bitch. Fuck my juicy cunt!”

“Oh…oh…OHHH!”

Cora stared at Stella. “Ryan did something to me. He gave me a drug. He changed me.”

“Yeah right. You’re Cora.” The look on her face showed that Stella really did not believe.

“I helped you cheat in Mrs. Johnson’s Algebra class. I gave you the answers to the mid term after Ryan helped me figure them out. I swore you to secrecy because I didn’t want Ryan to find out.”

Stella’s mouth opened in surprise. “Holy fuck! Cora? What the hell happened?”

“I told you. Ryan. I need to get dressed. Do you have some male clothes?”

Stella looked down at Cora’s cock.

“I…might.” She licked her lips. There was something just so sexy about Cora’s new body. It was almost like she had some kind of pheromones exuding from her. him. Whoever. “But we should discuss this for a minute.”

Cora stared at her friend. She saw the heat coming off Stella. She knew it for what it was.

Horniness.

And, the problem was that her dick started to expand.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, looking down as her cock grew out.

“What?” asked Stella, taking a step forward, “You’ve never seen a cock before!”

“I have…but I’ve never had one! This feels…this feels…”

Stella grabbed the almost completely erect cock and tugged on it.

Cora groaned. “Oh, God!” So that’s why boys like their cocks played with!”

“Yeah!” Stella went to her knees and began to slurp.

Cora felt her girlfriend’s tongue lapping at the bottom of her dick. It was like sandpapering horniness to create more horniness. Her knees grew weak and she placed her hands on Stella’s head for balance.

Stella moved her head back and forth, then suddenly stood up. She grinned. “I think you’re hard enough now.”

She pushed Cora down on a bed and sat on her. One quick move and Cora’s cock was completely engulfed and ensconced in heaven.

Cora was stunned, but the pleasure was too much for her to resist.

in fact, after a minute of slow humping she reached up and, with a male strength, she flipped Stella over and drove her cock deep into her pussy.

“Oh…yes!” Stella grunted.

Cora’s cock was big, and she began to use it faster and faster.

Stella grabbed Cora and hung on.

Cora began to jam her cock into Stella’s pussy so fast…she looked like the Energizer bunny on steroids. Her hips were a blur and her cock began to move into and out of Stella’s pussy so fast that an onlooker would not have been surprised to see smoke!

“Fuck!” screamed Stella, and she began to cum. And cum. And cum.


PART TWO

Ryan stared down at George’s body. George wasn’t dead, but he had been so thoroughly over sexed that he had passed out. Simply, Ryan had taken more semen from George than George had, and George was now near comatose.

Ryan frowned. He was still horny. In fact, he was hornier, as if George had merely been a tasty hors d’oeuvre. Ryan had thought he was prepared for everything, but this sexual hunger in him was more than he had anticipated. He had a pussy, and that pussy had needs. He needed cock, and a lot of it.

Ryan went into the bathroom and wiped off the smears of semen all over his thighs and pussy. Then he headed out the door. Tri-Pi was having that party, and there had to be enough men to satisfy the aching need that was overwhelming him.

He tottered across the campus on high heels. He had to hurry, the massive need was swallowing him.

Cora stared down at Stella. Stella was moaning and holding her pussy. Cora had just about fucked it to death. Her big cock had filled Stella and rammed and jammed so much that the other girl was near comatose.

Cora sighed heavily. Man, she needed more. Whatever George had done to her…she needed more sex.

She didn’t bother with clothes, merely walked out of the room and strode down the hallway.

She wasn’t large, Ryan had been slender and she was mirrored on him, but her cock was big and stood out as even larger on her small frame.

She came out at the top of the stairs and stared down at the party scene.

Young men and young women were packed into the room. They were dancing, kissing, drinking. A couple in a far corner had the girl hoisted up on the man’s dick in a blatant expression of monkey love.

For a moment nobody noticed the naked man with the big dick standing on the landing. then the pheromones began to be felt.

Cora’s cock throbbed and pulsed, and a woman on the far side of the room glanced up and…stared.

Then the man she was talking to, seeing he was being ignored, looked up, and his mouth dropped open.

In the kitchen doorway two women were talking, and then staring, and one of the women rubbed her suddenly moist mons.

Cora took a step, was at the top of the stairs, and several people at the bottom of the stairs gazed up at her. The men they were with were suddenly ignored, and pissed. They weren’t affected by male pheromones, they just knew that their girls had been stolen.

More and more women looked up at the big dick, and a subtle shift of people began across the room.

Women stepped out of boyfriends’ arms, took a step towards the stairs.

Men tried to grab arms and were brushed off.

Men glared daggers at Cora, but…the women moved en masse towards the bottom of the stairs.

And the scene suddenly became dangerous. That much testosterone suddenly thwarted, the men began to think of fighting Cora for their women. Violence was in the air, and a few of the men actually stepped towards the staircase, intending to climb the stairs, get ahead of the women, and knock that asshole’s block off!

Before the violence could manifest, however, a man blinked and turned around. And another man turned, and another.

Standing in the doorway was Ryan. Ryan looking even sexier than Cora had when she was a woman. His tits were magnificent, proud, thrusting. The nipples poking through the material of the yellow dress, the low cut exposing a vast sweep of tit.

He was standing with his hands on his round hips, breathing heavily, legs slightly spread, and the smell of his sex wafted through the room like mustard gas through a world war one trench.

Man after man turned.

Then the men began to move, in a cross direction to that of the women. They abandoned efforts to keep their girlfriends. Who wanted those plain old schlubs when the real deal had just entered the room?

The women didn’t notice when the men let them go, they just surged up the staircase. Cora, seeing the wave of sex crazed dripping pussies charging her, suddenly blinked.

Yes, she wanted sex, sex was the desire of the race to survive. But…there had to be a hundred women trying to get up the stairs. Maybe two hundred! How the hell could she…and the first hands reached her…

Downstairs, Ryan stook a step back, out onto the porch, and the first massed waves of hard charging, dripping dicks rushed towards him. His eyes opened in shock. There had to be a couple of hundred men charging him! How could he handle all of them? How could he…but the men were already ripping off clothes and the first of them reached him…

Cora was born back by the sweaty bodies grabbing at her. She felt delicate hands rip at her penis, then she was flat on her back, and the first woman sat upon her.

She felt ripe, 21 year old pussy slither down her big pole. the woman who was fucking her was one of her sisters. Janice Deering. She was a sort of stuck up bitch who only occasionally engaged in sex, but she was balls deep now. She was grabbing her tits, ripping off her clothes, moving up and down, and the sexual desire engendered by Cora’s change of sex began to reassert in Cora, to rise up and be felt.

Cora’s hips began to pump, faster and faster, and suddenly the lusting Janice found her position reversed, Cora used new found male muscle to flip her over, then that big dick became a weapon of mass destruction. Or perhaps that should be called a weapon of ass destruction. Now that she was giving in to the tremendous sexual drive the change had brought she didn’t care which hole her dick went into. Cunt or ass, it was all the same to her. She just had a big dick with a big itch, and that itch had to be scratched.

Under her, Janice’s eyes went wide as the rabbit fast jack hammer of a big dick opened her open and ravaged her. She had never…she had never…and…”AAAAHHHHHHHHH!” she began to cum and cum and cum.

Ryan had intended to back out of the house, and wound up on the porch. The first boy, Jason Standish, drove him down onto the porch and rammed his dick into him. As dicks go it wasn’t bad. Maybe a little thin, maybe a little long, but…it clicked the switch in Ryan, and he suddenly felt that sexual urge that had accompanied his sexual change erupt.

Cock. He wanted cock. The bigger the better.

Jason drove in and in and in and…and then he felt like his vicious speed was being…usurped. The girl under him was moving faster than him, and deep muscles inside the woman’s juicy pussy were pulling on his dick. He thought he was the fucker, but now it was she who was doing the fucking, and her hips sped up. They slammed up and down, gripping and ripping his cock so hard he was afraid it would be pulled right off. Then he started to cum.

“AHHHH!” Big squirts were pulled out of him. Suddenly it felt like semen was being sucked right out of his balls. His groin exploded in pain as more and more semen, more than he had, was being pulled out of him…

Cora stood up and was pulled down. Another women wanted her big dick, and she found herself again on her back, and again she had to flip the woman over to get leverage and really get the fucking going.

Within a minute the poor woman underneath her was moaning and yelling and cumming.

Cora was quicker this time. She leaped up and managed to get two feet closer to the stairs. Women were still flooding up the stairs, but Cora just waited and kept fucking. She smelled something. A pheromone unlike that of these women she was fucking. It was a delicious pheromone, unlike any she had ever smelled. It smelled sort of like…her. It was her smell, and it seemed to be wafting through the front door and the house.

She finished fucking a woman, pushed the dried out husk aside and got another foot closer to the stair.

Women were trying to crowd around her, and there was more access from the corridor. Stand around the top of the stairs and one might actually get pushed over.

And, at the very moment, a woman tripped and fell down the stairs.

Cora groaned and fucked as she watched the woman, it looked like Brenda, went head over heels. She ended up sitting splay-legged at the bottom of the stairs. She rubbed her butt, looked around in confusion, then focused on Cora again. She began scrambling back up the stairs.

On the porch Ryan was having a hell of a time. Every time he drained a boy he tried to wiggle towards the front door. He could smell the most delicious aroma exuding from inside the house. It was like smelling himself, and it was a smell that he definitely liked.

The young man on him grunted and deposited, and Ryan was a sticky mess down there. But that didn’t matter, all that mattered was that with every six inches of cock he was six inches closer to whatever that wonderful smell was that was coming from inside the house.

Cora slammed her dick into one of her sisters, groaned, and deposited a huge mess of cum into the woman.

The woman moaned and humped, tried to keep up with the rapidly jackhammering hips of Cora. She came and she came, then Cora managed to get her feet under her, leaped forward a bit, and was entangled with a woman at the top of the stairs. She drove her penis into the woman, who lost her balance and fell backward.

They slid down a couple of steps, struck somebody, who fell backwards and sort of cleared a path for them. Then they were butt pumping down the stairs, and each step slapped the woman’s ass, and each slap to the ass caused Cora to sink deeper into her pussy. Slap, slap, slap, they fucked down the stairs. Step after step of being driven deeper, deeper.

The woman cried out and was cumming by the tenth step. By the time she reached the bottom, twenty steps, she was cumming again. Her body rigid and bouncing like a toboggan, her hips spasming with each step.

Cora squirted a spurt with each step, and her balls were slapping on the steps when the girls butt slipped off and descended to another step.

At the bottom of the steps people cheered.

At the top of the steps, on the narrow balcony, women gazed down and wished it could have been them that were stair fucked.

Ryan felt that delicious smell getting closer. He heard a series of bumps and yells, and somebody screaming out in ecstasy, then the smell was just inside the house and to the right. Right around the corner.

The man inside him was yelling now, trying to get loose. Ryan was cumming, and his pussy muscles were wringing out the boy’s cock like it was a wet rag. Semen squirted into Ryan, and finally the boy managed to shove off him.

Ryan scooted his sexy ass over the doorstep and into the house. Another young man jumped him, though, and he was flipped and spread and another cock entered his pleasure palace.

Oh, God, it felt good. Ryan reached down and squeezed the man’s nuts and humped his dick.

The man groaned, he wasn’t going to last long, this was the juiciest cunt he had ever had. It was slick and moist and hot and…and it wasn’t just all the gallons of semen that had been deposited in that cunt and were being forced out with every thrust…there was just something special about Ryan’s cunt. Something that called, beckoned, wanted.

Cora drove into the woman when they dropped off the last step and hit the floor. Her hips thrust hard, the woman’s butt had no more stairs to drove off, and Cora drove in so hard the woman thought she was going to come out her ass.

But Cora’s dick didn’t come out of her ass, for that was a physical impossibility. She did begin spurting a huge load into the woman.

Cora had cum dozens of times, filled up dozens of women. Her balls were manufacturing sperm as fast as she could expend it.

“Oh…yes!” yelled the woman under her, then she collapsed. Cora pulled her dripping dick out of the woman’s hole and crawled over her body. Her wet, sperm soaked dick slapped the woman in the face, then she was over her, and another woman laid down and spread her legs.

Dozens of women were trying to get to her, but the sexual lust was getting nothing but larger. She could smell some kind of ‘super pussy’ right around the corner. A massive cunt that she was sure could finally scratch the monster itch that was filling her never ending cock.

Just around the corner a man was pumping his dick into Ryan, and Ryan was dazed with lust. His hips were a blur as he grasped the man’s dick and used it.

Funny, he wasn’t getting tired, even though he had cum dozens of times. But then he could smell the most wonderful smell he had ever smell in his whole life. And it was right around the corner. Within feet of him. If he could only get a few more feet…but each fuck he was only able to wiggle maybe six inches before another man jumped on to him.

Cora reached forward, grabbed the corner of the wall and, just as she came and filled up a pussy with her monstrous man meat, she pulled herself forward.

Her face looked around the corner, and she saw Ryan fucking madly, trying to scramble back even while fucking.

“Ryan!” she cried.

Ryan looked up, was upside down to her, but recognized his one time girlfriend. “Cora!”

Each of them realized that this was the source of the ultimate pheromone that had driven them onward, impelled them to fuck their way through dozens of people just for a chance at this one cock and cunt coupling.

Cora drove her penis into the pussy of a woman and yelled at Ryan. “What did you do to me?”

Ryan thrust his hips up, snagging a cock and gripping it and pulling it. “I gave you a drug I invented. It changes your sex and makes you sex crazy!”

“Fuck!” she screamed, shooting a load into the woman under her. “I love it! I’ve never felt so powerful! If I’d known it felt like this I would have grown a dick years ago!”

“That’s nothing,” he yelled back, squeezing the young man’s dick so hard it began to ooze semen, and then to squirt big spurts of the white stuff. “My pussy is amazing! It can take any dick and empty it within a minute, and it never seems to run out of desire!”

“I love my cock!”

“I love my cunt!”

“Wanna fuck? These women cum too fast, they can’t take my big cock.”

“Yes! These guys aren’t big enough, and they don’t last long enough. I need a man’s dick in me!”

So determined, the couple began to fuck and wiggle and try to get their bodies around to the right position. They needed to be next to each other, and they had to make their partners cum at the same time so they could wiggle out from under and over and join to each other. In the roiling mass of sex that the party had become that was going to be difficult.

Cora fucked a few girls, came in them, and slithered around so she was facing the same way Ryan was. That took time.

Ryan tried to time when the men were going to squirt in him, to leverage his hips to control when they came. But the young men came too fast and took different lengths of time to squirt.

Meanwhile, the combined pheromones of Ryan and Cora were driving the room mad. Men couldn’t get to Ryan, it was just too crowded, too many men fighting, and they found themselves pressed together with women who were trying to get under Cora.

It was a terrible mangle of bodies, and pricks started slipping into cunts everywhere. Bob accidentally slipped his dick into Wendy. Herman found his dick embedded in Stella’s asshole, and she was loving it. Frank wound up with a cock in Bonnie’s face, so she gobbled it just as Sam drove his big pecker into her asshole.

Moans, groans, shouts, protests, all come together in one room. Men fucking cunts and asshole and mouths. Women screaming for more cock.  Semen spurting as if from fire hoses. Pussies so moist that dicks splashed when they fucked them. Cocks so desperate they launched themselves into anything and everything.

This was turning out to be quite the party!

Then, as was inevitable, the timing of the young man pumping Ryan’s hole coincided with Cora pushing off another woman and moving…sideways. On to Ryan.

Ryan gaped at the mere touch of Cora’s flesh. The drug they had taken had mingled their DNA. So him fucking her was like the perfect fucking of her to him.

Cora’s dick, big and bruising and having slaughtered probably fifty different women, sank into Ryan’s pussy. which pussy had conquered probably over fifty pricks.

They froze at the immense deliciosity of feeling that overwhelmed them. It was as if Cora’s cock had been built expressly for Ryan’s hole. They were a perfect match, and they just froze and stared at each other. They were a perfect yin and yang, being themselves and each other. They were the perfect match because half of him was her and half of her was him.

And they hadn’t even started moving yet.

They started moving. Cora slid her huge cock down into Ryan’s tight pussy, and it was the ultimate rapture of male and female. If ever there was a perfect fuck in the history of the world, this was it.

“Oh,” said Ryan. His eyes open and staring.

“My!” wheezed Cora, feeling his pussy grip her cock and strangle it.

“Fuck!” groaned Ryan, as Cora pulled out a bit.

“Me!” moaned Cora, as she began to plummet back into him. Back and forth they went, and they began to speed up.

Ryan held on, his hips going faster and faster, but no matter how fast his hips moved, Cora kept up.

And Cora rammed and jammed and slammed and bammed and…Ryan didn’t fall behind. He kept up, and they moved faster and faster.

Faster, faster, faster. Their bodies slapping together in a manic beat, faster than any drummer.

They lurched so hard and fast that when students tried to put hands on them, to separate them so they could have turns, those hands were flung off.

They went into high gear, and a keening sound erupted from their throats, a weird ululation of fevered pitch.

Steam began to issue from where his cock joined to her cunt, and people started to move back from the fucking couple.

They were holding on to each other, hugging, and their bodies were slamming up and down like a two big hands clapping, but clapping about a thousand miles an hour.

Cora’s mouth was open, the sheer pleasure was consuming her.

Ryan’s head was back, his eyes rolling back in their sockets.

People moved further away. A big circle opened up around them.

Then actual smoke began to issue from their juncture.

“Look out!” somebody yelled, and he ran through the front door.

A mass exodus began, people scrambling over couches, through doors, jumping out windows. Tables were overturned. Downstairs people fucking on couches stopped and wondered what was happening, it sounded like a huge stampede of crazed bison.

“FUUUUUUUUUU….”

“……UUUUUUUCK!

They came. At the same time. Her cock  exploded semen into his pussy. His pussy spasmed, thrust up and drank all that semen.

For a minute they were frozen in position, locked in rigid squirt, his balls pulsing and throbbing, his cock jerking and twitching deep inside her, her muscles grabbing and puling and wanting more…more…more.

There have been many fucks in the history of the universe, and there has been much conjecture as to which was the mightiest.

Was it the four Gorks in daisy chain on the planet Betelgeuse, who came so hard they caused a river to run dry?

Was it the Sparsen Globs in the windy climes of Sirius, who came so hard the ground actually cracked?

Was it Jim and Sandy, in a small town in New Mexico, who came so hard he squeezed his whole liver into her pussy?

Indeed, there might be much argument as to which of those was best, but none of those, nor a zillion other cums in the universe, could hope to match the sheer perfection of Ryan and Cora.

For five minutes they were locked in grunting, rigid, spasming embrace, then they collapsed.

The sorority house was empty, and people were running across campus, terrified by the incredibly explosion of manifested love.

It was sex so virulent no human could comprehend.

But it was done.

Ryan lay in Cora’s arms. They were on the floor looking up, and their minds were shattered with the immensity of their love.

Upstairs, unaware of what had happened, a girl flushed a toilet.

Downstairs, in the love pit basement, a fellow managed to squirt a time or two into a girl he had just meant. And she grunted like it meant something.

Cora said, “I guess I shouldn’t have treated you so shabbily.”             

Ryan said, “That’s okay. You made up for it.”

“That was one hell of a fuck.”

“Now I understand why the rabbits died.”

Cora giggled and kissed him..

Around them the world slowly came back to normal.

Students who had run out screaming timidly approached the house, mounted the steps and looked inside.

Young men who had jumped out of windows and ran stopped running, then sheepishly returned to the party.

Women who had lost their clothes during Ryan and Cora’s mad rush to love stood in the middle of the street and realized they were naked. These young women scampered back to the sorority house.

Ryan and Cora finally stood up. They were naked, smeared with semen.

There was semen everywhere. It had pooled in spots on the floor, been splattered against walls, soaked into couches, and there were even drops on the ceiling!

“Geez, I’m hungry,” said Cora.

There were some wings left in a bucket on a table, so they stood and munched on the delicacies, and grinned at each other, and occasionally burst out in little fits of laughter.

More students entered the house, and though an event of biblical proportion had occurred, a party is a party, so beers were once again upended, bourbon was poured, and life resumed the even keel of apparent normalcy.

Cora asked, “Want to move in together?”

“Sure.” Then Ryan said, “Want to be a shareholder in my new company? I’m going to sell the drugs that swapped our sex organs.”

“Sure.” And Cora said, “Can we change back?”

Ryan thought about that. “Well, I think we can. Shouldn’t be a problem, but do you want to?”

“Well, maybe, but not until we’ve had a few more fucks.”

At that statement Cora looked down. Her big dick was started to raise up again.

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


The Intersex Man

He was born a man…or was he?


PART ONE

“Oh, no!”

“I’m sorry.”

Carrie looked up at me, disappointment and frustration mingling on her face.

Carrie’s a knock out. Curvy and voluptuous, red lips, green eyes and always smiling.

Except for now.

“Can’t you…can’t you control yourself?”

“Honey, it’s your fault. If you weren’t so sexy…”

“That’s just like you, Arnie. Blame your premature ejaculation on me.” She pushed me off and sat up. My cum was oozing out of her hole and she looked at it dismally. “Fuck.”

I rolled over on my back. In spite of her disappointment I felt like sleeping. That’s what a good cum does for you.

“Oh, Heysoos,” she muttered. She got up and went to the dresser drawer and took out her favorite toy.

I rolled over and snatched it out of her hands.

“We agreed…no more jacking off.”

“That was for you!” Her eyes were wide and desperate. “Give me that! I need to get off!”

“No,” I said, fending off her grasping hands. “You have to keep your word.”

“Fuck my word! You squirted, and now I need to.”

“Just have a little discipline.”

She sat down on the chair in front of her make up table. Her hair was bedraggled, she was slumped disconsolately, she looked ready to cry. God, she was beautiful.

“You just wait,” she said, waggling a finger at me. “Some day the shoe is going to be on the other foot!”

I lay back on the bed. Maybe a little afternoon wink…then I caught myself. She was still upset. I better talk her out of it. Besides, we had to go to a party.

So I talked, and she sniffled, and our argument, for the time, waned.

Of course, she wasn’t happy. And I was sorry. I mean, I did want to last long enough to get her off, but…well, I had a hair trigger.

Funny thing, I didn’t even think about her remark…’some day the shoe is going to be on the other foot.’

The party was at Roxie Lambertson’s, my boss, and it was a polite and boring affair.

Hey, Roxie is cool, a good boss, but she is a little heavy on the Feminism stuff. The work force is 80% woman, easy on my eyes, except for Mathilda down in shipping, and they are always going on about how great women are…and how lazy men are.

Hey, I make my quotas, I don’t need a steely-eyed bitch lecturing me on better work habits.

This party was no different than the others. The women pumping each other up about Female Led Relationships, and the men sipping beer on the patio.

Heck, we were out numbered, so beer was our only refuge.

“Have you boys met Dr. Haverstein?”

We all turned to see a drop dead blonde with a smirky smile.

Roxie spoke our names, then, “Dr. Haverstein is going to be doing tests on you fellows.”

Oh, great. Stick out your tongue and say ‘ah.’

“I didn’t know we were sick,” I quipped weakly.

Roxie gave me a withering look. “We’re going to be examining your testosterone levels. I suspect the recent dip in male production is tied to organic causes.”

“Oh.”

The guys mumbled and said they’d be glad to help. Weak ass sissies.

Roxie took the doc away and we guys looked at each other.

“I got your testosterone right here,” I joked, grabbing my crotch.

The guys chuckled, but not too much. I seem to be the only one with any gumption these days.

And so the party went on, blah, blah, nothing exciting happened, and I finally collected Carrie and drove home.

“Well, that was terribly exciting,” I murmured. I was just filling space. Carrie was unusually quiet.

“I like that new doctor.”

“Gonna check my testosterone level.” I leered at Carrie, “you want to check my testosterone level, baby?”

“What? So you can get off and I can get denied?”

“Come on, babe, you know I try.”

“You say that, but…”

“But what?”

She turned to me. “Arnie, I’m going to tell you the truth.”

I heaved a sigh. “Great. Another variation on the ‘we’ve got to talk’ theme.”

“No. Don’t pull that on me. Not again. The truth is…you’re lazy.

“You’re lazy at work, or you’d be the top salesperson, like you once were. And you’re lazy at home, you never do any chores. And, most of all, you’re lazy in bed.”

“Is that all?” I was getting miffed.

“No.”

We pulled into the driveway, into the garage, and I asked, “What else?”

She was holding a little bottle of pills in her hand. She held them out. “Take these. One a day. Or I’m leaving you.”

“What? What is this shit?”

I took the bottle and read the label. It read like a bottle from Dr. Root’s Snake Oil and Traveling Medicine Show.

SUPERMALE

A cure for laziness

in all its many forms

And a list of ingredients, words in small print that nobody understands anyway, “Where’d you get this?” I asked suspiciously.

“Dr. Haverstein. We discussed your problem, and—“

“You discussed my problem?” I looked at her incredulously. “I don’t have any damn problem! Especially not one that I want my wife talking to a doctor about.

Now we were in for it, and the argument ratcheted up.

“You have a big problem! You’re lazy and undisciplined and you have a rotten attitude towards women!”

“Only towards women who try to wear pants and think they have dicks!”

“Maybe a woman with a dick could stay harder longer than you!”

We were in the kitchen now, and both sounding a bit shrill.

“So you want a Lesbian lover?”

“I want a man who is kind and considerate!”

“I’m not kind and considerate?”

Then she cheated. Women always do. She started to cry.

“Oh, come on,” I moaned, “That’s not fair! Crying is not fair.”

But now she wasn’t talking. She just walked away, and I heard the bedroom door slam.

Oh, fuck. Okay, I was a little buzzed, and I let the situation get out of hand. Better just go kiss some ass and get it over with.

I walked down the hallway and put my hand on the knob. It wouldn’t turn.

“Honey?” I called through the door.

“Go away!”

“Come on. We need to talk.”

I meant it a little humorously, but it did not go over big.

“Oh, now he wants to talk. But when I want to talk…”

Fuck. She was really wound up about this.

“Look, honey. Open the door. Let’s talk about those pills. I mean, it’s unreasonable to expect me to take some weird medicine out of the blue.”

I had my ear to the door and suddenly the wood buzzed and I felt a vibration.

“Go way! I’ve got a date with a real man. A man who can actually get me off!”

Great. The vibrator. I turned and walked back to the living room. Couch…here I come.

That was the week from hell.

First, Carrie wasn’t talking to me. At all.

She just moped around and didn’t even look at me. She didn’t respond to my voice, and shrugged off my touch.

And, to make things worse, I had an appointment with Dr. Haverstein Tuesday morning.

“Hi, Arnie. May I call you Arnie? Take off your shirt and let me hear you breath.”

Man, she was good looking. Better looking now than at the party. At the party she was fresh off a plane. Here she was relaxed, and I quickly took note of her large bosoms.

“Okey dokey,” I pumped up my chest as I took off my shirt.

She glanced at me, smiled a small smile, then slapped a cold stethoscope on me.

“You keep that thing in a freezer?”

“Shush, little boy,” she whispered, and she listened to my back, my chest, and she thumped me.

“Okay. Physically you look healthy, but we know there is likely an underlying condition. Take off your pants.”

“My pants? Why? And what condition?”

“I need to examine your testicles.”

“What? Oh.”

She watched while I dropped my pants. “Underwear, too,” she said.

Shit. I had half a chub from looking at her. I took off my underwear and she glanced at my package, again that little smile, and said, “Bend over the table there.”

She felt my testicles. Palpated them gently, and took hold of my cock.

Fuck!

“You know, Arnie,” she spoke conversationally. “I talked to your wife at the party, and I’ve even spoken to her on the phone since then.  Hmm. I’m going to insert a finger and feel your prostate.”

“A prostate exam?”

“Yes,” and there was a tinge of something in her voice. A concern?

She slapped a bunch of lube on my asshole, now my dick was definitely getting stiff, and put a finger up my rectum.

I gasped.

“Like that?”

“Hey!”

“Men usually do. Do you?”

She rimmed me gently, then started feeling deeper into me.

“Come on. Tell the truth. Don’t let your dick to all the talking.”

“Okay. It’s…sort of weird.”

“Weird is good,” she laughed. “Uh…”

“‘Uh’ what?”

“I’m going to need a semen sample.”

“Oh, fuck.”

“No need to swear. Unless that helps get you off.”

“Okay, let me up and I’ll go—“

“I’ll just take it right here.”

“What?”

“Yes. Just relax and let me work. Anyway, I talked to your wife and I know you are a premature ejaculator. Do you have any other sexual problems?”

“I don’t have any sexual problems,” I gritted my teeth. Her fingers, I think she had two of them up me now, were feeling awfully big, and my dick was throbbing.

“How about the fact that you only feel like having sex once a month or so?”

“I’m just not interested.”

“That’s an underlying symptom.”

“A symptom? Of what?”

“A problem.”

“Come on…oh…I have to pee.”

“Well pee.”

“I’m going to.”

“Stop threatening and pee.”

“Okay, doc, you asked for it.”

I relaxed and I felt the pee just ooze out of me. Gobs and gobs.

“There we go. Just let it happen.”

I was. I suddenly felt good. Relaxed. Loosy goosy. It felt so good to just stand there and pee.

Then the sensation of peeing stopped and she took her fingers out of my ass.

“Excellent. Tissues are on the table. You can clean yourself off and show yourself out.”

I straightened up and turned around. She was holding a little beaker with a lot of sperm in it.

“I…I came?”

“In buckets. You were a stopped up little boy.”

“I…oh…”

And that was that. She left, I wiped lubricant off my butt, got dressed, and went back to work.

Thursday night: “Arnie. I’d like to see you and your wife in my office tomorrow.”

“Doc? What for?”

“Test results are back and we need to have a sit down face to face.”

“But, I—“

“Tomorrow, ten o’clock. See you then and don’t be late.”

Heck, that was going to cut into my day. But that was okay. Sales weren’t all good this week. The other sales people were doing all right, but my sales were dwindling. Just one of those temporary things.

Friday at ten o’clock. On the dot. Dr. Haverstein was not one of those doctors that put you in a waiting room for an hour before they meet with you.

And, we weren’t in the waiting room, or an exam room. We were in her office, and she had a very somber expression on her face.

“What’s this about?” I asked.

Carrie sat next to me. She was still having her little hissy fit from the weekend, but she hadn’t objected when I told her she had to come to the doctor’s office with me.

“Hi, Arnie. Carrie, how are you?” Haverstein ignored my question.

“I’m fine.”

“Excellent.” She turned to me. “Arnie, we have your test results back and you have a condition.”

“What kind of a condition?” I asked suspiciously.

“Your reproductive mechanisms are not working.”

“What?” Now I was worried. I was Johnny Regular. Once a month. Usually. What the hell could be going on?”

“The good news is that I think we have isolated the problem.”

“You have?”

She nodded. “Yes. You have a severe imbalance of hormones.”

“Hormones? But that’s…woman have hormones!”

“Men have them to. And hormones are important, and they especially need to be kept in balance. Yours are totally out of balance.”

“Well, what do we do?”

“We jumpstart you.” She pushed a bottle of ‘Supermale’ across her desk.

I stared at it.

“This is not a super viagra, or anything like that, though you may experience Viagra effects as your body returns to a normal balance.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that your hormone levels are going to be going up and down. You’re going to experience a period of massive erections. Then you’re going to get the sweats and feel horny with no erections…that’s going to be the estrogen trying to reassert…then erections again, and back and forth…and, finally, you’re going to have normal sex drive, and your attitudes towards life are going to change.”

“Change how?” blurted Carrie. She was intensely interested.

“That’s to be seen. There are a lot of variables here, but the next couple of months are likely going to be a roller coaster ride of significant proportions.”

“But he’s going to be getting erections.”

“For a while, then none, then a while…” she shrugged. “You’ve had mood swings, it’s going to be like that, but with a heavy emphasis on the sexual. Just don’t be surprised if he acts weird, or does something strange.”

“Tell us more about this weird.”

“I can’t. Individuals are different. But don’t worry, no matter what happens. This medicine is new, but it is derived from a Hindu form of medicine called Ayurveda. Our latest discovery, it appears, has been around for thousands of years.” She smiled wryly.

And, though we talked some more, that was about it.

I was going to be a horn dog, then celibate, then horn dog, then…Heysoos. What a mess.

We returned home and Carrie was returned to normal. “Just think. Pills. And you’ll be normal.”

“I am normal.”

“You only think you’re normal.”

“I think it’s normal to be a man. And not this Female Led Relationship stuff you’re always trying to sell me.”

I tried to argue, there was something perverse in me, but Carrie just smiled and bubbled on about how it was going to be great to have me be me again.

Yeah. Right.

That night, right after dinner, I took my first Supermale pill.

Nothing for three days.

The war was over between Carrie and I, thank God, but nothing on the sexual front. Which was fine…I’m not always that interested in sex.

I went to work, came home, watched TV or read a book, maybe did a little work on the computer, then bed.

And did it all over again.

On the third day I was sitting at my desk when it happened. Erection.

And it was big, and hard, and sudden, and it literally took my breath away. I couldn’t think about anything but my cock.

I picked up the phone. “Doc? This is weird?”

“What’s happened?”

“I just…I have this…”

“An erection?”

“Yeah,” I was a little embarrassed.

“So go home and use it. I’ll write a prescription if you want.”

“Har de har har,” I hung up the phone.

I sat there, my dick poking the underside of my desk, my heart. pounding. Lust surging through me.

Yea, go home. That would look good on my record. ‘Had erection and needed to go boff my wife.’

But, on the other hand, the doc would clear the way if there were any embarrassing questions. And this was a medical situation.

I left the building the back way, hunched over so nobody would see the massive tent in my pants.

I drove carefully, groaning, feeling the big pulsing in my pants. I had to stop myself from pressing down on my crotch.

Somebody honking behind me. I had put my hand in my lap…oh, the light…I took my hand off my crotch and started up.

Into the driveway. Into the garage. I remembered to hit the remote and the door lowered.

I got out of the car and walked, my butt pooched back, trying to relieve the pressure of my throbbing boner.

The door opened and Carrie stared at me. “You’re home early. Is everything all right?”

“The pills, the pills!”

 I stepped into the kitchen and ripped my pants off. Ah, God! What a relief!”

“Holy…you…wow!” Carrie stared at my dick. “It even looks bigger!”

“It is. Can we…do you want to…?”

“Oh, baby, do I!” She licked her lips and grabbed my meat and tugged me towards the bedroom.

I followed her, somehow losing the rest of my clothes on the way. She threw me on the bed and slipped out of her clothes.

Fuck, she was so beautiful, and my dick was so hard…she pushed me back and crawled on top of me. “I’m going to be in control,” she said.

“More of that Female Led stuff?”

“I just don’t want that big hog hurting me.”

Fuck! Did she really say that? Was I really bigger? I felt bigger. At least, I felt harder.

She knelt over me, she didn’t need any lubrication, she was so excited, and she slid right over my cock.

“Oooo,” she moaned in delight. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!”

I couldn’t help myself. I grabbed her and flipped her over.

“Hey!”

I started jamming, ramming, slamming…

Her eyes grew wide and she put her arms around me and hugged me hard.

I was out of control. I was non stop. I was a locomotive being driven by the Energizer Bunny on steroids.

God, she felt good. Moaning and holding on, tilting her hips and trying to keep up.

Well, she had wanted a fuck, and this was definitely a fuck.

But…oh, you cruel Gods…I couldn’t cum.

“AHHH!” Carrie yelled. “FUUU! I’M CUMMING!” She was so loud the neighbors were going to have to close their windows.

Her hips froze, then spasmed.

I couldn’t stop.

Slam, slam, slam…thrust, thrust…I needed to…I was close.

“OOOH! SHIT! I”M GONNA!”

Carrie popped again. I hadn’t gotten off at all, and she was doubles on me.

Then, unbelievably…”GAAA….FUUUU….OHHH!”

Triples.

And I was still humping like mad.

She pushed me off. “I can’t…it’s too much…”

“But…but…”

She stood up. “That was fantastic…but it’s started to hurt.”

Oh, fuck! “But…but…”

“Use my vibrator.” She went to a drawer and pulled her vibrator out. She tossed it to me.

“How do I use this?” I turned it on. The buzz filled the air and beckoned to me.

She came to the bed and pushed me back. She took the vibrator and held it to my balls.

“Oh…yeah!” I humped up and down, and she grabbed my dick and braced herself so she could keep contact and not be thrown off.

But I couldn’t cum.

Finally, the battery went dead.

“Oh, no!”

“I’m tired, anyway,” Carrie said.

“But I’ve got to get off!”

She laughed, then sobered. “I know, cruel of me to laugh, but didn’t I just tell you the other week about the shoe being on the other foot?”

“This ain’t no hard de har,” I was almost crying.

“I’ll call the doctor.”

She went into the other room while I stroked myself. Interestingly, when she came back she had the same solution that I had stumbled on. I was jacking off and had my thumb up my ass. She stopped in the doorway and looked at me and said, “Oh!”

Then: “Doctor Haverstein says to stimulate your prostate. That will get rid of the semen and relieve you. For a while.”

“Well…do it!” I cried.

“Okay, let me get some gloves…and lube…”

In a half a minute she was standing next to the bed, slathering lube all over my rectum.

“Fuck!” I yelped, trying to hump my ass up and engulf her fingers.

She wasn’t gentle, we didn’t need any foreplay, I was just that horny. She slid two fingers into me and began searching for my prostate.

“Hold still,” she commanded.

Ha. As if.

Then she found it. I arched and my eyes opened wide. She began to push it gently as she stroked my dick.

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled into a pillow, holding onto the sheets with my fists.

It was only a minute before I felt the desire to pee. I knew what to do now, so I just gave in and let it happen.

“Holy…oh, My…” Carrie was astounded by how much semen I was leaking.

“Fu…” I sighed, relaxing more. That loosy goosy feeling assailed me and my cares and troubles went away. Along with a massive hard on that wouldn’t quit.

After a minute I was empty. Drained. And the horror of having an unstoppable dick was over.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I lay back on the bed and covered my face with a pillow.

Oddly,  I didn’t feel like sleeping.

“I have never seen so much cum in my life.”

“I guess I’m not stopped up any more.”

“I guess not.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now wash the sheets.”

“What?” I didn’t look out from under the pillow. I felt too good.

“I said wash the sheets. You messed them, and I’m not going to get you off again if we don’t have clean sheets.”

“Oh, hell,” I rolled over and sat up. I didn’t feel like just sitting around. I felt an unusual amount of energy crackling through my body. “Okay.”

I hopped up and stripped the bed. Man, the sheets were soaked! I took everything out to the garage and figured out how to do a load of laundry. Funny. We had had the washing machine and drier for half a dozen years, and this was the first time I ever used them.

Then, because I was feeling pretty good, I washed the car. And did the lawn. And I wasn’t even thinking about it. I just did it.

Carrie was thinking about it. She sat on the sofa and watched me cut the lawn. She was sipping a Coke and musing, and a quirky smile was on her face.

When I washed the car she came out, actually brought a folding chair with her, and sat down and watched me.

“You need any help?” she asked at one point.

“Nah,” I said, scrubbing a bit of bird poop off the windshield.

“Well, you might want to wash my car when you’re done.”

“Okey dokey.”

And the rest of the afternoon went.

I got hard again, and Carrie offered me a hand job.

“Oh, God, yeah.”

So I laid on the bed, and it was almost clinical the way the stroked me and stuck her finger up my ass.

The finger up the ass, or fingers, I should say, really did the trick. I managed to get off before I became manic, and was glad for that.

When she was done Carrie giggled.

“What?” I asked.

“I like this.”

“What?”

“Getting you off this way. Heck, I can sit on you any time I want and you’ll be hard, and when you get out of control I just stick a finger or three up your butt and watch you pop.”

I grunted. I suppose I should have objected to her description of our situation, but I was feeling too loosy goosy.

The next day the feelings had gone down a little. I guess the edge was off, and though I was hard, and did look bigger, I wasn’t so compulsive. And I could live with that hard on that rarely went down and then only for a short while.

So I went to work. And I found that I had unlimited energy. At the end of the day the stat board showed me pulling away from everybody else.

I went home, and Carrie sat on me for a while, had two orgasms, then she drained me. And, again, there was a lot of cum. I guess I was making up for a decade of hormonal imbalance…it was all cumming out.

And so the week went. Me getting finger poked every night after work. Carrie sating herself, at last, on the dick that wouldn’t quit. My statistics at work skyrocketing.

And, me doing all the housework.

Well, I didn’t mind. And I had so much energy I had to do something. And Carrie, she wasn’t complaining.

Then Monday morning came.

I woke up and felt like crap that had been put in the toaster. I mean, every part of my body ached. My head hurt. I didn’t want to move.

“Call in sick,” I mumbled.

But Carrie wasn’t having any of that. “You can go see Dr. Haverstein.”

I don’t wanna!” I whined.

“Come on, big boy…hey! Where’s my dick?”

She had taken to referring to my penis as ‘her dick,’ and it was soft. Flaccid. Looking like the skin of a small snake. Just laid there, a shrivel of a raisin.

“Vacation. It went on vacation,” I groaned, trying to pull the covers back over me.

“Heck! Vacation’s over! I want some.”

“No.”

She pushed me off the bed. I hit the floor and just laid there.

She went and got icy water and poured it on me.

“OH…no! Okay!”

I struggled up as she giggled. I was staggering, and she helped steady me and got me dressed.

“Man, those pills really do things to you,” she said.

“Stupid pills. They should called them Supermaniac, not Supermale.

She fed me, then drove me into work. And called Doc Haverstein.

“He’s coming down from that glorious high. He doesn’t want to move. He just…okay. Sure. Back door. Right.”

She drove me to the back entrance, and Doc Haverstein was there. She took my arm and walked me into the back of the building, into an elevator, and up.

I leaned against the mirror wall of the elevator and was half out on my feet. I yawned.

“Is he going to be all right?”

Of course I was. A few winks and I would be right as rain. Just let me…

“Come on,” Carrie shoved me rudely. “No sleeping.”

They walked me into the Doc’s office, and she unlocked a cabinet and brought out a small bottle and a syringe. She squirted some stuff into my arm.

“A little pick me upper,” she explained. “This will get him through the day. You’ll have to do the driving, and it’s okay if he sleeps a lot.”

“Pick me up?” I perked.

Haverstein grinned. “Back to work, lazy bones.”

“Oh. Okay.” Then I looked at my crotch. The girls laughed.

“No big dickie today, slick.” Carrie teased me.

“Oh.” Interestingly, I missed it…and I didn’t miss it. If that makes sense.

“Before you go, do you have that semen sample for me?”

Carrie handed over a little bottle.

I was feeling a little more alive. “I didn’t know you were saving my sperm. What for? A rainy day?”

“There’a lots of things you don’t know,” Carrie chirped cheerfully.

The doc took the sample and placed it on her desk. “I’ll get this off to the lab, in the meantime, you go.” She pushed me towards the door.

Now I was feeling good. I had pep in my step. And, oddly, though I missed it, it was comforting to not have that big giant poking in my pants. Yes, I missed it, but not as much as I didn’t miss it.

The week went slowly, the doc giving me little booster shots, at least I call them boosters, and my sales stats were okay, barely. And I slept a lot. I slept from when I got home until the next morning. And I didn’t get any erections. And I was okay with all of that. But then Thursday night came.

“Hi, Doc,” Carrie answered the phone. “Tomorrow? Sure. Ten o’clock. See you then.”

At least that’s what I think she said. I was asleep.

Anyway, Friday morning came and Carrie dragged me out of bed and loaded me into the car.

Loaded me. She moved me around. And I realized that I was losing weight. I was never a chubbo, anyway, but a week of not eating much will slim you down a bit.

She drove me to work, and I was walked up to the office and I got my shot, and then nothing happened for fifteen minutes. Later, I would realize that they were just waiting for me to wake up a bit.

Finally, I was alert enough to function. I yawned, smiled, and said my favorite line for times like these. “What’s up, Doc?”

Doctor Haverstein wasn’t smiling. In fact, she had one of those faces doctors put on when they come out of the operating room and the patient has…not survived.

“Arnie, Carrie. We have a serious situation here.


PART TWO

10:00 Friday morning. Once again facing the good doctor. Though I wouldn’t be calling her ‘good’ in a few minutes.

“Thank you for coming.”

Yadda, yadda…get down to it.

Obviously, I was in an irritable stage. I would eventually find out that whenever I went from one extreme, hopeless hard ons to limp wimp and vice versa, I would be irritable.

Now I sat and felt like bugs were crawling on me. I just wanted to get out of there. I— “What did you say?” My day dreaming was brought to a rude and abrupt ending.

“I said,” Dr. Haverstein spoke sweetly, masking a mix of rather odd emotions, “That you were born a girl.”

Yeah. That. “What? What did you say?”

“Arnie, let me explain the whole thing. If you just listen you’re going to find as many answers as you do questions.”

“Listen to this silliness? I was born a man, I’ve always been a man, and now you’re trying to sell me some fantasy for…what? Why are you even talking?”

“Arnie, if you don’t want to listen, I do.”

I glared at Carrie, but I shut up. And there was a piece of me that listened. Listened even as the Titanic went belly up and sank to the very bottom of the ocean where she crumbled and rotted and mysterious sea monsters took residence in her.

“You’re going to want to do some research on this, and I suggest first looking up the term ‘intersex.’ That’s the new term. The old term is ‘hermaphrodism.’”

“Bullshit.”

“Arnie…” Carrie spoke warningly.

Haverstein went on.

About 1 in 2000 people are born Intersex…with the sex organs of both the male and the female.

Most of the time it is of little consequence. Doctors perform small operations to hide one or the other of the sex organs, the individual usually manifests that way, unused sex organs shrivel, and that is that. But your sex organs are alive and well.”

“The bull shat and stepped in it,” I snorted.

“Furthermore, the pills I gave you, they are, to be very unscientific about it, having a hard time figuring out how to balance you.”

“What?” This actually interested me. I knew something was off with those pills.

“Your mood swings, as your wife describes them to me, and from what I have observed, are too extreme.”

“So I should stop taking the pills?”

“No. Definitely not. The balancing is happening, and whatever process we have woken up should be taken to the end conclusion.”

“So let me get this straight. You gave me some pills which are making me into a woman and—“

“Whoa…let’s start again.”

She went through her talk again. About the fourth or fifth time I started to understand it.

“I’m a Hermaphrodite?”

“The proper term is ‘Intersex.’ Intersex is a lot less judgmental.”

“I’ve got…a pussy?”

“A vagina. Yes.”

“But where is it?”

“When I discovered what was happening I requested your birth records.”

“From the hospital I was born at.”

I was dizzy. Oddly, I think Carrie was concealing a chuckle. Probably just enjoying my rapier like wit being blunted.

“Yes.” She lifted a thick folder off of the credenza behind her and placed it on her desk. She opened the folder and took out several sheets of paper.

“These are the details of the operation. I have to tell you, this operation should not have been done. The doctor concealed your female organs, but it is your male organs that should have been concealed.”

“What?”

“That’s why he’s a little small,” blurted Carrie?”

“What?” I stared at my wife.

“It’s okay, honey, this just explains so much.”

“Like what?”

“Like why you act so manly all the time. Why you push your opinions so aggressively, even the way you treat women.”

“What’s wrong with the way I treat women?”

“You’re compensating. In your heart you know what’s happened, or you have some suspicion or conflict, and it makes you rough and aggressive. And you act manly to prove you’re something you’re not.”

“You’re full of—“

Haverstein cleared her throat and we both looked at her.

“She’s right to a point. The psychological estimate, as crude as it is—sorry Carrie—is probably right. But it’s not that you’re proving you’re a man…it’s that you are trying to conceal that you’re a woman. Sort of.”

“I’m a woman.”

Silence greeted my remark, and the silence was louder than any foghorn.

“I’m a…no, I’m not.”

“You’re both. But you’ve been overcompensating.”

“I…you…I…”

I sputtered for a while, my mind on definite overload. This was the craziest thing I had ever heard. It was Carrie who started the ball rolling again.

“So what do we do?”

“Well, that’s an interesting crossroads.”

I glared at her.

“Before I give you my opinion I want to show you something.” She took an old X-ray out of the folder. She stood up and put it in the light box Doctors use to view X rays.

This is you, 30 years ago. You can see the penis. It’s not very big, but it is well defined. This X ray was taken within days of your birth.

My eyes were glued open. Me. With a penis. Of course.

“And this shadow right here, and the line of light that curves here and there,” she pointed, “that’s your vagina.”

I stared at my pussy. Some people call ‘em vaginas. I call ‘em pussies. I had one. An actual pussy. Under my cock and balls. And it was supposedly still there, sewed up. And ovaries. And…and everything.

“How come I don’t have tits?” I asked suspiciously.

“I hate to say it, honey, but you do. You’ve never had a flat, masculine chest. And you know it because you wear those compression garments.

“A compression bra?” asked Haverstein.

“It’s just swelling from…from…”

“From gynecomastia,” Haverstein spoke. “It comes from having excessive estrogen levels. Estrogen levels that, in your case, are fighting testosterone levels.”

“But…but…”

“You were going to tell us your recommendation,” Carrie asked the doctor.

Haverstein nodded. “The concealment operation didn’t work. Your hormones are battling for control of your body. The best thing to do, in my opinion, is to undo the concealment and let the body make its choice.”

“I don’t…are you telling me you want to cut open my pussy?”

“In crude terms, yes. I believe it’s the only way.”

 I began to cry.

Irritability over, I went into male mode. Hot and horny and full of energy. I wanted to fuck constantly, but my cums were few and far between, unless aided by Carrie’s finger. Or two or three.

“You not only like it, you crave it,” she said, as she pumped three fingers against my brown ring. I was groaning and moaning. It felt like somebody was basting me with pleasure.

“Just get me off,” I groaned.

She did. Though her arm was sore before I finally popped out my oodles and oodles of semen.

She slapped my ass and went into the bathroom to discard her gloves. She came back out. I was lying on the bed, glowing with happiness.

“Clean the sheets.”

“I will.”

She chuckled.

“What?”

“I like you this way.”

“What way?”

“When you’re full of energy I get to fuck you until I squirt, and then you’ve got so much energy you clean the house and…and…”

“What?”

“You’re submissive.”

“I’m not!”

“Okay. We can talk about it later. After you’ve done the bedding.”

I blinked. I saw what she had done. She had illustrated my own submissiveness to her.

“Not fair,” I felt sad.

“And you’re getting more emotional. Like a woman. Like you’re going through puberty or something.”

“I am not!”

But I was.

I was scheduled for an operation to undo the early operation I had had right after being born. So I had it, and I woke up.

“How you feel, honey?”

I was a little dizzy and out of it. Drugs do that to you. I smiled up at Carrie. “I feel like a little monkey on a big playground.”

One of the nurses stifled a giggle.

“Did I say something funny?”

“No, dear,” Carrie said with a smile. “Are you ready to go home?”

That’s medicine for you these days. They fix your broken leg and expect you to walk out on it…on the same day.

Or, in my case, they gave me a vagina, right between my legs, and I was expected to…to…what did I expect of a vagina?

I had made the decision to let Doctor Haverstein go ahead with her operation, but I didn’t know what happened afterwards.

What was I supposed to do with a vagina? I had lived my life as a man, what was I supposed to do now?

Carrie’s suggestion, delivered with a straight face, was that I could now ‘go fuck yourself.’

I didn’t think that was all that funny. And I don’t care that Haverstein rubbed a hand over her mouth to conceal a smirk at that stupid one liner.

So I walked out, and I could feel the padding, like a big diaper, to protect the stitches.

Stitches. They had simply made a slit, pulled the skin this way and that, and…I had a pussy under the bandages.

I couldn’t wait to see it. Insert dread here.

We went home and Carrie waited on me. I was at the end of limpy wimpy stage, and into irritability, when I went back and had the stitches taken out.

I was going to actually see my very own vagina.

I sat in one of those big chairs that women sit in for pelvic examinations, snippity snip, and Dr. Haverstein stood back and handed me a mirror.

It was about four inches long, maybe five, and it looked exactly like a…pussy. A gash. A snatch. A slit. Even the hair around it looked…normal.

I reached down, and was almost terrified, and touched it. And shivered.

I touched the labia, and pulled them open. I had a little valley, a pussy, and a clitoris.

Funny, the clitoris was big. And my dick was small. Maybe I should have been treated like a girl during my life.

NO! NO! I can’t believe I thought that.

Carrie came forward and studied my slit. “Wow. That’s a real vagina.”

“Told you,” Dr. Haverstein nodded her head.

“Can I touch it?” Carrie looked at me.

“I guess so.” I was fascinated, and afraid, all at the same time.

She reached out and touched my lower lips.

I shivered again, and a feeling shot through my groin area, and my dick started to grow bigger.

“Is it time for his male phase to begin?”

“Tomorrow,” Carrie said.

“Interesting. He’s reacting sexually.”

“I am not!”

Haverstein: “Look, Arnie, I know what you’re going through. And you have to stop fighting it. What you’ve got here, it’s real. Don’t deny yourself…explore yourself. Let yourself live. If you can attain a stable emotional level your body will have an easier time of balancing your hormones.

I frowned, but she was right. Then she threw in the knuckle ball. “When did your breasts start growing?”

“They aren’t—“

“Two days ago,” answered Carrie.

“The pills, and I’ll bet there was a mental adjustment in accepting his condition.”

“I don’t have…” but I was weak. Truth, I had noticed them.

“How large do you think they’ll get?”

“Well, he should get a bra right away. And the speed at which he is growing, he’s going to be pretty big.”

“I’m not.” But I was almost crying. These damned female emotions.

The Male Phase hit, once again, and I was roaring around the house with a hard on that, for a change, would quit.

Then I went through irritability, and I reached a weird sort of plateau. I guess the balancing pills, the SuperMale stuff, was working. Although I thought they were going to have to rename it. Superfemale, maybe.

My hard ons got manageable. And my dick was bigger. And I could cum easier.

But the real surprise was in dresses.

“Honey, just because I’m wearing a bra doesn’t mean I have to dress like a girl.”

“No, you don’t. But Doctor Haverstein thinks you should experiment, explore, and find out about yourself. Wouldn’t you like to see what it’s like to be a girl? Instead of fighting it?”

Fighting it. Yeah. With the lessening of male hard ons I was not fighting it as much. The male in me was dwindling. The female was on the rise.

“Now just put this on and we can just hang out around the house and play. Okay?”

I let her put me in a dress, an actual dress. It was purple and had a criss cross top that would show my cleavage. And I was starting to get some definite cleavage.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

“Make up.”

“No.”

So she got me drunk. She took me into the kitchen and poured whiskey and Coke down my throat until I was a happy camper.

“Make up.”

“Sure, why not.”

She led me back to the bedroom and played with my face.

It was so odd, and so cool. To let somebody smooth your skin and clean it and powder it.

She tried blush, but it didn’t look good.

“You’ve still got male coloring in your cheeks. I’ll bet in a month blush will look marve-y on you.

Marve-y?

She colored my eyes, a light blue worked well, then painted my lips.

“Oh, you’re going to love this,” she said, moving aside and letting me see myself in her mirror.

There I stood, well, sat, and I was a woman.

No. Not a man in drag. The pills had rebalanced me, redistributed some of the flesh in my face, let alone my hips and boobs.

A woman. I think that was the point where I began to accept that this whole thing was real, that I had been born with a woman’s accessories, and that maybe I wasn’t so manly after all.

“Let me paint your nails.”

I did. I watched while red claws sprouted on my fingers. I watched as she coated them with some sort of hardener.

“Be careful when you wash the dishes. And make sure you don’t stab yourself in the dick.”

“Har de har—“ I stopped with the mock laugh.

Carrie stared at me. “Your voice!”

“It’s higher!”

A full octave higher. Whatever those pills were, they were hitting me on all fronts.

I had tits, lips, a body that was curvy. I had long hair, it was growing faster and fuller, and I had a face that was soft.

With the make up there was almost no trace of the male.

I closed my eyes and remembered my male face. I could see it. I could see that if I took the make up off I would be more male, perhaps passably male. But with the make up on…I was more than passable. I was undoubtedly female.

“God, you are beautiful.”

“I feel…I feel beautiful.”

“Here. More mascara. And let’s curl your lashes.”

She was done, but enamored with changing me more and more, of making me into…into what?”

“Honey?” I asked. “What about us.”

“What about us?” She was honestly blank.

“I was a man. Now…now I don’t think so.”

She smiled. “No. I don’t think so, either.”

“But we were married. Are married. What does me being a woman do to our relationship.”

Her eyes frowned, I could see it. She was hiding something.

“What are you hiding?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on, out with it. I can take it. Whatever your feelings are.”

“I don’t have any feelings.”

I started thinking about the last couple of weeks. “You’ve stopped…you…you ride me, but you don’t…”

She started to cry. She fell into my arms. “I love you. But I’m scared you won’t love me! What if…what if…”

“What if what?” I was honestly a little confused.

“What if you want a man!” she wailed.

I started to laugh. She held on to me, still crying, still upset, but I couldn’t help it. Besides I knew it was going to be all right.

“Stop laughing,” she hit me softly with a hand.

I pried her loose from me and held her at arm’s length. “Honey?”

“What?” she sniffled.

“Love isn’t about sex. Love is about people. I fell in love with you.”

“I don’t…you can’t…”

“Listen. If you got in an accident tomorrow and lost a leg, would I still love you?”

“Well, uh…I guess.”

“You guess,” I chuckled. “You can bet your life on it. And if I tried to feed an alligator and lost an arm…would you still love me?”

“Yes.” She was sure on that one. I was making headway.

“And what if I was born without legs. But you fell in love with me…would you stop loving me if I suddenly grew legs?”

“You’re stupid,” she giggled.

“You’re the stupid one.” I spoke softly and lovingly. “I just grew a pair of tits, and a snatch. And I didn’t even lose my balls or cock. Can you still love me?”

“I…I…” Then we were kissing. And it was odd. Truth, we hadn’t kissed much, we had our internal foibles, but I tell you this now, kissing as a woman is different than kissing as a man.

A man thrusts his face forward, he devours lips, he chews and spits his tongue into the mouth, and…he’s aggressive.

A woman is soft and tentative. She samples lips, tasting them and wondering at them. Tongues slither softly, almost like they are unsure, yet…they are sure. It is just a different way of doing things.

Male vs female.

Masculine vs feminine.

Or, in my specific case, Masculine transferred into feminine.

Then she hugged me, just held on, and I realized it was the first really honest emotions we had had since this whole thing started.

Not proving oneself through sex and sexual appetites, and judging oneself through the act of sex, but just calmly holding each other. Feeling each other…with nothing between us. No barriers. Acceptance. Both halves made whole.

Then, I hate to say it, grin, I fucked her. That’s right, I ruined that perfect moment by getting a hard on, and she hopped on, and we had a frothy old time.

But I didn’t cum.

But it didn’t bother me as much. I didn’t know why, but it didn’t, but I would eventually find out why.

We started going out more.

I wore a gaff to keep my dress line line down, and we sauntered through stores, hit Starbucks, and went to coffeehouses.

Then, one night, we decided to go to a nightclub.

I had been to clubs before, but as a man, never as a woman.

We decided to go to Sharkies, a fancy hot spot where I had been turned away before, never even made it inside. This time was different.

Carrie outdid herself in preparing me. My hair was perfect, my make up flawless, and my own natural charms were becoming more and more noticeable.

Heck. I was a D cup. There, you dragged it out of me.

So we drove over to Sharkies, parked the car, and sauntered towards the entrance.

It wasn’t exactly silence, more like rapt attention, and it was focused on us.

I felt the eyes upon me.

Carrie giggled. “Now you know what it feels like when guys check you out.”

“Heysoos,” I whispered to her. “That is unnerving.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” she whispered back, holding on to my arm, “You’ll learn to love it. In fact, you’ll feel bad when they don’t check you out.”

“You love being checked out?”

“All the time.”

“And that explains why you insist on being fully made up before you ever go out.”

“Now you’re getting the picture.”

We reached the head of the line. A big bruiser stood there, unshaved and muscly. He held up the rope. “Right this way, ladies.”

We went under the rope and entered the night club.

“I can’t believe it! As a guy I never made it past the line!”

“The perks of being a sexy girl. Want to know another perk?”

“Sure.”

She turned to a suave asshole with an attitude. “Hey, stud. Buy us drinks.”

He stumbled all over himself, lost his cool, disappeared, and returned with two drinks.

“Heysoos in a bed with no mattress!” I whispered to Carrie.

“Now you know, girlfriend.” She giggled and sipped, then engaged in a little light talk with Mr. Suave. After a few minutes, however, she made a graceful escape, even kissed him on the cheek.

“Always reward them. Give them something.”

“What if you don’t.”

“Then you’re a bitch.”

We drank for free that night, though it was Carrie that had to cadge the liquor. I was so out of my league, so embarrassed.

Carrie didn’t mind. In fact, she began to act a little possessive. She held my hand, refused dances and put her arm around my shoulder, and suddenly I realized what was happening. Guys were assuming we were Lesbian.

Weird, but okay with me. I had discovered something I already knew. I liked girls.

Specifically, I liked Carrie. I didn’t want to be held by a guy, or especially be kissed by a guy. The one dance Carrie talked me into, with a shy boy who stammered, proved to be a disaster. I was totally turned off, and even revulsed.

My body might be a bit girly…a lot girly…but my mind was boy.

Finally, Carrie turned to me, lifted my hair and murmured, “How are you handling all this.”

“I’m handling.”

“But…?”

“I guess guys are just not my scene.”

“What about the girls?”

“Yeah, but there’s only one girl I really care about.”

She took my hand and led me outside. She walked me back to the parking lot. We were silent, letting the loud sounds of music pass us by.

We stopped at the car and she turned me around, pushed me up against the car. Funny, I had done this to her when we had first met. But I had been a man then, and I probably had a good bit of testosterone flowing, or at least enough. I had taken charge and kissed her and that had led to more dates…and falling in love.

Now she had me up against the car. She nibbled on my lips and brushed her hands over my breasts.

“Your tits are bigger than mine.”

“Maybe.”

“I’m jealous.”

“Ha,” I said, holding on to her, melting into her, feeling a submissiveness I didn’t know I had.

She gripped my hair and pulled my head back. She kissed my neck, slowly brought me head down, worked my lips.

“Oh,” I said.

“What?”

“My gaff hurts.”

She laughed. “Poor boy is getting all bent out of shape down there?”

“Poor girl is.”

I think that was the remark that set us off. That was the one that started us down the path to what we did next.

“You know,” she said, “There’s one thing we haven’t done.”

I knew what she was talking about. It was heavy in my mind, and we were on the same wavelength.

“I know.”

We kissed some more. I lowered my hand and snaked it under her skirt. I inserted a finger and she gasped. Then, turn about being fair play, she lowered her hand, went under my short skirt, into my panties, and tried to get past the gaff.

She couldn’t.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

I smiled. “Maybe if you took me home you might get lucky.”

She grinned, a particularly wolfish grin. “Maybe we’ll both get lucky.

We drove home and she pulled into the driveway, into the garage.

I sat in the passenger seat, marveling at home things had changed. I used to be the one behind the wheel, but now things were different. Now I felt better if she was in charge, if she took the lead.

Heck, I had been trying to take the lead my whole life, and it hadn’t worked, but this felt natural.

We stopped off in the kitchen to make another drink, drank it, mingled our lipsticks, then staggered back to the bedroom.

We took off our clothes slowly. Shedding dresses and undergarments and dropping them on the floor.

When I took off the gaff it was heaven. My dick popped up with a vengeance.

“You want to ride my hog first?”

“I wouldn’t mind,” she said, “As long as you don’t cum.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m going to try and give you a vaginal orgasm tonight.

“Oh,” that surprised me. I don’t know why, maybe just because how blunt it was…but there it was.

I lay on the bed, my dick standing up. Funny, I couldn’t figure out whether it was bigger or smaller. Sometimes I even felt like it was both…at the same time.

Regardless of size, Carrie walked up my body and squatted over me. It was obvious that she was hot, and moist. We had already done the foreplay. We were ready for the big time.

She squatted, lowered herself onto my shaft, and I opened my mouth with the sudden and severe pleasure.

“You better hurry,” I said, gulping.

“Don’t you dare cum,” she moaned.

“I might have to…”

“Let me know when you’re going to go and I’ll help you.”             

I should have listened to what she said, and figured it out, but I didn’t. I just nodded and began pushing up with my hips.

“Oh, yeah,” she moaned, grabbing her tits and pulling.

“Let me do that,” I pushed her hands away and gripped her nips and stretched them out.

“Oh!” She giggled and held her boobs.

I lowered my hands and began rubbing her snatch.

“Oh, yeah.”

For a long minute we slipped and slithered and felt the glory of our flesh joined. then I felt ignition.”

“I’m going to cum!” I blurted.

“No, you’re not.”

She got off me and gripped my penis at the base of the shaft, she squeezed.

I felt my body pulsing, trying to spew, but there was no way past her gripping hand.

“Fu-u-u-u…” I cried out. It hurt, but not entirely in a bad way. It did stop me, however, and a minute later she was back on top. Laughing like a cowgirl and slapping my tits.

“Ow!” but I was laughing.

“Take it like a woman!” she yelled, then she began to squirt. Hard. “OHH! FUCK! OHHH!”

It hit her in waves, and she rode those waves, up and down, surging and waning. If I had cum then she wouldn’t have been able to stop me. Heck, she was out of her mind.

But I didn’t cum. I just held her waist, kept her from falling, and kept pushing my penis into her.

Then she fell on me. Our tits pressed against each other. She gasped and gulped and tried to get her breath back.

“Nicely done, bitch,” I slapped her ass softly. I didn’t have much leverage, being on the bottom.

She recovered, pushed up and placed her hands on my biceps. I had lost some muscle, probably couldn’t have gotten free, but I didn’t want to. I liked being controlled.

“Are you ready for yours?”

“You need to ask?”

“How horny are you?”

“I’m hornier than a brass band.”

“Well, toot toot, baby. I’m about to kettle your drum.”

We laughed at such silly talk, and she got off, went to her dresser and took out the vibrator.

“That’s awful big.”

“Only if you’re dry. I don’t think you’re dry.”

I wasn’t. I could feel the moisture of my pussy leaking out.

“Come over here, spread your legs.”

I arranged myself and spread, and she grabbed my penis with one hand and began to suck it.

“Oh!”

But I was disappointed. I wanted to cum from the vagina.

“Don’t worry, baby. I’m just warming you up.”

She kept stroking and sucking. “Feel your tits. Play with your nipples.”

I did so. My nipples were big, engorged, and so very, very sensitive.

“All right, honey. Get ready for the rocket ride.”

She slid the vibrator into me. I was shocked at how easy it slid up the channel. Then it stopped, actually hurt.

“Fuck, you’ve got a hymen!”

“What?”

“A cherry! I’m going to pop your cherry!”

Softly, gently, taking here time, she maneuvered the dildo, and finally I felt the membrane rupture. The fake dick slid all the way into me.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet.” She turned the vibrator on.

God! I about came out of my skin! My hips leaped up and I felt muscles I didn’t know I had contracting.

She pulled it out and pushed it in.

“Oh…oh…” I started to cry. Tears of joy. I had never known it could be like this…

She circled it in my pussy, and the little motor kept making the thing shiver inside me.

Meanwhile, her other hand was slapping my balls lightly, and she was sucking the head of my cock.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” I couldn’t stop chanting. I could already feel the crescendo building. I felt like I was out of my body, riding a huge cosmic wave.

“Please…please…” I moaned, then the damn broke.

The atom bomb went off, the earthquake rocked and rolled and the hurricane burst upon me.

I was aware of my hips locking up, tilted up, frozen, and this immense, golden feeling whelming me.

I wasn’t even aware of who I was…I was just…white hot pleasure.

After what seemed like an hour, but was probably only a minute, I began to come down.

I sagged. She stopped swallowing semen, and I realized I had not only cum in the pussy, I had cum with the dick. “Oh, God!” I wheezed.

She turned off the vibrator and pulled it out of me. She let go of my balls.

I lay there on the bed, a puddled mess, unable to move.

I looked at my wife.

She looked at me and grinned. She said, “Well, I guess that should balance your hormones.”

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


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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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


The Were-Fem


PART ONE

I lived on the edge of a deep, dark forest. My parents always told me: ‘Don’t go into the woods!’

And, when I was young, I paid attention. I had the image of monsters lurking, or trolls that would eat your flesh, of gargoyles that would swoop down and catch me unawares.

But, as boys grow into young men, I began to scoff at their warnings. There was nothing in the woods. I had never even heard of a kidnapping. No goats were slaughtered and only their bones left behind. So my fears dwindled, I scoffed, and then the truth found me, and it was far worse than anything I ever imaged.

I began taking short walks into the woods. Just little jaunts. I would do a little jogging, or practice throwing a knife into a tree trunk.

The walks became longer. I found a mysteriousness in the dark green that pulled to me, bid me enter further. So I did.

The long walks became day long hikes, up low mountains, through thick foliage.

No bears and boars. Not even much sound. A few birds, and those were of the raucous ‘crow’ kind.

One day I walked into the woods, to my favorite place, a small pond. When the days were cool I would dip my feet. When the days were hot, I would swim, naked, and laugh at the idea that eyes were watching me. When the days were cold, in the middle of winter, I would slide across the ice, and imagine fish underneath, frozen, watching me.

One day, it was a particularly hot day, I decided to go to the pond and dip my fevered body into the depths. I walked for a half hour, stopped and listened, and I heard an unfamiliar sound. Splashing. Somebody was already in my pond!

I crept forward, slithered under bushes, and peeked at my pond.

She was young, maybe 18, and was swimming across the pond, away from me. She reached ground and stood for a minute in the shallows, just her back to me. Her hair was wet, a long, silvery sheen of gold.

She was naked. I held my breath. I had never seen a naked woman, and I was astounded by the soft curves, the delicate way she had of moving.

She stepped further out of the water, and she half turned, dipped her head back and let her hair drag through the water. She was letting the water ‘comb’ it for her, but in doing so she had arched her back and her breasts were in full display.

God, they were beautiful. Perfect cones with pink nipples. They sat upon her chest, pointing momentarily towards the sky.

I couldn’t help it. I reached into my pants and felt my throbbing penis.

She stepped further out of the water. She was knee deep now, and I could see her voluptuousness, her face was half turned towards me and I could see full lips, naturally red and plump. She bent over and wrung out her long, golden hair.

I pulled on my penis harder, stroked it, felt the head, inflamed and already dripping.

I must have made a noise, because she suddenly turned her head and looked aright at the bush under which I was laying.

The pond wasn’t large, she was only 25 feet way, and I could see the perfection of her face. Sweet, creamy skin, tanned by the sun, though no sun ever penetrated these woods. Her cheeks were high, and her eyes glittered in the cool gloom.

I lay as if frozen, not daring to move. I was so well hidden she could only see my eyes amongst the green leaves, and I was afraid to close them, that even that small motion might alert her.

She smiled. A small, secretive smile. A Mona Lisa smile. A smile that hid the knowledge of the world. Then she continued onto the small beach, shook herself off, and it was weird. She shook like a dog shakes, shimmying from the head down, shaking off a spray of water, caused a small rainbow in the halo of mist.

She looked across the pond towards me, and now she seemed pensive, contemplative. Then she turned and walked, barefoot and naked, into the woods.

I waited a handful of seconds, then scrambled out from under the bush. I ran around the pond to where she had had her swim.

Who was she? I had never seen her.

And where did she go? She had taken a path I had never explored.

And all the while, enamored, my dick bloated with lust, I held my penis, and stroked it. And, like that, I felt the orgasm let loose. I spilled my seed all over the ground, grunting and breathing hard, dazed by the quickness that had overtaken me. Usually I take my time, enjoy the slither of my hand over my organ, play with my head, even lick a bit of the pre-cum that issues out of the slit on the top of my cock.

But her presence had done something to me. She had excited me beyond anything I had ever experienced, and the result was pudding on the ground on that lonely beach in the deep woods.

Recovering, I put my cock back in my pants and took the trail she had taken.

I hurried, but not at the cost of awareness. I was on ground I had never trod, and I must be careful.

In the back of my mind, lurking like laughter waiting to bloom, were the warnings of my parents. ‘Don’t go into the woods!’

But there was no way I could heed those warnings. I just pushed them back and continued through the woods.

It was a narrow trail, and for fifteen minutes I walked quickly, but as silently as possible. I didn’t want to come unawares on that girl.

I wanted to see her again, to watch her bath in the pond. I wanted to see her curves, watch the rise and fall of her large breasts.

I imagined kissing her. I imagined those red lips, plump with desire, hovering over my cock, then coming closer and closer, and…

I woke up in my bed.

I jerked upright. How had I gotten here!? I had been in the deep forest, following the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and then...then I am home? In bed? What happened? How did I get here.

I sat up and groaned. I was tired. I was sore. I felt like I had been in a fight.

I looked at my body. No bruises. So why did I feel so weak and drained? What was wrong with me?

I got up, staggered into the bathroom and looked into a mirror. My eyes were blood shot. My hair was wild and bushy. My skin was sallow. I even had the makings of dark bags under my eyes.

And I wanted to see that girl again. Odd, I wake up like I’ve been partying for a month, and my first thought is of the girl.

I dressed, sitting on the edge of my bed and pulling my pants on, and even that simple act made me tired.

I entered the living room and crossed to the kitchen. My parents were there. They were sitting at the table, leaning towards each other, whispering, and smiling. They weren’t big on smiles and laughter, so I was surprised.

“Good morning,” I said.

They greeted me, and grinned, and mother got up to make me breakfast.

Normally I made my own breakfast. What was going on?

Well, whatever was going on, the breakfast helped. She heaped on the eggs, gave me an extra glass of orange juice, I took freely from a big plate of sausage.

“Ah,” I sat back and slapped my belly. “Thank you.”

“That’s all right, dear.” Mother kissed the top of my head, she wasn’t usually into shows of affection, and took my plate away.

My father, a crusty old fellow, actually initiated a conversation. “Where are you off to, Rodney?”

“Oh, I don’t have any plans. I was just going to lay around.”

He nodded. “If you think about it, we need a little more wood for the fireplace.” No, we didn’t. The wood shed was packed with wood. “And there’s a nice tree, just fallen, out by that pond back in the woods.”

I stared at him, but he merely watched me, then turned his attention to a book he had been reading.

He was actually telling me to go into the woods? He had NEVER done that. In fact, all my life he had warned me against the woods. What the hell was going on.

“Okay,” I answered, and I stood up.

Mother hugged me then, something she rarely did, and actually walked me to the door. “See you tomorrow, dear.”

WTF?

Why not tonight?

And she pulled my face down and planted a long kiss on my cheek.

Almost like she was bidding me good by.

I repeat…WTF!

I didn’t waste time. I walked into the woods and headed for the pond.

I was obsessed. I knew it, and I didn’t fight it.

That woman. The long, tawny hair, the glitter in her dark eyes. The way her breasts were thrust out, the tips hard as if pointing.

I made my way through the woods to the pond, and I slowed down, and I heard it. Splashing.

Again, I crept through the woods, slunk under bushes, and was quiet as a slithery snake as I peered from under the big bush I had lain under the day before.

She swam across the pond, her arms rising and falling, barely disturbing the water with her passage. She was a nymph, a goddess, a remarkable example of perfection.

After a minute she swam towards the far beach. She rose out of the water. She dragged her hair in the water, threw her head back and squeezed the wetness out, giving me an astounding view of her architecture.

Her breasts pointing upwards when she arched her back. The roundness of her hips when she turned and looked at me, the glitter in her eyes, eyes so black they might have been midnight in a coal mine.

When she reached the beach she stood for a moment, almost as if in thought, then she shook the water off, that animal like shiver of motion that goes from head to tail. Then she turned and looked at me.

My dick was out, my hand was pumping, and she put out a hand, and a motion as if holding something and lifting it higher, and I felt myself standing, rising from the bush, my cock hard and stiff and poised for eruption. I couldn’t stop myself…I kept flogging that chicken.

And she smiled, a wide show of white teeth. Then she walked across the beach, to that lonely path, and disappeared into the woods.

I wanted to cut across the pond, to go around the right edge of it, and so get to the path quicker, but that way the brush was too thick, so I had to sprint around the left edge, come to the place where I had spilled my seed the day before. And as I ran I pumped on my penis.

Oh, I must have looked ridiculous, running through the light brush, brushing limbs aside, and all the while never losing hold of my dick. Never losing a stroke.

And…I stuttered to stop, was incapable of motion, and I spilled my seed again.

An explosion in my groin as I came to the place where she had stood, where the evidence of her strange method of drying herself off was till evident…a mist of droplets sparkling on the ground.

Recovering, I licked my hand of the goo, and I ran to the path, and I ran along the path.

I had no thoughts. I just wanted to find that girl, that woman, that golden vision that tantalized me, taunted me, teased me.

I ran, my arms pumping, jumping over roots and rocks, but, somehow, the girl was gone.

I was running faster than any girl could. There was no way she could have outdistanced me, but she had.

I ran for fifteen minutes, until I reached the place I last remembered from the day before.

I became wary, the hairs on the back of my head rose, and yet I couldn’t stop. I ran harder, throwing caution aside. I didn’t care if I ran into a bear…I had to find that woman!

Then, suddenly, I burst out of the woods. I stood on a high rise and looked out across a valley.

The valley was thicker than any wood I had ever seen. Tall trees rose from it, shrieking birds flew in circles in the sky, and there was a gloom to the valley. A dampness of the heart, a sadness to the soul.

Across the valley, rising stark and lonely, was a castle.

I had never even heard of a castle in the woods. Not even in the stories my parents had told me to keep me out of the woods.

I stared at the castle, my eyes drinking in its tall spires, it’s high walls, and a tendril of smoke rising from a far chimney.

People lived there!

And, maybe the girl lived there.

My heart pounding, my thoughts surging, I stepped forward, and…

I awoke in my bed.

Ah, Gad! I felt terrible. My head pounded, my heart hurt, I had the taste of ashes and soap in my mouth.

Oh!” I groaned, and I sat up.

The room whirled and I closed my eyes and laid back down.

Yet, something was driving me, impelling me, and I sat up again. I waited for the spin of the world to slow down.

A long minute later I tried to stand up. It was difficult, I had to grab the back of a chair to steady myself, but I made it.

I reached for the dresser, lurched to the bathroom, leaned against the wall, and entered the bathroom.

The fellow in the mirror didn’t look like me. He had big, hanging bags under his eyes. His eyes were so bloodshot they might just as well have been painted red. His skin was pasty, sick looking. And his body, his whole body looked shrunken, wasted, and all the fine muscles seemed to be withered.

That was me? That shell? That hulk?

What had happened?

Yet, to my parents, when I entered the kitchen, it was as if nothing had happened. In fact, they even joked about it. Jokes, from my parents, the original stone creatures.

“What’s the other fellow look like?” asked my father, and then he chortled so hard mother had to pound him on the back.

“Pay no attention to your father, he’s just being silly,” and my mother placed a plate in front of me. It was heaped with eggs and ham and thick slices of bread.

I ate, using poor manners, I was so hungry, but my parents didn’t seem to mind.

And my father, smoking his pipe, said, “That old tree is still  out there, good for fire wood. The one out by the pond.”

I stared at him. He was as good as telling me to go into the woods, to go to the pond. But how could he know about that girl?

Then I realized he didn’t I was just putting too much into it.

When I was finished eating mother didn’t even take time to do the dishes. She simply walked me to the door  and hugged me. A long hug. Not a brief squeeze, ‘see ya later,’ but a long, hard hug, enveloping my ribs and squeezing till I near thought they’d break.

“Good bye, my son.” she murmured into my shirt, and when I stepped out of the house, and looked at my shirt, I realized that she had been crying.

A part of me wanted to go back into the house. Go to bed. Go to sleep. Recover my youthful vim and vigor.

But another part of me, a larger part, wanted to see that girl. I HAD to see that girl.

So I walked into the woods and towards the pond.

I heard splashing, and, for a change, the woods didn’t seem that gloomy. I perceived shafts of light cutting through the thickets,  I heard birds singing. But not normal birds. Birds that twittered, and seemed to be on the edge of human…songing. What were they saying to me?

Then I came to the pond, and there she was. Slender, big bosomed, golden haired, sweet lips, and I imagined them kissing me forever, her hands holding my face and her mouth searching mine, exploring it, and her hand reaching for my cock, stroking me, and…I spilled my seed.

I was standing, not hiding, and she was standing on the other side, watching, I didn’t even touch my cock, and yet it erupted, spewed white cream all over the bushes.

She laughed, a delicate tinkle in the cheerful gloom, and she beckoned to me. She brought up her hand and motioned me to come to her.

I walked around the edge of the pond as in a dream. The world, the world I thought was gloomy, was alive with light and slithering sounds. I passed a snake, it sat in coils upon a rock and watched me, and I felt that even that dour snake was laughing, enjoying my delight.

I approached her, and stared at her body. Up close it was the finest skin in the world, golden with inner light, possessed of a rawness of spirit that I could barely comprehend.

“Rodney,” she spoke, and her voice was a light serenade on the air, touching my ears as would the song of a siren. Stepped to me then, reached her hands up and placed them on the sides of my face. She brought my face down, raised her lips to mine, and began to devour me. Her lips were soft blessings, and her eyes, she kissed with her eyes open, illuminated me, brought my lust out, turned on my inner fires.

I wanted to grab her then, to hug her, to turn her in my arms and bend her head back and take her soul in my mouth, but before I could do such a raw act, she reached down and took my penis in her hand.

It was hard again. No matter that I had spilled seed, it was like a rock, and dripping. I groaned, and she tugged on me, led me along the beach and into the woods.

We went down the path, her walking nonchalantly, turning her head and smiling every once in a while, pulling me by the dick.

I had my pants undone, and they started to fall from my hips.

She laughed and said, “Kick them off.” She pulled me as I kicked my legs and shimmied out of my pants.

“Take off your shirt,” she commanded, so I did.

We were both nude then. Her golden body shining in the sunlight. My own body following her as closely as a shadow, cemented together by her hand on my cock.

Down the path we went. Through the deep woods. And now I wanted to cum again, to squirt my essence, her hand had that much feeling in it. It woke me up, made me throb, made me drool so much I left a wet trail behind us.

Yet her hand was hard on my cock, gripping it so tightly that I couldn’t cum. I could feel the juices moving, exploding from the balls, but then they just stopped, were held up by her hand.

The world was light and golden. Crows sang lusty songs in a light more than sunlight, a shadow more than bright.

We walked for fifteen minutes, then a little more, and we came out of the woods and crossed the small meadow overlooking the dark valley.

The castle stood, solemn, yet now shone upon by light, as if the sun was reserved for it. High windows on higher turrets. Battlements, a city in stone, and it waited for us.

Still holding my cock, she turned and faced me. She whispered, “There’s no going back.”

I didn’t care. I was struck by her beauty, enraptured by her aroma, captured by her hand upon my dick.

After a brief pause, a time in which I had chance to say no, to refuse, she turned and pulled me along.

We descended into the valley. We passed through thickets of mighty trees, yet the bright sun still searched us out, warmed us, or maybe it was just her hand on my member that was so warming.

We walked through meadows with waist high grass, and we crossed a low stream, the water lapping at our ankles and chucking at us. At me.

‘He’s here. He’s here,’ I imagined that brook babbling. Then we walked up a very slight incline, and came to the castle walls.

The wall towered over us, a tall grey barrier, made of carved blocks of stone and fitted together.  The seams were too tight to find finger or toeholds, no one was going to climb that fence.

We walked along the wall and came to a road that led into a gate. It was not a big road, nor a big gate, but it opened as the girl pulled me to it.

I passed under sturdy arches, a portcullis waiting to descend on the invader, chomp him off and cut him.

But I was granted entrance. I was being brought in by a golden child, and I was welcome.

We came out of a short tunnel onto a broad public area.

People clustered here. Many people. There were tents erected, and people bartered and haggled over all manner of items. Food, clothes, even weapons.

Tall guards walked through the crowd, searching for trouble makers, making their calming presence felt. They carried sharp swords, or thick clubs, and a few had cross bows slung on their backs and a quiver full of arrows.

We passed through the crowd, and the crowd parted for us. Mysterious, not obvious, people swirled to the side, and no one looked at us.

A naked man, and more, a beautiful and naked woman, yet no one looked. And I had the thought: they don’t dare.

But why I thought that I don’t know.

There was no threat to us, and then I realized, there is no threat to this young girl. She carries no weapons but her breasts. She had no threat but her thighs.

Yet people, without even looking up, were aware of us, of her, and they gently moved to the side, moving without obvious intention, yet moving nevertheless.

We passed through the throng and came to the entry to the castle proper. We walked up a series of low steps, and tall, arched doors, bound by iron, opened for us.

She led me inside.

It was not cold, but it was not warm. If there was ever a temperature that was neutral, this was it.

We walked through a large hall, then turned and entered a long corridor, and voices arose. Soft voices. singing voices. Voices moaning of fate, even as they celebrated it. Voices that ranged from the deep bass to the fragile yet robust soprano.

Men, full chested and deep throated, whispered their songs into the long corridors and sturdy walls. They sat in niches carved into the walls.

The men became less and less manly, and more and more feminine, and somewhere along the walk we passed from the male singers to the female singers.

And still they sat, hundreds of them, and they serenaded walls, and myself and the girl.

She stopped, held me in place, and watched one particularly beautiful girl. A girl with red hair and a soft and gentle manner, and the most haunted eyes I had ever seen. As if she had seen a million births, a million deaths, and knew the secrets of each one.

Into the embrace I am chaste

onto the moon and I swoon

I am looking for love

but there is none from above

and what I have is in my soul

I love and am made whole

And a chorus of whispers and sighs. Men and woman adding their own sorrow to the mix, pleading cases in no court ever held by man.

“Come,” she said, her voice a fish hook into my soul. She pulled me further down the corridor, and we came to a broad gate. Beyond the gate I could see a garden of flowers.

The gate swung back, and we stepped into gaunt sunlight. A pale sunlight. Rays of light that touched us but could not be felt. And there was no aroma of flowers upon the air, not birds singing sweetly, nor even the harsh and crackling voices of crows.

“Welcome,” she murmured.

We walk down a path, and I could see walls around us, and this place was a circle with walkways acting the spokes.

Roses grew, and Chrysanthemums, and other curved bells of shapes. And in a variety of colors, though the colors, like the light, were pale. Insubstantial. They lived, but without temperature.

We came to the center of the garden, and saw not a servant, nor a guard, as if this place was proof against life.

No laughter nor cheer, yet something deeply satisfying.

We passed under limbs of small oaks. We passed through arches festooned with flowers. In the center of the garden was a gazebo. Eight-sided, with trellises, and pots of flowers and ferns, and a bed.

The bed was square, and it fit perfectly into the geometry of the gazebo.

She led me up the steps and across the wood planks and she stopped and turned to me. “We must sleep now.”

But she didn’t mean sleep.

“We must dream now.”

Yet, weren’t we already living a dream? Wasn’t she already a sylph of unimaginable power, bring life to earth?

“Who are you?” I asked. “What is your name.”

She yet held my cock, and she backed up towards the bed, pulling me to her, teasing me with her lips, her smile, her sparkling eyes.

I am Renwitta. I am of the garden, and the stream and the air itself. And I am chosen for you.”

She was on the bed now, had somehow managed to keep going backwards even as she sat and wiggled around and kept me following.

“Oh,” I said. I was struck dumb, and I place a hand on the bed and began to mount the soft structure.

Then she was on her back, centered on the bed, and it was big and we had plenty of room, and she was pulling my dick, guiding me towards her center, her soul, her sacred palace.

“Wait,” I said, but she wouldn’t.

My legs crept between hers, and I felt the head of my dick touch her flower, felt the heat and the moistness and the engulfing charm.

This was creation. This was the moment in which the world came to be.

She let go of me with her hand, and pulled me with her pussy, and I sank into her.

She gasped, and accepted me whole. She reached around my waist and held me to her, not that I would ever leave. And we enjoyed the moment of being one, of being together, of not just being in love, but being love.

“What are you doing to me?” my voice was cracking, yet soft and gentle.

“What you dream of. What you wish. What you are…in truth.

Then her hips surged upwards, slowly. She was strong, and she lifted me, and I could feel her insides gripping me, holding me, stroking me.

I rode her wave, then gave my own thrust. And she gasped as I descended to the heart of her.

She kissed me, a light nibble that grew into a tsunami of pleasure. Her tongue sliced into my mouth and drew me out, made the breath of me catch, and I kissed her back.

I grabbed her breasts, and I gently twisted them, as if they were knobs I had to screw. I pulled on her nipples, and then I lowered my head and nursed her, pulling a spirit milk out of her moans.

She held my head, and ground her hips upward.

And I held her head and kissed her, placed my mouth upon hers, and ate her essence.

She moaned, and I knew she was going to orgasm.

And I knew I was going to cum. Her hips had turned me on, her breasts had led me here, and her lips…her lips twisted upon my mouth and caused my groin to swell and throb, and the first pulsings of energy began way back in my groin. My balls tightened, and I could feel the juices start to come up the shaft.

Then I was spilling my seed. Not on the ground, not wasting it, but into her, up her vaginal canal, searching for counter seed, and I pulsed and I pulsed and I…


PART TWO

I awoke, but not in my bed.

I was sitting up, in a niche, and my butt felt…weird.

I was in a carved space in the long corridor that led to the garden. And there were other people in niches similar to mine. And down the hall I could hear people singing, giving hymn to HER, who was borning us.

The ones nearest me did not sing. They sat, and the variety of expression was great.

Men, they were all men, and they sat with sad expression.  Or lost eyes. Or whimsical face that told of acceptance, but only grudging. Or wonder.

My own expression was surprised. What had happened? How had I gotten here?

I tried to stand up, and found that I couldn’t. I was sitting on something long and hard, and it was fixed to my butt, and I was effectively tethered. No way to move. My hands couldn’t find sufficient purchase to lift me off the…the…and I realized what it was that held me. I was on a large, stone phallus. I had a dick up my hind end. I was screwed to the niche, and there was nothing I could do.

“What? What?” I looked around in panic.

“Shhh!” a man near me put a finger to his lips.

I was panicked, but I was also surrounded by men, people who had been here longer, who understood what I did not.

I whispered back, “What is happening?”

“You are being born,” he whispered back.

“But I was already born! Long ago. I was born and I lived near twenty years. I’m a man…what am I doing here?”

But he wouldn’t speak. He merely smiled and went back to whatever cogitations he was having.

I sat through the morning. From down the corridor the endless singing filled the air, wafted down to me, and I listened to the voices.

I love at her leisure

I am born at her pleasure.

I live to serve and never will swerve

from my duty and love

Nothing above only below

I am the seed and she will sow

I was not uncomfortable. I had only the warmth of the phallus within me to warm me, but that seemed to be enough. When night came and the chill descended, I was heated from within, and I watched the long hours pass. And I felt the heat emanate from my skin. And I wiggled.

When there is nothing to do, no man nor woman to talk to, then a man has to entertain himself. But if he is held, caught, and there is nothing for him to touch, or to wield, then he must rely on himself, on the sensations he brings with him.

And the only sensation I had brought with me was the phallus I was sitting on.

So I wiggled, and I felt the tip of the thing scour my insides. The head brushed against my walls. It pressed on my prostate, and here is the odd thing, if I pressed enough I could cause semen to come from my penis.

And my penis. It had spent itself in HER, but now it was hard again. Hard, and white fluid seeped from the slit.

I could stroke it, and sometimes I did. And I could fondle my balls, which I did. But for deep, down stimulation and a momentary pause from mounting frustration, I had the phallus within my ass.

I had the rub and push on my prostate.

And the phallus became my only source of pleasure. And this focused me in a way I had not believed imaginable.

Time passed. I did not sleep much, just sitting does not take much energy, and requires not much in the way of recuperation.

But when I did sleep, I would wake up in a different niche. I would be one or two down the corridor, maybe on the other side, and the voices grew louder. They sang, and they became my world, and those voices, in tune with the fixating of my asshole by the phallus, became my world.

Listening to the words. Hearing the words. Understanding the words.

She loves me and I live

she gives me and I give

She holds me in her arms

and molds me with her charms

and throws me below

where heaven will bestow

me-e-e-E-E-E-e-e-e-E-E-E…

Undulating voices, mixing the harmonies, voices of one song blending with voices of another.

SHE walked past me one day. A vision of light and gold, but cold. I could see HER laughing even as SHE entrapped, a spider much greater than in any poem.

But SHE did look at me…and SHE did smile…and so I lived another day, and…

I awoke further down the corridor. Half way down, and, as I looked at the men I was among, I realized something. They had been there so long that their hair had grown long.

I felt my own hair. It was long, and I pulled it with my fingers. I brushed it out and it lay upon my shoulders, and I watched the men, whose bodies had shrunk and turned soft, except for the fat in their chests, comb their hair. And I realized that I was singing. that I had learned songs, that had been passed down to me, and since there was nothing else to do, I had learned them. And my voice was soft, sounding a bit tremulous and hesitant, but it was really just my shrunken and feminine throat. My neck was much less muscular. My chest cavity had changed shape.

I become and I am one

with all that becomes one

she holds me firm and nurses me

my breasts are filled with milk

and my hair is silk and I am one

and she is one…and we are one

one…ONE…one…ONE…one…

I began to sing my own songs. My spirit merged with those round me, and one thought became many thoughts, and we intersperled our thoughts into one voice. Many voices in ultimate harmony, singing for HER…HER…

I moved down the corridor, and now I could see the gate, and the flowers, and the low trees intertwining branches to create a wondrous canopy.

SHE walked past me one day, and SHE stopped, and SHE reverse her path and came back to me. SHE knelt, and SHE felt my breasts. They were big, and heavy, and HER hands felt so good upon them.

SHE pressed them, and milk came forth, and SHE touched my nipple, lifted HER digit to HER sexy mouth, and tasted me.

“Mmmm!” I moaned. It felt so good to be touched…by HER.

And SHE responded, “Yes. You are almost ripe.”

Then SHE stood and walked away, and my eyes followed HER sway, and the rise and fall of HER breasts, and the way HER hair shimmied in the light behind HER.

I sighed. I was almost ripe.And I no longer thought in terms of words, but in images, and the image of being ripe, of being full and ready for harvest…it pleased me.

I am born I am sworn

into the world I worm

I live for HER and give my life

of life I am a wife

and the world has come around

I am plucked from the ground.

SHE had captured me, and killed me, and resurrected me as something else.

But…what?

What was I now?  What manner of beast had I become?

I did not know. I just knew I was close.

And, one day, SHE came for me.

It was morning. The sun was shining its peculiar gloomy brightness. Wisps of fog were burning off. I sat and gyrated on my phallus, and stroked my dick.

One of the nastier tricks of the phallus was that it felt so good, the way it rubbed up against your prostate, but you couldn’t cum. You should have been able to, with a normal dildo, or plug, you could, but these were special phalluses, built by the devil, designed to tease.

So I sat and played with myself, and the excess fluids seeped from my cock, but the lust in my heart was at a fever pitch, always building but never cuming.

“Are you having fun,” SHE stated, and my head jerked up.

How long had I been here? A year? Two? More? Less?

“One year, three months and four days,” SHE answered.

SHE was as beautiful as I remembered. Even though I had been tricked, and tantalized until my ass was ready to explode, I loved HER. I would always love HER. SHE held my heart in HER hands, and it would always feel like SHE was clapping.

“Hello,” I fawned over HER, spilled my soul out of my eyes.

“Are you ready to be set loose upon the world?”

“For you…”

“For me, for my master, for yourself?”

SHE came to me then, and SHE held out her hand. I took it, and like a wisp of the disappearing fog, the phallus was no longer up my asshole. I was free, and I stood up.

I was no longer taller than HER. I was the same size, short. And my muscles had shortened, and slenderized. And my breasts were large and delicious looking. My hair, grown for a year, three months and four days, was long and silvery in the sunlight.

I didn’t need a mirror to know that my lips were red and kissable, that my eyes were large and doe-like, enchanting and captivating.

“Come,” SHE said, and SHE led me back down the hallway. We passed the women singing, and the half women/half men, and then the men.

And I knew there was a tunnel on the other side of the garden, and in the niches in that tunnel sat women…turning into men.

“Who are you…what are?” I asked.

“I am Renwitta, a demon from the lowest level of hell.”

“I thought demons were ugly monsters who rent and ripped apart humans with their long claws and fierce jaws.”

SHE laughed, a delicate tinkle that, now that I was born, reminded me more of pee splashing on the ground than anything else.

“I am a demon. I have power. Why would I choose to be ugly? Besides, if I was ugly who would trust me enough to make deals with me…with my master?”

“But I made no deal with you.”

She just smirked and continued leading me out of the corridor.

We arrived at the plaza, and the ‘fair’ was still in full swing, and now I saw the truth of it.

People bargaining, learning how to sell their souls.

“I must have that painting!” pled one customer.

The merchant smiled and tore it in two.

“Please, I am so thirsty!”

And the merchant poured the pitcher of water on the ground.

What I had mistaken for commerce was not. It was hunger and avarice, it was people learning to spite, to trick, to cajole into unwanted agreements.

“But you will need none of this,” SHE said.

“Why not?”

“Because your beauty is already a trick. Men will die for you. Women will envy you, and eat their hearts out.”

“Will I ever know happiness?” I asked.

Renwitta snorted, a tearing, little sound that reminded one of snot splatting on the walk. “Why would you want to? Do you know what happiness tastes like?”

I didn’t, and I shook my head, bewildered.

“It doesn’t taste like anything. But happiness betrayed…ah, now that is a bargain!”

We passed through the grounds and entered the entry tunnel, and came to the entrance

We stood in the shadows, and I stared out at the world. sunlight so bright it hurt my eyes. Air so fresh it burned my lungs.

“We will part here,” SHE said, and SHE pushed me into the sunlight.

Pain burned through me, and it was my body reacting to the sunlight, God’s good warmth, and I turned back into me. Rodney. The young man, horny and lustful and dreaming of breasts.

I stared at my hands and legs and turned around.

SHE stood in the shadows, beautiful, a vision that called me.

I staggered back, and as I passed into the gloom of the castle I felt the same pain ripple through me, and I looked down…I was a girl. A woman. Big breasts, tits to die for, hair like spun gold.

She laughed, and she turned me around and pushed me out.

“AHHH!” I screamed, it was pain. And then I was a man.

A man by God’s sunlight, a women by the devil’s light. I turned and stared at her. And though I was a man, and she was a demon, I called to her. “Come to me! Come with me! Please!”

SHE smiled a smug, knowing grin, an evil grin, a mean flash of teeth and hate. “You want me to come with you?”

She stepped into the sunlight then, and I saw the true shape of her. Hulking, with bits of rot for skin. Teeth to sever a man whole, claws to rend and tear.

“NO!” I jumped back.

“Run then, silly human, and flee, and be glad that Renwitta is not hungry.”

I ran into the woods then, running for my life, for my very sanity, and the year that I had spent in the castle of Renwitta, it began to fade. Within an hour I was a simple peasant boy, lost in the woods.

For days I wandered, not knowing what had happened to me, not knowing how to get out of the woods. The woods that my parents had told me were awful, were filled with demons, and that I should never go into.

But I was protected. Devils and demons were watching out for me, and, at last, I staggered out of the woods.

I was near a town, and I staggered into it, and was befriended by the inhabitants.

When I told my story, that I lived on a farm and had become lost in the woods, everybody shook their heads, silly boys…not listening to their parents.

Then I was fed, and directed along the road back to my parent’s farm.

I walked for days, and I wondered what had happened to me in the woods. My mind was blank, and I was fearful, but of what I didn’t know.

I arrived at my parent’s farm and I walked up the wagon track to the house.

My mother answered the door, and her eyes opened wide, and I saw the most curious mix of emotions cross her face.

Relief. I had come home.

Fear. Of what?

And then she was pulling me inside, hugging me.

I cried, though my mind didn’t understand what had happened to me, though my memories were dim and strange, I loved her.

But she was different. When I had left home she had been middle-aged, still vibrant, though not cheerful.

Now…she was not. She was older, sadder. And her eyes held bad secrets.

My father came home from the fields. He entered the house, an old, bent man, made gloomy by the passage of time and…and something.

He saw me, and he cried, and he hugged me, but, in his eyes, the same secret, the same gloom. Gloom like the gloom of a forgotten castle.

Oh, if only I could remember…then maybe…maybe I could help them!

But I couldn’t, and I knew nothing of what was about to happen.

Life returned to normal, be it a sad and gloomy normal. Days passed, and I got into the routine of chopping wood and fetching water and helping out around the farm.

More days passed, and one night, walking home in the evening, I looked up to the sky. The moon was full, golden, a pumpkin of joy in the summer night. And I began to change.

I stared at my body, and my hair grew long. My body shrank and breasts grew proud and full.

My clothes were too loose, and the mere fact of taking a few steps walked them off me. I stood in the moonlight, a beautiful creature with glinting eyes.

And I was stunned, bits of memories hovered at the edge of my awareness

What had happened? What was going on? Why was I a…woman?

I ran to the house, ran through the door, and my parents stood up. They were shocked, then they were smiling. Mother was laughing. Father was actually dancing.

And I knew what had happened. The memory came to me then, and it opened up my mind to a sequence of events.

My parents wanted a daughter. They wanted somebody who wouldn’t leave home, or, if she did, she would command a good dowry.

They didn’t want a son. There wasn’t that much work on the farm, I was an extra mouth to feed with no redeeming benefits.

So they had sold me to Renwitta. They had made a deal with the devil.

And I knew the true scope of tragedy.

Renwitta had me, but the deal had been with my parents. She couldn’t make me into a pig, or a werewolf, or some sort of serial murderer. I was innocent.

But she could alter me, change me so that I changed. I was a girl when the moon flooded the night. And then I was myself. And I couldn’t be cursed, but I was a curse. But that form of the curse would come to me later. right now I was just aware of the terrible thing that my own parents had done to me. Selling me to the devil for their own profit.

And they knew it, and that was the source of their gloom.

Yet, here I was, the deal complete, and they had a daughter.

So they cried, and blessed their cursed luck, and loved me like a daughter.

But every curse has multiple sides.

I sat up with my mother, and we talked. And she told me womanly things, things that Renwitta hadn’t bothered to explain to me.

How to be careful around men.

How to be careful around women.

How to conduct myself so that proper society would accept me.

Imagine, a woman who had made. deal with the devil lecturing me on how to live in society. How ironic.

Then I went to bed, and here the curse took hold.

I lay in my bed, now over-sized for my smaller frame. And I thought about life, and demons, and curses, and what it meant to be a woman.

The door to the bedroom opened, and father crept in.

“Father?” I asked, in my little voice.

“Shhh!” he whispered back. “Don’t wake your mother.”

I sat up and stared at him in the darkness. In the gloom. “What do you want?”

He sat on the edge of my bed, and he put forth a trembling hand and caressed my arm.

It gave me the shivers, yet didn’t alarm me, for this was my own father.

I had forgotten that it was father who had sold me to the devil.

Then he took my arms and leaned forward, and he would have kissed me.

“No!” I screamed.

Mother must have detected that he had gotten up, and followed him, for she suddenly burst through the door. She held a skillet and slammed it on his head.

Father fell on the floor, and was dead.

Mother lit a candle, and we stared at him. And then mother, understanding that she had just committed murder, looked at me with reproach.

“You did this! It all started when you came home!”

I stared at her, and I was frightened. She was spitting hate. She hated me.

The truth was that she hated herself, for she had made the deal with the devil, and she was taking it out on me.

“You stay there,” she snapped. Then she went outside and began banging on the triangle. The clanging could be heard for miles away, and it was a fire signal. Within minutes neighbors would be arriving, ready to put out a fire, and willing to arrest for murder

And I knew what mother would say…she would say it was me. That I had ensorcelled my father, and that I must be burnt at the stake.

Quickly, I gathered a bundle of clothes, then I slipped through the window. When the first neighbors arrived I was disappearing into the forest.

I walked through the darkness, the gloom, and the devil guided my footsteps. I avoided those souls hardy enough to launch a hunting party into the woods. I didn’t even trip on roots, or bang my head on limbs.

Morning came, and I put on my man clothes and went out to the road. By evening I was many miles away, and approaching a city.

That night I was a woman again. Bountiful, beautiful, ready to cause lust in the most innocent of hearts.

The next morning I was a man, and hungry.

I entered the town and found work easily. A young man, fresh off the farm, willing and able to unload barrels from a wagon and stack them in the back of a pub, I was hired quickly, and worked hard.

Night came, but now I was ready. I had bought woman’s clothes, saying they were a present for my sister, and I put them on when the change happened.

And I roamed the night.

Oh, I was scared, but I was also becoming emboldened.

I knew, you see, that there was a power that was protecting me. The devil watches out for his own, you know.

So I took a second job. I stacked barrels by day, and I poured drinks, in that same bar, by night.

I didn’t need sleep, the change empowered me, rested me, gave me twice as much energy.

So I worked in the pub and men came, and they flirted with me and, at first, I was too shy, and afraid, and I avoided them, and their groping hands, and their dirty smiles and jokes.

But, as time went on, I became bolder. Some power was watching over me. I knew something was protecting me. I began to respond to flirts and the occasional ass pat.

Actually, it felt good. I was a horny, young man, under the girly flesh.

But I was conflicted. The man in me didn’t want to get kissy kissy with a bunch of drunks.

The woman in me did.

One night I was pouring suds, giggling like a girl, which was appropriate for my change, and a fight broke out. It was over me.

Some fellow who grabbed my ass a lot thought he owned me, and didn’t like it when somebody else grabbed my ass. The fight erupted, knives were drawn, and when it was all over one man was dead, and the other was dying.

And, curse of the devil, I liked it.

One half of me was human, and hated it. But the other half, corrupted by a year of sitting on stone dicks, loved it. And my quandary grew.

When I was a man I was staunch and upright. A hard worker. I treated people decently, and was treated in the same manner.

But when I was a woman…I was the devil. Leading men on, pushing them to jealousy, delighting when men fought over me.

I was cursed, and I couldn’t stop it. And I loved it. And I hated it.

But life was life, and life would go on, men dying over me, me exulting over my power, but I had underestimated the power of the Lord.

One night a man in black robes entered the pub. He asked one of the other girls for an ale, and he settled into a corner. He was reading his good book when a fight erupted. For some reason, maybe it was his presence, the combatants were separated. He then spent a half hour talking to them, making them shake hands, finding out what had made them so angry, and he ended up looking at me.

Oh, he saw right through me.

I could feel his eyes take me apart and understand that in this luscious body there was a demon.

Perhaps if it had been another priest, I would have been taken to the stake and burned. but Father Domingo was not other priests.

He began showing up at the pub every night. He would order an ale, then sit and read his book, and pray.

Pray.

Over me.

Oh, it hurt. I could feel his words scorching what little I had left of  my soul.

Worse, he stopped the fights before they could begin, and robbed me of my source of demonic energy.

For a demon cannot exist if he, or she, cannot leech off the rage and the anger, the jealousy and the hate.

I began to shrink into myself.

And the man in me began to come out.

One day, as a man, I sought out father Domingo.

“Father,” I said. “I have been cursed.”

“The Lord has sent me here,” he answered.

I explained how my parents had sold me, and the changes I went through, a man during the day, hard working and God fearing, and a woman at night, mean and evil, spiteful and causing trouble.

He listened, then he said to me. “If you can come to me as a woman. If you can give yourself to me as a woman, to a man of God, then I can help you.”

And what was the alternative? Cause trouble until I arrived at the burning stake?

It took me a while. The demon in me had a good hold, and I was fearful. but the good Father kept returning to the inn. Praying for me. Making the sign of the cross whenever he saw me.

One night I had had enough. He had robbed me of my ability to cause trouble, and I was a demon weakened, and I went to him.

He offered me a seat. “What can I do for you?”

“Save me,” I whispered. My voice was weak, but my intention pure.

He said: “We must go upstairs.”

I followed him up the stairs, and everybody in the pub watched.

Did they know what was going to happen? I doubt it. At least, they were not cognizant of what they might, on a low level, understand.

He opened the door, and closed it when I passed him.

He pointed to the bed. “Take your clothes off. Lie down.”

I took my dress off and stood revealed. My breasts were high, my lips were trembling. My body was slim, and weak, and I knew what I wanted.

He opened his book and prayed, and just his muttered words, not specific to anything but trust in the Lord, hurt. I felt pain in my groin. My breasts burned, and I arched on the bed and cried.

Downstairs, the customers were listening, maybe chuckling amongst themselves, saying that even a man of God needed a little, eh?

He took his pectoral cross off. It was bright in the candle light, winking dangerously, threatening to me. He wrapped it around his fist and came to me. He stood over me and began praying:

“Saint Michael the Archangel, defend us in battle. Be our protection against the wickedness and snares of the devil; May God rebuke him, we humbly pray; And do thou, O Prince of the Heavenly Host, by the power of God, thrust into hell Satan and all evil spirits who wander through the world for the ruin of souls. Amen.”

And then he repeated it. And repeated it again. And again. And again.

Oh, the pain bursting through me. Every time he spoke the prayer I felt weaker and weaker, and I knew I was drowning. I would not live. I couldn’t live through this cruelty.

So I grabbed him and kissed him.

He put his hands on my thin arms, he could have separated my grasp in an instant, but he didn’t. His eyes went wide, and he kissed me back.

“Oh,” I groaned, and munched on his lips, and my hands roamed his body.

In some way, he knew what was happening, and he cried. Real tears.

But his trust in the Lord was not as strong as the demon in me, the curse of Renwitta, the terrible deal done by my parents.

I slipped a hand under his robes and found his prick. It was sturdy, stood up like a cross on a dark night. But not a cross on this dark night.

We wrestled on to the bed, him shedding his robes, me moaning how much I loved him. He nibbled at my nipples, placed his big, rough palms around my tits and rubbed.

I lowered my head and took him in my mouth. Oh, he was good. He was long and strong, and ready for plucking. I squeezed his balls and slurped on his dong.

He thrust forward, fucked my face, and kept saying, “God forgive me! God forgive me!”

Then he was on me, positioned for the insertion, one hand holding his steely cock, the other opening my labia, his shoulder was on one side of me, supporting him while he worked his penis into me.

I grunted, and he was in. He filled me complete. A big shaft, big balls, and I already knew his head was dripping.

“Oh, God!” He moaned, and he surged down, liked to have split me.

I heaved my pelvis up, took him, all of him, then withdrew.

His penis slid out of my vagina, only the head was left in, then he surged down again.

I was grunting. I was groaning. My body was on fire. My pussy was rippling with power…and I took his power away from him.

Slowly, slowly, he built to a climax. I would have thought that it would happen quickly. A holy man doesn’t get much. I would have thought he would be on edge, ready to spew.

He wasn’t.

So I worked him and worked him, and I didn’t mind it, and suddenly he arched his back and yelled. His white soup exploded into me. His muscles locked up, his eyeballs rolled back, and he thrust and throbbed, thrust and throbbed, and emptied himself in me.

Then he rolled over, and cried. I sat up, crawled over him, pulled my dress half on and went to the door.

There I stood, looking savaged. My beautiful hair all messed up and sexy. The paint on my lips smeared. My demeanor as of one who has been…assaulted.

He looked at me. Oh, the misery. He had betrayed himself. He had been weak.

Perhaps if it had been another priest, perhaps then I would have ended up on the stake.

But it was him. And he was weak. So I blew him a kiss, then, holding the rags of my dress around me, flashing tit and leg for all to see, I ran down the stairs screaming:

“RAPE! RAPE!”

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 Mother-in-Law Feminized Me!

A story of female domination and feminization


PART ONE

“Now I don’t want you playing with yourself.”

“Oh, come on!” I acted disgusted.

“No porn, no play with yourself, save yourself for me.”

“Honey, I always save myself for you.”

Amy looked at me suspiciously. “Then why are you always less than interested when I come home from one of these conventions?”

“Because I focus on things like work, and I just get out of the mood. But, hey, when you’re around it’s easy to stay in the mood.”

I grabbed her and smooched her and she giggled and pushed me off.

“Don’t mess me,” she said. “I’ve got a 10 hour bus ride and I don’t want to be messy. And I especially don’t want to be dripping with your cum.”

“You push me away and then wonder why I’m not interested!” I played the wounded husband wonderfully. It as one of my favorite roles.

“Oh, honey. When I get home, if you’ve been a good boy then I will let you do anything you want.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

“Even, you know…the anal thing?”

“Of course. Right after you let me do you. I’ve got the most wonderful dildo picked out.”

“Hey!”

“Tit for tat, baby. I’ll do anything, as long as you do it first.”

I frowned.

“Come on, cheer up.” She patted my cheek. “It’s only ten days.”

I sighed. “I won’t survive.”

“You will. Now take my bags out, the pick up van will be here any moment.”

I took her bags out to the curb and turned and watched Amy stride down the walk. Oh, lordie. That lady is built! Just watching her jiggle along on her high heels is enough to bonerize me.

Not that it takes much to bonerize me, heh heh. But, you know what I mean.

She arrived at my side and held my hand and said, “Remember. I want you rock hard and ready to go. I don’t want you wasting it on some internet slut.

“Not to worry, baby.”

I opened my mouth to say something more but Amy’s eyes focused behind me and I turned.

Honk! Honk! A van swerved to the curb and the door open.

The windows were filled with young ladies, boobs, pulchritude, hair, and cheerful smiles.

The sign on the side of the van proclaimed:

Women’s rights

because women are right!

I held back a groan. It used to be that Amy would go to sewing circles, and volunteer her time to give turkeys to the homeless, and that sort of thing. Lately, however, she was going to these feminist meetings. And, man, were they giving me a headache.

That’s where she got the idea that I shouldn’t waste my sperm, that no man should ever look at another woman, and all that sort of garbage.

Heck, if these feminists had their way men would wear the aprons and women would dig the ditches!

She kissed my cheek, smiled, and got on the bus. I could hear the women raising a ruckus and shouting quips at each other.

Feminism, huh! They’re probably just going to go off and diddle each other. And she wanted me to remain ‘pure.’ I repeat, huh!

The van pulled away from the curb, and I was left to my own devices. Ten days, well, with travel time it might be more. This was Monday, and she was coming back a week from Friday, so that was, count the fingers and toes…12 days! Twelve days to have fun!

And I needed it. Since this stupid feminism stuff started I was getting less sex and more nag.

I turned and entered the house, and headed for the liquor cabinet.

Bourbon was invented by Bacchus, a studly fellow, in my opinion, who knew how to have a good time. Leastwise the old paintings always depict him as surrounded by big breasted women and sucking down the booze.

My particular favorite, of Bacchus’s inventions, was Four Roses Small Batch Select Bourbon. Mixed, of course, with a good vintage of Coke.

So I prepared a libation, toasted my freedom and good sense, and took my first guzzle.

Mmm. That took about ten seconds.

I made another drink and, properly prepared, I sauntered back to the computer room.

I prefer the Samsung - G97T Series 49" Class 1000R. Forty-nine inches, downright panoramic, and I powered up the computer and started watching acres of pulchritude. Flesh. Boob. Snatch being wonderfully penetrated, licked, squeezed, bounced and jiggled. Oh, sweet heaven!

I dialed up a search for large and sexy and was shortly perusing Ava and Casca and Lisa and…and all the others.

And, an our later hour later, three drinks to the wind, I was in the mood.

Tell the truth, I’m always in the mood. But…I need a little liquid courage for what I was about to do.

You see, I’m one of those guys. I get off on women’s clothes.

Sober, I don’t. I’m sort of afraid of wearing bras and tummy shapers and things.

But a few drinks and the urges sort of pops through, and the next thing you know…I’m out to the garage and looking for my special box.

I often wonder, when I’m done sating myself, why I don’t throw the box away, remove it from temptation. But I don’t, and that just goes to show how little self control I have.

In the back of the garage, on a high loft, behind some heavy objects, my box sat, and I pulled it out and ran gleefully to the bedroom with it.

First, I Naired myself, waited until the burn started, and hopped into the shower. I exited the shower without a hair on my body.

Then, over the next hour, with two more drinks fortifying me, I went through my box.

I put on my chastity tube. Rather quickly because my cock was starting to get hard.

Then, properly confined, I slipped on some panties and a bra. I used condoms filled with water, and it was cool, but I really wanted a pair of good breast forms.

My body more shapely, I pulled on some nylons and fastened them to a garter.

Oh, lord did it feel good. My legs were sleek and felt downright electric.

Then I picked out a dress. I have a metallic blue, skin tight number, and, ooh la la, I was not. big titted slut. From the neck down.

I got out my make up. It took me a long time to figure out make up. I didn’t have a mother or older sister to teach me, so I went to the classroom most terrible, the internet. And Iw as now pretty good at it!

I cleansed and primed, laid the foundation, blush and…and all the other things to look beautiful. I did the eyes, which is always a lot of fun, then the lipstick.

I love lipstick. I love the bright red with a slight gloss to it. I love the way it sticks, but still leaves a trace on the lip of a glass.

Speaking of which, I went and poured some more bourbon.

And, tell the truth, I was now a little drunk. Not so drunk as to get messy with the make up, but drunk enough that when I stepped into my high heels I was quite wobbly.

But, wobbly or not, I pulled on a wig, put on some trash jewelry, and, voila! I was me. Big-titted, rounded-butted, red-lipped and ready for a night on the town.

As long as that night took place in my own home.

I poured another drink, and I knew that I was getting a little too drunk, so I decided this would be the last one.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t.

Sitting in front of a computer, watching grannies and shemales and BDSM and all the other fun stuff you can find on the internet is thirsty work.

So, after a light foray through fisting and an intense journey through bondage, I made myself another drink.

Hey! I was alone, being myself, and I could have a little fun, right? I mean, the worst thing that could happen to me would be waking up in the morning.

So I watched women peeing and Lady Sonia and Fellucia and…and…

I groaned. I think it was me that groaned. It sounded like me that groaned. Leastwise it was my throat croaking and it was me trying to roll over.

But I couldn’t. Something was keeping me from turning over. Something was holding my wrists. Two somethings. Felt like ropes.

And my legs. I couldn’t move…I couldn’t…

I woke up again, and knew instinctively that a couple of hours passed. My head hurt, but not too badly. My wig was crooked on my head, my dress was all shifted around, I must have fallen asleep on my bed.

My bed. That was a good sign.

I opened my eyes, and the room started to focus. And I realized I wasnt’ in my own bed, and the face of my mother-in-law came out of the fuzzy world and looked down on me. I smiled and…

“Aieee!” I jerked, but my limbs were secured.

“What!?” My voice was dry and sounded like a Frog had taken a dump in my throat.

“Good morning, Roger.”

I jerked my head upright and looked to the side. My head hurt,  but that was a small price compared to the agony of seeing my mother-in-law, Patty, standing over me, looking down, a very amused expression on her face.

“What is…why are you…who is…”

“Roger, you’ve been a bad boy. Dressing up like a little girl. I never knew you wanted breasts and to wear make up. Would you like some breakfast?”

“I…I…” I pulled with my limbs, tested the bonds that held me. They were solid, made out of chains and leather. They were tight. There was no wiggle room here, not for my wrists or ankles, or for my whole body.

She sat on the bed next to me. She was holding a bowl and stirring the contents with a spoon.

“Open up now.”

I opened my mouth to complain and she shoved a spoonful of oatmeal between my lips.

My red-painted lips. I could still feel the lipstick. Having slept in it, it was probably fairly well dried on.

I tried to push the oatmeal out of my mouth with my tongue, but Patty placed a hand over my mouth and brought her face close to mine. She spoke very nicely and said, “Now, honey, I’ll be letting you up in a while, but we need to get the ground rules down before I do.”

“Mphjjj!” I tried to speak through the glob of oatmeal and her hand.

“Shush, now. The first rule is you can take all you want, but you have to eat all you take.” She giggled. “I used to hate it when my own mother told me that, but now…now I see the delight in saying such a thing.”

I swallowed, I had to, and she moved her hand away, back to grip the spoon and scoop up another glob of the stuff, and I blurted, “What are you doing? Untie me!”

She pushed more mush into me.

I was gaining more control, and I spit it out.

“Now, honey, if you don’t be a good girl you’re going to be eating this oatmeal through your ass.”

I blinked. Patty was always so refined, I didn’t even know she knew the word ‘ass.’

“If you don’t want that, then I suggest you mind your manners, cultivate a proper female attitude, and eat what’s put before you.” She smiled, and scooped up some more oatmeal.

“Wait!”

But she didn’t.

And I spit it out.

Patty stood up, she didn’t even frown, and she reached down and grabbed my package and pulled.

“OW!”

She flipped me over on my belly, then she climbed onto the bed and sat between my legs.

“Hey!” I was half screaming now, but she didn’t seem to notice, and she really didn’t seem to care. She scooped out a big spoonful, held the spoon ready, and pushed my ass cheeks apart.

I tried to resist, and maybe I could have, but she had very sharp fingernails and she dug them in. I pushed my own cheeks apart from the sudden pain.

And she pushed that spoon up my ass.

I’ve played with my asshole. Any porn aficionado has. No matter what they say, anybody who has spent any time perusing the flesh and sex of the internet has had his fingers, or other objects, up his heinie.

So I knew that it was a curious mix of cool and weird.

Yes, it made me horny, but I had never been so in love with it that I was willing to put a dildo up my ass. Not even in the hopes of being able to put my own dick up my wife’s anal passage.

But a spoon is different than a dildo.

It went in, and I felt the edges. I felt the slope of the spoon, the bulbous bottom of it, sliding through my rim.

There was a sudden and sharp pain, and then it was in, and she was moving it around and humming, trying to get the sticky substance of oatmeal off the metallic surface of the spoon.

“Stop it!” And tears came to my eyes. Oh, it didn’t hurt, not much, but it was the idea of being forcibly ‘injected’ with…with mush!

She pulled the spoon out, and I could feel the oatmeal sitting in my rectum, all glob-y, starting to come apart and float around and…and get absorbed.

I knew about the rectum and liquor. You give yourself a beer enema and the body absorbs it directly and you get drunker than if you swilled the same amount of hard liquor.

I guess she was going off the same theory, but for food. And then I had a thought: did she know about drinking your alcohol through the rectum?

She pushed another spoonful of mush up my butt and I groaned and tried to wiggle, but…I was caught.

“Wait, please?”

I begged.

“Now, Roger, you really must learn to mind your manners. When I speak you listen. When I tell you what to do, it is for your own good.”

“But, Patty, can’t you slow down and have a little conversation?”

“After you’ve eaten. Really, Roger, just behave yourself and we’ll have our little talk, and then I’ll let you go.”

She stirred the spoon in my ass for. moment, then pulled it out. I heard the clinking sound of her tapping the spoon on the edge of the bowl, then another spoonful was given me.

I gave up. Well, what else could I do? She had the leverage, I was tied up…so I just relaxed and let her feed me.

“There we go,” she whispered, and she continued feeding me until the bowl was empty.

Now, here’s the funny thing, I guess the feeding the ass thing does work as well as the alcohol in the ass thing. My headache slid away, I started to feel stronger, and I was definitely feeling full.

And I also had to pee.

“I’ve got to pee,” I said.

“Go ahead.”

“But I’ll mess the bed.”

“I’m pressing your prostate with the spoon,” and she was, she had the curved side out and down and was making rhythmic motion into my asshole. “We’ll get rid of that nasty, old semen for you. Got to keep the body healthy, you know.”

And, I couldn’t help it, I started peeing. Except it didn’t feel like pee, exactly. It felt thick, and it had chunks, and it came in long drawn out spurts.

“Crap,” I whispered.

“Don’t make me wash your mouth out with soap.”

I made a resolve not to swear again. Patty would definitely  wash my mouth out.

Finally, she removed the spoon from my ass, got off and let me wiggle back over onto my back.

“There! Don’t you feel better?”

“Well, uh,” she beamed at me, and I had the feeling that I better go along with her. Besides, I was feeling a little better. And, double besides, my asshole felt sort of good. It felt…exercised, like it had been massaged. “Yeah, I guess I do.”

She put the bowl and the spoon aside and sat down next to me. I was suddenly very aware that I was wearing panties and bra, had tits, and…and a cage on my cock.

She lifted the dress and examined the cage. “Is this one of those chastity thingies?” She took it in her hand and twisted it , but fortunately only a little.

“Uh,” I groaned. “Yeah.”

“I thought so. How does it feel?”

“It’s very…exciting.”

“Exciting?”

“Well, my cock wants to get hard, but can’t, and that makes it want to get harder more, and it just sort of builds.” I shrugged, as best I could while tied down on a bed.

She pursed her lips and lifted the cage and looked at my balls. “My, these are quite swollen. How long has it been since you had a cum?”

I noticed she didn’t consider sex terms as dirty words. So I probably had to be careful saying shit, or fuck, but…but maybe not. This was going to be something I had to learn as I went along.

“A week.”

“A week?” she raised her eyebrows in surprise. “The way my daughter talks you do it three times a day, every day, and four times on Sunday.”

“Well, no.”

Her eyes narrowed, “So how often do you have sex?”

I was a little weirded out, talking about sex with my mother-in-law, but bound on a bed, en femme, was weirder, so I answered, “Maybe once a week.”

“Really. That’s stupid.”

My eyes opened.

She sighed. “Roger, I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I think that’s just a miscommunication. I know my daughter sometimes disapproves of me, and she may even speak ill of me. But…” she paused.

Patty has the same killer body as her daughter. She’s a little thicker around the waist, just a little, but her boobs are proportionately…’thicker.’

If Amy is a 36 by 24 by 36, Patty is a forty by 26 by 37. Close, but age has blessed Patty with bigger boobs.

And, her face is the same, be it with a couple, just a couple, of wrinkles around her eyes.

Her lips are just as full, and she keeps them red and plump. Her eyes are sharp, and her hair only has a smattering of grey in it.

She figured out what she wanted to say, “But I sometimes don’t agree with her lifestyle, and maybe a little of that has rubbed off on…maybe affected your attitude towards me.”

I turned my head slightly. This was curious.

“Of course now that I see you’ve been hiding a little kink—you are hiding it, aren’t you? Amy doesn’t really know about your, uh, crossdressing activities, does she?”

“I, uh…” my face turned red, “she doesn’t know.”

“I thought not,” Patty looked pleased. “I know that Amy enjoys sex, at least she certainly did in school, I thought I was going to have to tie her down to keep her away from the boys and all their cocks.”

Her words weren’t lost on me, me being currently tied down.

“But I know that since she became involved with those silly feminists her attitudes have changed.”
She patted my thigh, which made my cock throb inside the cage. Not that it wasn’t already throbbing. It just throbbed harder, and that was surprising, because, according to her I had lost my semen. So why was I. getting hard? Later she would tell me that it was my body that lost the semen, my mind still thought I had it, or at least was desperate for an orgasm to go along with the ‘draining.’

She picked up my cock cage and started hefting it in her hand. I stifled a groan, and she went on.

“Tell me, do you want to be a girl?”

“No,” I muttered, ashamed.

“So why dress up?”

“Because it…it makes me horny.”

She nodded as if that explained it all. And, maybe it did.

And when did you first notice this compulsion to play dress up?

Compulsion? Huh. But, maybe it was. I did seem a bit out of control.

So I told her. I told her of playing in my grandmother’s closet and seeing her corset, of trying it on.

I told her of being obsessed with my mother’s underwear, of stealing bras and wearing them.

I even told her about trying to put a tampon in.

“Aha,” she blurted. “A transvestite with an anal fixation.”

“What?”

“You like to pretend you’re a girl, and you want to get…have…sexual intercourse.”

“I do not!”

“Do you pretend to be a girl?”

“Well, I do wear some clothes every once in a while, but I certainly don’t want anything up my butt.”

“You certainly seemed to enjoy eating your oatmeal.”             

“I didn’t!”

She smiled and patted my cock. “It’s okay, dear. I saw how your buns wiggled and gobbled that mush up.”

“I…” and I gave up. It was stupid to argue about something like this. Patty was going to believe what she wanted, and that’s the way it goes.

“So how about letting me loose?”

“Oh, okay,” and it was as simple as that. Apparently she just wanted to keep me immobile long enough that I didn’t run out screaming.

She unbuckled the leather straps and I sat up and rubbed my wrists.

“I think you will agree,” she said as she worked on my ankles, “that our relationship has changed.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She stepped back and held out her hand and helped me off the bed. I was still in high heels, and I was still feeling a bit of the alcohol.

“Now then,” she placed an arm around my waist and started walking me down the hall like we were old pals. I realized that we were in her house.

“How did you get me here? What happened last night?”

She giggled. “Oh, you were quite out of it. You were drunk and prancing around and singing, making like you were doing karaoke to Whitney Houston.”

“Whitney Houston?”

Patty opened her mouth and sang,

And I will always love you

I will always love you

She had a surprisingly good voice.

“I was singing that?”

“Oh, yes. And you were moving around like a diva, thrusting out your chest and your butt and…everything.”

She took me into the kitchen and sat me down at the big table. She went to the cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon.

“I think I may have had enough to drink.”

“Just the hair of the dog.”

She poured a finger into a glass, added some ginger ale, and said, “It won’t taste as sweet, but I don’t have any Coke.”

“You know I like my bourbon with Coke?”

“I know quite a bit about you,” she admitted, handing me the drink.

I sipped, and studied her. She was older than me, but not old. She had had Amy young, and she still had a bit of youth in her. And, she exuded a certain sex appeal.

Of course, I was immune to her sex appeal. She was my mother -in-law, darn it.

“So, I should be getting home,” I finally said.

“Why?”

“Well, because…it’s my home, and I should be there.”

“Why?”

I blinked. “What are you getting at?” I asked.

“Why go home and prance around like a woman, when you could prance around right here.”

My breath caught. And, I hate to admit it, my cock, which was acting up, really pressed against the cage.

“I don’t think I understand.”

“I think you do.” She leaned forward, placed a hand on my forearm. “My husband, Charles, died years ago. In that time I have lived a lonely life. I haven’t any boyfriends, and all I do is stay home and watch TV and masturbate.”

I almost spit my bourbon and coke out. “What?”

“Yes. And I have a complete collection of sex toys, bless those late night ads, and I even have a lot furniture.”

“You…you do.”

“I do. And here’s what I am offering you. Spend the next ten days with me. Let Amy play with her dried up, old feminists. And while they are fantasizing about a world with men under their thumb, we will be acting like men and women should.”

“But…I don’t want to be untrue to Amy. I mean, sure, she’s a little wacky, but I made my vows.”

“I have no intention of fucking you. I do expect you to please me, and in lots of fun ways. But, I don’t want to compromise my daughter’s marriage.”

“So I would just…stay here.”

“Yep. And you can dress as a woman all you want. I even have old clothes, and lingerie, that you can avail yourself of. You did a fine job with your make up, but I can give you tips and help you along. I’ve even got a pair of breast forms that are much better than what you’ve got.

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. Would you like to see my,” she giggled, “Dungeon?”

“Your…dungeon.”

“Downstairs. That’s where I keep my toys. I built it myself, I’m pretty handy with a saw and hammer, and…come on!”

She took my hand and pulled. I quaffed my drink quickly and let myself be pulled along.

She led me to the kitchen, then out to the garage. At the side of the garage, behind a stand of boxes, was another door.

“I put the door here and don’t let anybody down there. You’re the first person who will ever see my pleasure palace.”

We descended steps, and at the bottom she hit a light switch. The lights went on, and my jaw dropped.

Patty had a large house. Two story, five rooms, four bathrooms, a big front room that led out to a patio lush with plants and a swimming pool. But her ‘dungeon’ was on an entirely different level.

Furniture was lined up against the walls. There was a Sybian, a St. Andrew’s cross. There was a spanking machine and a horse. There were small toys, a dildo on a stake where the impalee was forced to stand and couldn’t move because the dildo stake held him, or her, up too high. There were torture triangles and pears of anguish. There were chains on the walls, and a pegboard from which hung whips and dildos and strap ons and butt plugs and all manner of toys.

I walked down the center of the room.I ran my hands over padded tables and tugged on straps for confining people. Patty came along behind me. She was smiling fondly as she gazed over her collection.

“This could be a museum,” I said.

“Or a health club.”

I laughed. “A Kum Klub.”

“For those who are allowed to cum,” she agreed.

We reached the end of the room. To one side was a complete wet bar. Next to it was an armoire. Through one open door I could see what looked like costumes.

She flicked one switch on a row of switches and the lighting dimmed. Another switch and soft music drifted through the dungeon. She smiled. “I have ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene,’ by Pink Floyd, if that’s your style.

I turned to her. “And you built this whole thing.”

“Since Charles died,” she nodded.

“And you haven’t ever…done anything down here.”

“I didn’t have anybody to play with.”

“But then…why?

“I don’t know. I just started thinking about it, then I got involved, planned and fantasized, and…here it is.”

I gazed around the room in wonder. I could easily see spending a few days, or years, down in this place. But…

“Patty. I am so totally awestruck by this. And I am so honored that you would even consider sharing it with me. But…I am married. And I just can’t bring myself to be untrue to my wife. Sure, I’m a pervert, but prancing around and singing Whitney Houston is about as far as it goes. I’m going to have to say no, and hope that you won’t be offended.”

She nodded, and, surprisingly, she wasn’t offended.

“That’s okay. I sort of expected you to refuse. And I respect you for that.”

We walked back through the dungeon and again my eyes roved over the incredible collection of pleasure giving devices. And I wished I could have said yes. But I was married. And I would have to settle for a little crossdressing.

We ascended the stairs and she said, “Well, I suppose I should take you home.”

We got in her car, a big old BMW, and she drove. I was thankful, because I didn’t think I could drive with my heels on, and the windows were tinted so nobody could see me.

We arrived at my comparatively small house and she let me out.

“Roger?”

I leaned back in.

“I did drain you, and you will probably be a little extra horny. So you might want to let your poor penis out for a breath of fresh air.”

Huh. That was sort of an odd thing for her to say. Just out of the blue like that. But I nodded and said, “I will.”

Then she drove away, and I click, clicked into the house.

First, I had to clean myself up. It’s not good to sleep in make up, and so I hit the cold cream and scrubbed my face thoroughly.

Then I took off all my female clothes and put them in the box. Wearing nothing but my birthday suit, I checked my computer for messages, and then my cell phone for calls.

I hadn’t really expected Amy to call me, she had said they would be phone free for the whole two weeks, but one can hope.

Then, looking down at my struggling cock, I realized that Patty had been right. I was extra horny, and my cock did need a little play time. Maybe even a complete jack off. After all, I had spent the night as a woman, and now Patty knew about me, which was sort of sexy and made me horny, so…yes. It was time to pleasure myself.

I went into the computer room and took out a small box in which I keep bric a brac. A folding knife, a measuring tape, spare ink for the computer, a bag of army men from my childhood, a couple of tools, and…keys.

Like the key to my chastity tube.

Humming, I didn’t see it. It must have got shoved around when I closed the drawer, I starting moving things, looking for it.

It wasn’t there.

Now frowning, I took everything out.

No key.

I put everything back in. Where in the hell…

DING! My phone called to me.

My brow furrowed, scratching my head, I picked up the phone and looked at it. It was a message from Patty, and I opened it.

I hope your little pal is enjoying the fresh air.

And a picture. Her, holding a key. My key. The key to my chastity belt.

My eyes bulged and I hit her number.

“Hello, Roger.”

“You’ve got my key.”

“I have a key. Is that your key? Oh, my. I must have picked it up by accident.”

“Accident, bullshit.”

“Language, Roger.” Her voice leveled off with that, and I was reminded of Amy telling me how her mother got very prickly when she wanted something and was denied.

“I’ll come get it.”

“Not so fast.”

Oh, crap! Blackmail! She was going to blackmail me! I was silent.

“First off, we need to spank you. You hurt my feelings dreadfully, refusing to play with me. That was cruel and needs to be addressed.”

“You want to spank me?”

“Of course. Spare the rod and spoil the child. Right?”

“Uh…”

“And then I would like to try out a few of my toys. Wouldn’t you like to help me try them out?”

“No!”

“Okay. Well, then, I guess you can cut that thing off your cock. It did look pretty sturdy. I wouldn’t like to have a power saw, or any other sharp instruments, down there. But, you know what’s best.”

“You bitch!” I howled.

“Language, Roger, and that will cost you.”

“Cost me what?”

“A spanking. That’s two. Please don’t try for three. I don’t think your poor fanny will be able to take it.”

“Listen, Patty! That key is my property. If you don’t return it then…then…”

“You’ll what? Call the police? I can see the police report now, ‘Woman arrested for stealing the key to her son-in-law’s chastity tube. Charged with First Degree Sexual Denial.”

“Patty…” I growled warningly.

“I’m sure Amy will like that. Of course, she might not read a police report, so I’ll make sure I release it to the newspapers. But, oh, newspapers are renowned for their fake news, and this isn’t fake, so maybe I’ll just post it on Facebutt. Everybody knows that anything on Facebutt is always the truth. How many ‘likes’ do you think I’ll get?”

“Patty?” Now I was whining, whimpering, reduced in a matter of seconds.

“Or, should you wish for me to return your key before Amy returns home…you should take all your clothes off and drive over here.”

“Naked?”

“As the day you were born. You do have tinted windows, don’t you?”

“I…I…”

They were tinted, but not much. With a little squinting people could see in. But maybe I could make it over to her house. If I was lucky.

“Well, I’ll leave you to decide. See ya, Roger.” She hung up.

I stared at my cell phone. I put my cell phone down. I looked down at myself.

My cock was surging in my chastity tube. She was right. I had been drained, but that had only made me hornier. I needed relief, and the only way to get it was at Patty’s house.

But she was going to do things to me. I knew that intuitively, and she had said as much.

But I had to get that key back. I had to. I couldn’t last two weeks in the tube, and…and then what if she didn’t give me back the key and Amy got home?

I couldn’t risk that.

Of course, Patty might not return the key at all, but I had a feeling she would. All I had to do was jump through her hoops.


PART TWO

I drove the five miles to Patty’s house, and I was in a panic the whole way. At one point I saw a cop car holding a radar gun, and I thought I was going to die.

In my mind I was flashing over things that could happen.

I could be stopped, taken to jail, introduced to Bubba, stand in front of the judge, be bailed out by my wife (which was a big maybe), go home and live in shame for the rest of my life.

I could get in an accident, and lose my cock, and have it replaced with a surrogate cock, an animal’s penis, and TV crews would park outside my door just for a glimpse of the man with the aardvark’s penis.

I could get a flat tire and have to change it. People honking, yelling, and me so ashamed that my face turned so red it burst all the blood vessels and I was doomed to have a Red face for the rest of my life.

Needless to say, I was a nervous wreck by the time I reached Patty’s house.

I pulled up close to the garage and honked.

DING!

What do you want?

I texted,

Can you open the garage door?

DING!

Come to the front door.

I texted,

But I’m naked!

She didn’t answer. I sent a couple of more messages, and finally realized I was going to have to brave the outside world.

Yes, she had a hedge, but it wasn’t too high, and somebody could see me from the street. But she wasn’t going to open the garage door, so…then I got a bright idea.

I wiggled the car around, then drove right on to her lawn. I was right in front of her front door!

I hopped out, scampered to the front door, and…she opened the garage.

Son of a…!

I ran for the doors and squeezed through. She was grinning.

“Don’t ever try to be clever, Roger,” she shook her head. “That’s very dangerous.”

I sighed. I felt very naked, extra naked. She was fully clothed.

“Well, let’s get you set up. Would you like to be a man or a woman?”

And there it was. We had talked. She knew my secrets. Of course I wanted to be a woman. But…to admit that…yikes!

Still, she had opened the door, made the offer. So I leaped into the unknown.

“A woman.”

“Excellent. Come along, now.”

She led me through the kitchen and up the stairs. We entered one of the bedrooms and she said, “I keep a lot of old clothes, jewelry, etc. up here. I’ll get out your lingerie. Why don’t you pick out a dress?”

She had a couple of racks of old clothes, and they were pretty good clothes. I went down the row, fingering the fabric, occasionally taking a garment out to inspect it. She was in the closet getting the underwear.

Some of the dresses were really old, like last century old, and I had a feeling she had been practicing kink that I didn’t even understand. I wondered what kind of man her husband had been.

Some of the dresses were quite modern. Showed a lot of flesh, had modern materials.

Then I found one of those old dresses that could have been used for a forties film noire movie. I was just long enough, covered up my cleavage in a way that I could show a little flesh, but not risk having my falsies seen. It was tight, but that was okay.

Patty came out of the closet with lingerie hanging over one arm and smiled. “That will look lovely on you.”

So I put it on the bed and turned to her.

She handed me a corset. Not a tummy shaper, but a real corset.

“I had this one special made. It’s open at the bottom, and it’s got bigger cups for tits. It will be difficult to get on, but easy to get off.”

I looked at the thing dubiously. It was going to be tight, all right.

She had me lay down on the bed and began pulling laces. Top to bottom, squeezing my ribs mercilessly. And top to bottom again, and again.

I could hardly breath. I was gasping, and she suggested, “Breath high in your chest. Shallow breaths.”

I tried, and it worked, but, man, it was tighter than a fat lady trying to get through a mouse hole.

Finally, she helped me sit up, and she put large breast forms into the corset. Man, I couldn’t bend over, and there was no way I could even hope to see my toes.

And, speaking of toes, she bent down and started doing something to my toes.

“What are you doing?”

“Painting your toes.”

“But…what about Amy?”

“Oh, she’ll love them.”

She could feel my panic.

“Oh, don’t worry. I can take the polish off.”

I sighed.

“If I feel like it.”

I panicked.

After the toes had dried she unrolled stockings on me, the good kind, and she snapped them to the corset.

Then she put shoes on me.

Shoes. By that I mean high heels. I couldn’t look down, but I could see in the mirror.

They were black, sling back, open-toed, and my red toes were plain to see.

For a second I worried, then I relaxed. As a man I could wear socks. And if anybody saw me now they might assume I was a woman. Maybe. But…I found myself worrying, then relaxing. Worrying, then relaxing.

She stood me up and helped me slip into the dress, and, man, I was stunned.

I know I’m a slender guy, but with real falsies on, not the water filled condoms, and with a corset actually shaping me, my body was very feminine.

“Excellent,” murmured Patty, then she took me to the vanity table. I needed help to sit down, and I thought the nylons might rip right out of the snaps, but I made it, and she started working on my make up.

That was very educational. Yes, I had the basics down, but the subtle moves had escaped me. She showed me things about sponges and brushes which I never would have guessed in a lifetime of googling.

She put on moderate false eyelashes, which I had never tried, and mascara, which I had never really understood. She put shadow on my eyes and achieved an emotion I had tried for, but hadn’t been able to find.

And, of course, there was my fave, the lipstick.

She coated my lips, then glossed them. Then stood back and smiled.

I was staring at the mirror over the vanity, and I was astounded.

Still, there was male to me.

But Patty put a wig on me, clipped earrings on, spritzed me with perfume, and…there I was.

Woman.

Slender, big-boobed, round hipped, soft-faced, red-lipped and wide-eyed.

I looked innocent, like a deer in headlights, and Patty chuckled. “You do present well.”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Well, believe it, girlfriend. How’s your cock?”

I groaned. The whole procedure it had been struggling, trying to break free, to stand up.

“Good, well, come along. Let’s have a drink, then see to your spanking.”

She linked arms with me and we went out of the room and headed for the kitchen.

“Are you really going to spank me?” I asked.

“Yep,” and she grinned happily.

“But, why? I’ve learned my lesson, I’m going along with the program…why?”

“Honey,” she held my arm tight and I could feel her boobs around the biceps. “There is spanking to punish, and then there is spanking to enlighten. When I get done with you you’ll be sorry I didn’t spank you years ago.”

I was doubtful as to that, but I went along with her. I had to. After all, she had the key.

We had our drink, then went into the garage, then made our way down to the basement. The dungeon. It was strange. I was dressed like a woman, walking like a woman, with a woman, and I was…accepted.

This was something that could never have happened with Amy. It sort of made me sorry that Amy was…the way she was. I know that sounds not very husbandly, and, truth, I had this huge feminine part of my personality that didn’t make me a good husband. But there it was. And I would have to live with it.

We crossed the basement and she pointed to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Go stand there.”

I went over to the St. Andrew’s Cross and examined it. In truth, it was a work of art. The wood was exotic, probably from the Brazilian rain forests. Wood was cut perfectly, fit together perfectly, and it was pegged.

I know there are some people that like the rough look, rusty bolts, that sort of thing. But Patty wasn’t that sort of person. She had class, and this bit of furniture represented that perfectly.

The lights dimmed slightly and I looked over to where she was flicking switches. Suddenly music filled the air. Black Velvet by Alannah Myles.

She sashayed back to me.

“I will probably have you naked after this, but I know you wanted to dress up, and I do so want to please you. Put your hands on the cross.”

I put my hands up and she wrapped leather straps around the thick wood and my wrists. There was no way I was going to get loose form this.

“Did you know this song was about Elvis Presley,” she said of the music.

“No.”

“Yes. Listen to this line.”

She paused in her preparations and we listened to Alannah’s whiskey voice fill the basement.

The boy could sing, knew how to move, everything

Always wanting more, he'd leave you longing for

“You’ll have to listen carefully, but she is talking about him. Isn’t that beautiful?”

I agreed it was.

She reached between my legs and grabbed my package. “One of the things I’ve always wanted to create is an atmosphere of fear.”

I groaned as she pulled my nuts and caged cock back between my legs.

“It’s not just whip a dee doodle and the guy cums. It’s about ambience, intention, creating the right emotion.”

“You’ve studied this a lot.” I spoke through gritted teeth as she lifted my package.

“Oh, yes. I built this place, but it’s just a scene for what is about to really happen between us.”

She pressed against me then. “I’m going to whip this dress off you, cut it to ribbons, and then I’m going to take care of this little package right here.” She shook my cock and nuts.

I shivered, and now I started to worry.

She had sounded so pleasant, but now she was sounding mean.

I put that together with her statement about creating an atmosphere of fear. She had to be kidding, right? This was just her creating fear. Nothing was rally going to happen to me, right?

“Don’t go away,” she smiled, let go of me, and slapped my ass. Hard. I yelped, and she laughed and moved away.

There is nothing like standing, helpless, in the arms of a torture device, while a woman who might be sane, and might not, goes on about her business.

I began to sweat, my corset felt like a prison, even my nylons were confining.

Yet, it wasn’t bad, it was sexy, and even empowering in a way. Isn’t that funny? I’m about to get whipped and I was thinking of empowerment.

She went to the armoire and opened the door. She left it open while she got out clothes and changed. I couldn’t see anything, and I just stood there and worried more and more.

What was she going to do?

My heart was pounding and it felt like my senses were coming in waves. I would feel worry and fear, and then like I was going to faint, and then I would be brave again. Over and over I rippled through my terror and anticipation.

She closed the door, and I have never seen anything so beautiful. She was in a dominatrix outfit. It was tight, and her boobs were pronounced, thrusting outward like they were in a fifties bullet bra. Heck, the leather she was wearing was probably built around the fifties bullet bra.

She wore mesh stockings and high heels. She had pulled her hair up tight, and her lips were bright red. I stared as she walked to the pegboard and took down a whip.

The whip was not long, it was just leather strips, but I shivered as I imagined that thing cutting my flesh.

How far was she going to take this?

She left my line of sight and came up behind her. Her heels were loud on the cement floor and with the hard acoustics of the basement.

“Well, Roger, are you ready for your punishment?”

I wasn’t. I would never be. But I said, “Sure.”

She didn’t whip me…she caressed me with leather. Every stroke was hard, but angled to drag across my dress. She had told the truth, she was going to cut the dress off my skin, but she wasn’t going to cut my skin. She was just going to leave it in fear of being cut.

Stroke after stroke, the whistle and the snap, and I began crying.

Even though she cut the material, she kept it light on the flesh, and it was hint of pain…with the promise of pleasure, and as she continued the pain and the pleasure began to cross. Her brand of pain became something that I wanted, looked forward to, desired.

For an hour she whipped me. For an hour she stripped the dress, and even parts of the corset, from my body. And my skin became lightly cut, striped, but there was only a little blood.

But there was more and more pleasure.

I began to look forward to the cut of the whip as I would look forward to a kiss. The touch of leather striping across my backside became as strokes of a penis in a vagina.

And still she whipped.

Sobbing, being transformed, I wondered where she had learned such exquisite, feathery, devastating touch.

Finally, I realized that she had stopped. I was sobbing, gasping for breath, and I felt her hands touching my wrists, my ankles, then I was collapsing into her arms.

I couldn’t walk, I was so weak, but somehow she guided me to a table and we sat. I put my face against her throat and shed my tears upon her.

For maybe a half hour I sat and let it out, but finally the tears began to wane. I still leaned into her, however, and my body would give ripples of shivers.

She patted my shoulders and held me. She kissed my face, and she just held me.

I sat up straight, my cheeks wet, my make up totally ruined, and stared at her.

She smiled at me. “How was that?”

I nodded, hiccuped, and said. “I never knew.”

“And now you know why I think my daughter is deluded in going with these feminists. Feminism is about politics. It is about women getting together and talking the talk. You and I are walking the walk.

She lifted my face, kissed me on the lips, lightly, and said, “For a woman to rule a man she must not just talk. She must be physical. She must teach him that she is to be minded.”

“Like you’re teaching me.”

“Exactly.”

She began to kiss me then. She kissed my lips, she pressed her mouth to mine, she licked and bit and nibbled and awoke my lips.

And she handled my cock. She twisted it brutally, causing me to groan into her mouth. She slapped my balls, and my mouth jerked on hers.

Then I found myself sucking on her tits. Somehow she had managed, in the middle of this frantic and wonderful sex, to pull down her top, and those magnificent bosoms were unbound and free to my tongue. I sucked on the nipples, and she pressed my head to her and murmured, “Harder. Bite me, increasing the pressure, until I cry out.”

I did, and when she finally yelped I felt so proud. I had done so well.

Then she lifted me from the table and walked me to a horse in the back of the room. Pink Floyd was talking about breathing, or not breathing, or something, and I was dazed and out of control.

She put me on the horse and began strapping me down. Leather straps around my thighs and arms, holding me in place. She put a bar between my ankles and clicked manacles.

I was now spread-eagled, my butt in the air.

She went to the pegboard and took down a mess of straps. She straightened the straps out and stepped into them, snugged them around her lower body. She took a large penis from the pegboard and screwed it into the socket.

I stared, in love, and didn’t object.

This is what I wanted, and yet had been afraid of. This was what I had tried to do to my wife, in hopes that she would do it to me, and yet I had not been brave enough.

She stepped up to the horse. My head was raised and my eyes were shiny and gleaming.

“This is what you wanted. Are you ready?”

I nodded.

“Suck it.”

She pushed the big dick into my mouth and I sucked it, slavered over it, got it ready for insertion into my rear.

She pulled out of my face and walked around behind me. She stepped up and touched the cock to my bunghole. Very gently, and with much certainty, she slid the thing into me.

I gasped, I felt pain, but I had been taught. I knew that pain was nothing more than pleasure disguised.

She pulled out. She pushed in. I groaned as my asshole learned. I shivered and I shook, and I could feel my balls tighten up, as if they wanted to crawl into my body and become ovaries.

For a long time she fucked me, but I was not aware of time. I was only aware of that big cock sliding in and out, emasculating me, feminizing me, making me more me. Time became a ‘now’ that blessed me.

It was a long two weeks, and yet, when it was close to the end it was short. Too short. But that’s the way it is with time. If you don’t like something it drags, if you do like something it passes all too quickly.

We would wake in the morning, late, and stretch and kiss, and cuddle, and finally arise. Most days I was a woman, but some days I was not allowed clothes at all.

We tried out every machine in the basement, and some many times. Every night I ended up on the horse, and I became accomplished in taking the penis.

And I became quite polished in strapping on a dildo and bringing Patty to pleasure. Usually that happened late at night, after we had exhausted ourselves of the dungeon.

We would go to the bedroom and I would fuck her, and never feel a thing. I would be removed, even as I was wedded to the action.

She would moan and cry, and hold me and kiss me.

My penis, of course, was leaking every day. I couldn’t walk without leaving a trail of slime behind me.

Which just made Patty giggle.

Finally, on the night before Amy was due home, the night before I would go home myself, we retired to the bedroom and Patty held out the key.

I stared at it.

She smiled. “Take it. Unlock yourself. You’ve earned it.”

Shaking, I turned the key in the lock and my chastity tube fell off.

My cock sprung out, and she reached down and took it in her hands.

“So that’s what it feels like.”

We were supposed to sleep. I wasn’t supposed to put it in her. But as we lay and cuddled our hands roamed and our desires mounted. She kissed me and stroked me, and I was close.

“Stop,” I gasped.

She giggled.

“The greatest torture of all,” she whispered, “is holding yourself back when you’re in love.”

In love.

I was in love.

I loved my wife, but…but she had…conditions….reservations.

I loved her mother, but she didn’t have those considerations, not in mind nor behavior.

Yet, she held off, and we kept kissing, and I sucked her tits, and she fondled my balls, and, somewhere in there, I mounted her.

I pushed my penis through her labia and into the warmth and moisture of her womanliness.

She gasped, for there is a big difference between cold, hard plastic, no matter how big it is, and the warm flesh of a man.

We froze, realized what we were doing, and then couldn’t stop. I began to jerk and cry and my penis began to spit. Two weeks of torment and torture bound up and ready to go. I let her have it all.

I wouldn’t be able to satisfy Amy on the morrow, but…but…but what?

And we slept in each other’s arms.

“Honey! I’m home!” Amy shouted.

I was sitting at the computer. I was not wearing women’s clothes, I had no trace of make up or nail polish or anything. My clothes were put away, along with my infernal chastity tube. The key was safely in my bric a brac drawer.

“Back here!” I yelled.

I heard her heels in the hallway and I sighed and stood up.

She came into the room and I hugged her, folded my arms around her, and kissed her. I bent her back and near swallowed her mouth.

She gasped, held on, and I could feel her fires ignite.

Yet my penis was slack.

I straightened up and she took a deep breath and muttered, “Woo! That was different.”

I pulled her blouse apart, popping buttons, and buried my head in her mounds. She held my head, had to, and didn’t understand. I cried on her breasts, and I slid down her body and raised her dress. I began to kiss her pussy through her panties. I pulled down her panties and kissed her flesh direct.

She groaned, and I knew she was getting wet. Her pussy told me so.

Yet, my cock was flaccid.

She lifted me up, looked into my face. “What in the world has gotten into you?”

And I told here. I said the only thing I could.

“I’m sorry, honey, but I love your mother.”

She froze, except for the blink of her eyes. She put her hand to her mouth and blurted, “No!”

I nodded, and watched her.

Her face was a mix of emotions and I couldn’t figure out what they were.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone.

Oh, no.

She dialed her mother’s number.

“Hello?” I recognized the tones of the woman who had deflowered me, who had taught me to be more than me.

Looking into my eyes, Amy said, “Mother! You promised you wouldn’t do it again!”

END
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Feminization of a Thief!

Caught and feminized, but is that a bad thing?


PART ONE

Tim slouched against the side of the building and watched the studio across the street.

He stood in the shadows and sipped a Coke and waited.

The studio across the street was a small building attached to the side of a warehouse, and it was a dance studio. Young, nubile things went there to learn how to do things with their bodies. Apparently the space was owned by a woman named Dorothy Johnson, and she hired people to come in and teach classes. The sign in the window listed everything from Yoga to pole dancing. He had even seen a bunch of women learning how to Twerk when he walked past that afternoon.

Of course, Tim didn’t care about twerking and dancing and all that. He just wanted to filch a bunch of clothes.

Tim was a freak. He got off on wearing women’s underwear and sexy clothes.

In looking around for some place to shoplift some items he had come across the dance studio, and it had advertised a whole line of sexy underthings, unitards, and so on.

Exactly what he was looking for, and in bulk. Heh heh.

So he leaned against the building like he was holding it up and watched people come and go. The hours of four to five were little girls learning how to be ballerinas. Six to seven were young girls learning gymnastics. Eight and nine had classes in pole dancing.

Yoga was six in the morning, so he didn’t care about that.

By ten o’clock things were winding down, and by eleven, or thereabouts, Dorothy Johnson, called ‘Dot’ by the instructors, locked the place up and left.

Tim watched for several days and made sure everything was regular. He watched through the weekend and that brought no real changes in the schedules and usage of the building.

So, on a Sunday night, he watched Dot Johnson turn off the lights, walk out and lock the door, and sashay down the street.

Tim grinned. This was going to be easy.

Midnight, the witching hour, and there was nobody on the street.

He sauntered across the street and walked past the building. He slowed down as he walked past and peered in. Nobody. No lights except for a dim nightlight sort of bulb over the stairs.

The set up was pretty regular. The dance floor occupied a space about forty by thirty. To the right was a stairway to the second floor. The second floor was a big office and a store room. Under the second floor was the ‘store.’ He could see racks of bras and dance uniforms and fancy shoes and things.

He reached the corner of the building and looked up and down the streets. Nobody. He turned and walked back. Nobody.

At the end of the building there was a small alley. Real small. Big enough for six garbage cans if you put them in a row.

Tim darted into the alley and climbed on top of the first garbage can. He was careful, testing that each lid was tight, and he walked to the back of the alley.

He listened. He heard nothing. He placed his feel against the next building, his back against the dance studio building, and started spelunking up the wall. It was easy and hard at the same time. He had the strength, but it was awkward, something he had never done before. Still, it only took him a moment to reach the roof.

He grabbed a drain pipe and pushed over the edge and was suddenly laying on his back on the top of the dance studio.

He took a couple of breaths, then sat up, rolled over and got to his feet.

He was in the shadow of the larger warehouse, and the second floor of the dance studio was right in front of him. He edged around to the front and looked down the front of the second floor. He snickered. Whoever had built this piece of crap wanted to be robbed.

He was in the light only for ten seconds as he jimmied the window, then he was inside, on all fours, listening.

Nothing. Not a whisper. No cat walking. Not even the sound of a plant growing. He grinned a big grin and closed the window.

He was in the upstairs office, and he walked under the level of the  windows. He didn’t see any cash register, but there was a big safe. He wasn’t a safe cracker, so outside of trying to pull it open on a whim, he left everything in the office alone.

Into a short hallway, past the storage room, which was open but which he wasn’t interested in, and down the stairs.

Into the store, and there he was…in nirvana.

He walked down the rows of lacy underthings and sniffed them. Mmm. What a delightful aroma. He could image sweaty, young girls exercising in them, and then him smelling the crotches. He was almost giddy with the vision.

But he wasn’t there for that. He was there to abscond with the goods.

He found a big shopping bag under the counter and began filling it with items. Panties and bras, negligees, and…unitards. Stretchy to fit him. Soft and satiny to excite his senses. He had never worn a unitard before, and he was looking forward to it.

Within minutes he was done. He peeked through the big window at the front of the building, then walked up the stairs, down the hallway and…stopped.

He looked into the storeroom, just on a whim, and found a light switch. In that moment Tim realized he had made a mistake. This place was the gold mine.

It was big shelves with a table bolted in the middle of the room; it was a workshop of sorts. Glues and powders and things on one shelf. The other shelves had kinky underwear. LOTS of kinky underwear. The room seemed to go back into the warehouse itself, and it was jammed and crammed with the kind of things porn stars wore.

He fingered a couple of items, bras made out of leather, chemises that were totally see through, corsets, nylons, tights, everything. Much more everything than had been in the stupid, little dance studio shop.

But he already had a bag full of stuff. And here was the problem. He had stolen items at random and tried to make it look like nothing had been stolen. He moved hangers over to fill spaces, he had shifted garments around in bins, and there was no way to go back and replace everything the way it was, and then come back upstairs and steal the stuff he really wanted.

He sighed, turned the light out and closed the door and headed for the office. He would just have to come back in a couple of months and get all that good stuff then.

He went through the window, shut it, hung over the edge of the building and dropped right onto the sidewalk. He was across the street and out of sight in less than ten seconds. Total time in the building under five minutes.

Tim was in heaven. He had taken more than he had planned, but it had all been so good. He immediately put on bra and panties, stuffed some socks into the bra, and pranced around.

His penis was harder than a crowbar and poked the panties way out. Nothing he could do about that, and he didn’t really care. Some people think cross dressers are sick and twisted perverts who are a danger to society. The fact is that many crossdressers just do it to get excited. Wearing female clothes, especially underthings, causes a more extreme horniness than even being out and naked with a woman. It is just intense.

Of course, if being super horny is a disease, then they are sick. But only until they get so horny they can’t stand it and ejaculate.

For the next few weeks Tim wore bras and panties under his clothes. All day long, while working at the Apple store, he would talk to people about mouses and memory storage, and under his clothes he was a raging fire.

He would be smiling, incredibly polite and thorough, and his face would be lightly flushed.

Sometimes he wouldn’t make it through the day, he would head for the bathroom, lock a stall and pump out a quick one.

But he could usually make it through the day, and he would go home and watch porn and play with himself until he just couldn't stand it anymore.

And life was grand.

He wasn’t interested in girlfriends—he saw how his friends who did have girlfriends were always messed up—because he had his stash of kinky clothes.

And life would have gone on in this fashion for the rest of his life. He was that happy.

Except…he kept remembering that storeroom.

He kept picturing all the clothes. The corsets and negligees and…and they were all original! That was a workshop where they were actually creating clothes! He had seen several items he had never seen before. Leather bras with holes for the nipples, crotchless panties with a ring for the dick.

In spite of the fact that he had a big stash, and that he was happy, he wanted to go back to the dance studio in the worst possible way.

For that is the one failing of the crossdresser. There was always another rung of sexy just beyond his horny, little grasp.

He staked out the place again. Business as usual. Girls and women going in there to tone their bodies, to get strong and limber, to stay flexible.

The joke of it was that one of the new classes being offered was a series of lessons on self defense. He had to laugh at that. He had no intention of getting in a fight with a girl, and if he did, there was no way a girl could mess with him. He was a guy, with guy muscles and strength.

Still, it gave him a kick to watch the women jump around in their gis and punch the air and hug each other until one or the other fell on the floor.

Self defense, hunh! Girls would never learn to throw a baseball right, and they could never hope to match a guy’s muscles.

But, that amusement aside, everything was pretty normal. There didn’t seem to b any extra alarms, no cameras, people came and went at the same times as usual…and he wondered if they had even discovered his prior theft?

He watched for three days. It was all so normal, and he was already familiar, that after three days he put his black clothes on, tied his sneakers, had a ski cap, and even put on some black face.

Midnight on Sunday, and he slunk across the street. Dot Johnson had gone home an hour before, locking the place up tight. What she thought was tight. Heh.

He sauntered past, sauntered back, and darted into the little alley. Across the garbage cans, spelunk up between the two buildings, sprawl on the roof, and through the window. Heck, this time it wasn’t even locked.

He tried the safe. Locked, so what. Went down the hallway and into the store room. Or the work room, as he now thought of it. He didn’t bother with the downstairs and all that lame commercial stuff. He wanted the latest and the greatest. He wanted something that was going to make his dick harder than any dick had ever been in the history of the world.

He closed the storeroom door and turned on the light.

There, hanging over the work table, was the dream of all dreams. It was a gold, lamé unitard. The full suit, wrists to ankles to neck. He stared at it and was instantly in love. He brushed his fingertips on it and shivered. Lamé actually had threads of gold in it. Very durable. And while it would seem that such material wouldn’t be very stretchable, this unitard did have some stretch. Not a lot, just around the joints where the weave had been aligned so that the person could move without being restricted. It was perfect.

Tim reached for the hanger and stopped. There was a note on the top of the hanger. He took it down and read it.

Use special powder or it will be difficult to get off.

Powder is in the purple spray can.

Use a lot.

Tim chuckled. How nice of them to leave him instructions. The can was on the workbench, so he grabbed that, the unitard, and put them in a fanny pack he had brought. The stuff was light, bundled up small, and fit right in.

He looked around a little more, but everything else was just blasé after the gold unitard. He couldn’t wait to get home, powder himself up and slip on that unitard. Oh, God, was he horny!

He turned off the light, slipped out the door, and headed for home.

Tim lived in a one bedroom apartment. It wasn’t anything special, and he didn’t need anymore. He had a kitchenette attached to the living room, a decent sized bedroom, and a large walk in closet for his clothes.

He walked in and was almost trembling as he opened up the fanny pack and laid the unitard over the back of his couch. He sat down on the couch and ran his hands over the cool material. It truly was unlike anything he had ever seen in his life.

He placed the spray can of powder on his coffee table and sat back,  turned his head, and just stared at the material. Lamé. Popular back in the twenties and thirties, back when they had flappers and real gangsters, and then it had sort of faded. Still around, just not the big item.

But it should have been a big item!

Heck, Elvis had had a suit made of gold! That should have started a whole fashion movement!

He wondered if Elvis had gold underwear to go with his gold suit, and chuckled.

Gold underwear. Heh.

Well, he didn’t need gold underwear because the unitard was gold underwear.

Finally, he could stand it no more. He had enough anticipation in him to clog an artery. Or ten.

He went into the bathroom and applied Nair. He did this regularly, he didn’t have much hair, but he didn’t want any hair at all for the unitard. He wanted this to be a special experience.

Twenty minutes later he was body bald and ready to go.

He laid out the unitard, looked at the can of powder spray for instructions—there weren't any—and began spraying his body.

The powder was so fine it was like a mist, and it settled on his body and left no trace. He stepped into the unitard and pulled it up his legs. It felt so incredibly cool, it was like he was growing golden skin. He struggled his butt into it, and then he had a problem. His penis was on fire!

He thought about pulling it up, but he didn’t want it to look like he had a worm crawling up his front. So he pushed it down, pushed it between his legs so hard that his balls actually went up into the little cavities that had originally descended from. The balls were okay, but the penis ached. Still, it was good. He could stand it for a while.

He slipped up sleeves on, struggled into the shoulders, and writhed around until the back was in place.

He was gold.

He had a golden body.

He had an erection that hurt, but wouldn’t quit. He didn’t remember ever feeling this horny in his life. Oh, God! He was sexy! With a capital SEX! He couldn’t wait to jack off!

But, he had just gotten this thing on, and he wanted to enjoy it a bit more, and let his anticipation build.

He walked around the apartment. Mmm. His thighs slithered together like they were encased by liquid metal, which, in a sense, they were.

He couldn’t stop staring at himself in the mirror. Unbelievable. His body looked like a Greek God’s!

Not that he was muscular, he was actually slender, but the suit defined what muscle he had and made him look more muscular than he was.

And he realized that whoever had made the suit had made it with falsies built in! He actually had little breasts! Imagine the vanity of women who thought they needed extra enhancement. He snorted a laugh. But it was sort of fun to feel them and imagine himself with big knockers.

He went out on the balcony and presented himself to the world. Being several stories up nobody could see him, but he could see them. He could imagine the worshiping throng, catching a glimpse of the ‘sun god’ and falling to their knees.

All hail the God with the golden body!

He went into his closet and took out a dress. He put it on. It was black, medium length, and he put it on. Interestingly, his boobies actually helped fill out the dress. They weren’t big, but they were big enough to make the dress, his body, appear more feminine.

He looked out of his apartment, down the hall both ways, then darted for the end stairs. They were only a few yards away, and it was late at night, and then he was standing on the stairs. He descended, entered the small garden in the center of the apartment complex. He walked around, feeling his body. He looked like a woman wearing a unitard. Except, of course, he had a male face.

But that was okay. He had never been one for make up.

He walked down a walk to the street. He was behind a gate, but perfectly visible. Nobody was out, and he was almost sorry. He almost wished there were people he could impress with his new look.

He returned to the garden, then, sighing, but knowing it was getting late and that he had to get some sleep if he wanted to make it to work, and he still had to jack off, he headed back to his apartment.

He made it back no problem. He leaned his back against the door, thoroughly excited, his cock throbbing, and painful for being so bent, and  sighed.

Time to take off the suit.

He reached up to the neck and tried to grab the edge of the material. But there was no edge. The suit had adhered to his body.

Well, it was just a little tight.

He dug his fingernails in and only succeeded in scoring his neck.

Fuck.

Well, no problem. And he tried again, but he simply couldn’t insert his fingers between the lamé and his flesh.

That was the point at which he started to panic.

He tried to insert his fingers into the sleeve, and couldn’t. He tried to pull the material away from his body, and couldn’t. It was like it was painted on, like the lamé was actually part of his flesh.

What the fuck!

He ended up rolling on the floor, trying to get the unitard off, and all he succeeded in doing was tiring himself out.

He lay on the floor, dazed in the brain. He had put the unitard on, it should come off, but why wasn’t it?

He looked at the clock. He had four hours until he had to go to work. He had to get out of this and go to sleep. He had no more thought of jacking off, though his cock was still erect and screaming for a little relief.

He stood up and went to the computer. He did a search for materials adhering to skin and came up with surgical glue.

But he had just put a powder on his body, not a glue!

Then he thought about it. He didn’t know what that powder really was. It just said that it would stop the suit from adhering to the body. But it actually worked the opposite. The powder was some sort of glue, or something, and it made the material stick to his body. It did just the opposite of what the note had claimed.

And the light went on in Tim’s head.

It did the opposite, and they made sure he used it, which meant…it was a trap.

Now he was scared. He had to get the unitard off! He had to get free! He had to get out of this thing!

He went to the shower and tried soap. The material clung to him, was a second skin to him.

He tried other things, household cleansers, even Comet.

Nothing worked.

He stepped out of the shower, and found that a simple towel worked to dry him off.

He felt his nuts, which weren’t there, but his throbbing cock, all scrunched and painful, was.

Yet when he looked down it looked like he had a girlish front. No slit, but…it was flat. Smooth. Like a girl’s.

Three hours to work. Yet…how could he sleep?

Oh, he could sleep, the suit wasn’t uncomfortable, a little tight here and there, but his mind…that was frazzled. To the extreme.

He had to get out of the unitard, but there didn’t seem to be any way to get it off!

He sat down on the couch to ponder, and the late hours waned and the sun peeked over the horizon.

He was tired. His mind was wired, but confused. His thoughts wouldn’t stop overwhelming him.

He got up and looked down. His body was gold. How much of it could he cover?

He pulled on long pants and put on sock and and shoes. The bottom half was okay,

He pulled on a shirt, and his gold arms stood out.

He tried a flannel shirt, and it wasn’t bad. You could still see his neck a bit, and the ends of the gold sleeves, but he could say he was wearing a gold undershirt of sorts.

Then he took off the flannel shirt, put on a long sleeve turtle neck shirt. There. Everything covered. Only a glimpse of the sleeves, and that barely. Of course it was a little warm. He might be sweating a little, but he could do it.

Okay. Fine.

He picked up his wallet and his fanny pack and started for the door, and stopped.

He had to pee.

Oh, fuck.

There was no zipper. He couldn’t just flop his cock out and wee!

His mind trying to work, he finally realized that the lamé suit dried fast. Would the pee go right through the material? He thought it would. He had felt water in the shower, but it had dried off. But if it didn’t he would be walking around with urine sloshing between the suit and his flesh.

He went and stood in front of the toilet and…knew he was going to make a mess. There was no telling where the piss would go when it went through the mesh.

Sighing, he turned and sat down.

Man, he really needed to pee. He hadn’t realized it, but he could feel the pressure in his bladder now that he had thought about it. He relaxed, pushed the muscles, and pee started dribbling through the suit and into the toilet.

Oh, God! That felt good. The pressure waned, and he peed and peed and peed, and finally, what seemed ages later, he was done.

There was a sponge on the sink, normally used for wiping stuff down. He took it and doused it with sink water, then blotted at his groin. Then he used toilet paper to blot, and he stood up.

Excellent. Hardly any drippage at all. He pulled his pants up, grabbed his wallet and fanny pack, and headed for the door.

Work was….frustrating.

He was irritated by being enclosed in the lamé unitard. He could move all right, but his range was a bit limited. He had to reach for a box on a shelf in the back and actually had to have somebody help him, claiming a pulled muscle.

He wasn’t happy horny. He was cock-folded irritated horny.

But he tried to control himself.

“Hey! What are you wearing under your clothes?:

One of the girls was staring at where the sleeve of the unitard was showing.

“Oh, nothing.”

She reached for his arm, slid the sleeve back and felt the gold sleeve. “Cool.”

“Hey,” he said, pulling his arm away.

“What are you wearing that for? And what is it?”

“It’s just a tight shirt. I feel like a cold might be coming on, so I wanted a little extra warmth.”

“Oh.”

And he excused himself to go wait on customers.

And the day went like chalk on a blackboard.

And, what was worse, after lunch he had to go again, but not number one. His belly started to gripe, a pain started up and he had to poop.

But there was no way he could poop. Not through the lamé suit.

By the time five o’clock rolled around he was hurting. He had to go. Bad.

He trotted home, being careful not to jar himself and have an accident. He ran into his bathroom and sat down. And…YUCK! What a mess!

The poop came through the gold lamé, but it was like shitting through a screen. A very fine meshed screen. It got all over him, there was still some left behind the material, and…he had never felt so stinky and miserable in his life.

When he had cleaned himself as best he could, getting shit all over his hands and parts of his body, he stepped into the shower.

It took him an hour to clean himself off. An hour of pressing on the material, of squeezing his buns and trying to mush the goo out. Finally, he was clean, and he stepped out and was thoroughly and utterly miserable.

It had started out so much fun. Wearing a kinky unitard. Looking so cool and feeling so horny.

Now he had to sit to pee, shit meant a shower, and his cock was harder than ever. All day long it had been hard.

What the fuck was he going to do?

He cooked a TV dinner and sat down at the counter in the kitchenette. He pushed his food around for a while, then threw it out.

He sat down on the couch, and the tightness of the material made even sitting down sort of irritating.

He couldn’t live like this. He had to get this suit off.

He spent some time on the internet, but there was no solution. And he didn’t think there would be. This suit, and that meant the powder he had sprayed on his body, was brand, stinkin’ new. An invention. He couldn’t just head down to the corner pharmacy and pick up a bottle of ‘Lamé Be Gone.’

He watched TV. And saw nothing.

And it finally seeped into his cranium. He was going to have to back to the dance studio. In daylight. He was going to have to fess up and demand that they get this thing off him.

He was going to have to…what if he broke in? They might have what he needed right out in the open? What if they had a powder spray that stripped it right off?

All he had to do was go back and break in and…yes! That was his solution.

At midnight that night, no time to reconnoiter, he walked across the street and into the alley. It was harder moving with the unitard under his clothes, but he walked over the garbage cans, spelunked between the buildings, and crawled over the edge and onto the roof.

He was breathing hard. It had taken more effort. He rested an extra minute, then headed for the window.

Again, a little more difficult, his flexibility was compromised, but he fell onto the floor of the office. He took some more deep breaths, then headed across the office for the door. He didn’t bother trying the safe. He didn’t give a shit about the safe. He wouldn’t have cared if it was open and had a million dollars in it. He needed to get out of the lamé get up!

Out into the hallway, listened for a brief moment, heard nothing, and headed for the store room. The work shop. The place that simply had to have a way to get this damned thing off him.

He listened at the door to the storeroom. Nothing.

He opened the door and slipped into the room.

He turned on the light.

It was as he remembered it. Kinky clothes everywhere. Slinky, flimsy material shaped into bras and harnesses and stuff.

He went right to the shelf that held bottles and little cans. There had to be…there had to be…but there wasn’t. Nothing that looked anything more than commercial.

“Oh, heysoos!” he groaned. There was a chair next to the shelf, and he collapsed into it. He put his head in his hands. He didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to get the unitard off. He was looking at a life of wearing that damned thing, of having to take hour long showers whenever he took a dump.

And his cock! He couldn’t touch his poor cock! No way to relieve the constant priapism that was life life now.

“Oh, heysoos, mother—“

“Hello.”

Tim screamed.


PART TWO

Tim screamed out of a lot of surprise and a little fear. He was sure he was alone, and to find out that he wasn’t…he screamed.

Dot Johnson was sitting in a chair at the back of the room. She was in the shadows, but stepped forward so he could see her.

Tim was frozen, totally and utterly frozen. His mind had stopped working. There was only the knowledge that he had been caught.

“So you’re the one who’s been making off with our underwear. You kinky, little boy.”

Tim opened his mouth and shut it like the flapping of a doggy door.

“And I can see your gold lamé under your sleeves.”

Tim looked down to where his sleeves had come up and, sure enough, the lamé was visible.

“How do you like our little unitard?”

“I, uh…”

“How is it taking a piss.”

Tim began to turn red.

“Is it fun sitting like a little girl? Having to blot your pussy when you’re done?”

Now he was flaming red.

“And what’s it like pooping? I assume you have pooped through the lamé since you put it on?”

Finally, Tim managed to speak. “Take it off.” His voice sounded like a frog with a sore throat.

“But it looks so nice on you! Come, take your clothes off and show me.”

Tim didn’t want to. He shook his head.

“Well, if you won’t show me, then I won’t do anything for you. You can leave now.”

“Wait…no…you have to take this off!”

“No…no, I don’t. Take off your clothes.”

Tim saw it then. She had complete control over him.

“Take them off or leave.”

“I…you…”

“Of course I could call the police, but I don’t want them around. And I’m sure you don’t want them finding out about your night time activities. Wearing girls’ underwear. Tsk, tsk.”

“Look, lady,” Tim tried. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done it, but I’m bringing this thing back to you. Just take it off, you can have it, and you’ll never see me again.”

“I don’t need to see you ever again right now. I’m sure that, three or four years, or ten, the material will start to wear out, and you might be able to get it off then.”

“What do I need to do to get you to take it off?”

“Ah…there we go. Simple. Take your clothes off.”

Tim almost sobbed as he began taking his clothes off. He slipped out of his black shirt and black hoody. He paused, then unbuckled and took his black pants off, kicking his black sneakers off before pulling them all the way off.

Dorothy Johnson watched him, an amused half smile on her face. She appeared to be checking him out, but what there was to check out he didn’t know. He was a slender fellow, be it with small tits now, and he no longer felt like a golden god.

“There. Now, can you get it off?”

“Hmm. Nice body. Perfect for…” she left the thought unsaid. But he wasn’t thinking about his body, he was thinking about getting her lamé suit off.

“Before I help you out, I’d like to show you around.”

“Show me…what?” He was confused.

She turned, moved the chair she had been sitting in aside, moved some dresses on hangers aside, and opened the back wall.

Tim’s eyes widened in surprise.

She walked through the wall and beckoned him to follow her.

He followed, and found himself in a huge, dark area. He heard a click, she had turned on a light switch, and the warehouse was illuminated.

They were standing on a catwalk that led to a narrow stairway. Spread out below them was a massive enterprise. A dozen tables, designed for packing and shipping. A station near the far away roll up doors for mailing. Racks of dresses, bins of kinky underwear, dildos and strap ons, latex products, butt plugs, condoms, everything sex under the sun.

Tim’s jaw was officially dropped. His eyes roamed over the set up and…he was stunned. “This…this…”

“That’s right. The dance studio is a front. Our real work is out here. This is where the internet makes us billions. That billions with a B. When I left tonight, as I have on other nights, I simply went around the corner, entered the warehouse, and went up to the studio. I knew you would be back.”

“But…why not just turn me over to the cops and…oh.”

“That’s right. We aren’t doing anything illegal—well, not too illegal—but the government should not have their noses in our business.”

“But why not…” he ran out of thoughts.

“What’s your name?”

“Tim.”

“And I’m Dot. Come with me.”

She turned and led the way back to the work shop.

Once she had closed the door and arranged the dresses so nobody could see it, she turned to Tim. She was holding a pair of handcuffs. “Turn around.”

He took a step back. “You ain’t getting those things on me!”

She shrugged. “It’s the only way this is going to work. Either put your hands behind your back or go home. See ya sometime.”

“I…I—“

“Look, if I was going to hurt you I would have used a gun on you already. Or a taser. Hell, I’ve got lots of big, strong gentlemen that work in the warehouse that would be more than willing to slap you around a little and put you in cuffs whether you like it or not. Now stop being an idiot. This is for my safety, not any kink you might have in mind.

He blinked at that. He wasn’t thinking kinky with handcuffs. He just didn’t want to be helpless and at somebody’s mercy.

Finally, he said, “You aren’t going to hurt me? You promise?”

“Girl scouts honor. Pinkie swear attested to by a notary. You are safe.”

It took all he had, but Tim turned around and put his hands back behind him.

Dot snapped them on quickly. She turned him around, smiled, and said, “See ya.” She walked out of the room.

“Hey! Hey!” But she had closed the door.

He stood, panicked, not knowing what to do. He considered trying to knock the door open with his shoulder, but then what would he do? Even if he got out of the dance studio he would be handcuffed, unitard naked and looking like he had been painted with gold. Not a cop friendly look.

But before he could try anything, or even come up with something worth trying, she re-entered the room.

“Where—“

“Turn around.”

He turned.

“Lean on the table.”

She gave a light push to help him and he leaned on the work table.

“All right. Don’t move. I don’t want to mess this up.”

He remained motionless.

She fiddled with something that was close to his underarm, then he heard a hissing sound. Suddenly he felt pressure on his chest, and he tried to get up.

“Not yet,” she held him down. Finally, the hissing stopped, it felt like she disconnected something, and he was able to stand up.

He had tits. She had filled the little tits with air and now they were big tits!

She grinned at the expression of horror on his face.

“Why’d you do that!?”

She just spun him around and pushed him back down.

“What are you doing?”

She lifted the handcuffs, forcing him up and immobilizing him. She started rubbing something over his butt. Suddenly he felt the back of the unitard give way and her hand was rubbing his crack!

“Hey.”

“Hold still.” She ran her fingers up and down his crack, touched his brown button, and took her sweet time.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you like this?”

“No!”

“Have you ever played with your own butt?”

“Stop that!”

“Feels pretty good though, yes?”

The problem was…it did. It felt real good. He tried to move, but only succeeded in pressing against her fingers.

She pushed a digit into his hole and he jerked.

But she was lifting cuffs, pressing on his back with her other hand, and now her digit up his rectum was keeping him fixed in place.

“Please!” He started to cry.

“Oh, come on, you big baby.” She pulled her finger out of him and stepped back. He straightened up and turned to see her wiping her hands on a paper towel.

“Aren’t you going to let me go?”

She held up the key to the handcuffs and said, “Turn around.”

He turned, and she let him loose.

He spun, his hands free, and rubbed his wrists. “Why won’t you let me go?”

“Go ahead and feel your ass.”

Puzzled, the satisfaction on her face making him curious, he reached behind himself. Around his asshole the lamé was gone. He could feel where the suit no longer existed…he could feel how, running his hands out from his cheeks, where the material was still present, unable to be pried off, a second skin.

“You can go to the bathroom now. That should help.”

“But what about the rest of this thing? What about…what about my cock? I have to pee!”

“I find it enjoyable to think of you having to sit like a little girl, blotting your little wee wee, getting all embarrassed.”

“But my cock hurts! It’s all bent down there! And my balls are stuffed up into my body! And what’s with these tits?”

“Drop by in a week and we’ll discuss it.”

And that was it. No more talk. No more plea or beg. She simply walked him downstairs, across the dance studio, and opened the door for him.

“Bye bye!” she giggled and gave a flip wave.

Stunned, shamed, a little relieved but still trapped, and now with a big, feminine chest, he walked home.

Being able to poop was a relief, and it made his life easier. But his penis was still folded down and pressed between his legs.

And he started to get hornier.

Now that his mind was off his bodily functions he was starting to feel things. Like the head of his dick. It was pointed down and clothes rubbed the lamé. Even though his clothes didn’t touch his dick, the constant rubbing on the gold material caused a sensation, and excitation.

He walked up the stairs to his apartment, his underpants—what the hell had he even worn those for?—rubbed against his cock head with every step. By the time he reached hi apartment he was half bent over and grabbing his crotch.

He looked at how the material had dissolved around his asshole, and the edges had simply grabbed the skin. No way he could get his fingers under the material. Whatever that powder glue was…it really worked.

But, at least he had some relief. Even if he had big tits.

The next day he went to work, and he took an Ace bandage and wrapped his chest tight. He was hot and sweaty in his extra clothes, and the floor manager suggested that he take his hoodie off and show his official Apple tee shirt. No way. And he thought about ways he could wear long sleeved turtle necks and then his Apple tee.

But being hot and sweaty was only half the problem. the way his cock was being rubbed was the real problem. The more the head was rubbed the more horny he got, and the more his dick throbbed and fought the material, and the more it hurt. Time after time he found himself turning so nobody could see him and pushing on his crotch.

By the time he was done at work he knew he couldn’t stand it anymore. He went straight from work to the dance studio. He walked in and sat down and waited.

The dance instructor asked him what he wanted, but he just shook his head. She went and told Dot, and five minutes later she leaned over the rail and called to him. “Up here, Tim.”

Tim walked up the stairs and back to her office. She was sitting at her desk and reading reports. “I thought I told you a week?”

“I can’t stand it! It rubs my dick! I’m horny all the time! I sit like a little girl. And this chest! these tits! I can’t stand it any more!” And he started to cry.

Dot looked up. Her smile wasn’t in evidence as she studied the broken man. She nodded to herself. “Very well. Come with me.”

She led him into the storeroom, through the back wall and into the warehouse. She turned right, instead of left, and walked away from the stairs.

Tim followed her, sniffling, wiping his nose.

They entered a small room. It was brightly lit and there was a camera set up on a tripod. It was a big, professional grade camera, good for shooting TV commercials.

“Take your clothes off and sit in that chair.”

He didn’t want to take his clothes off, not again, but…he did, and she snickered when he unwound the Ace bandage. When he was naked but for the gold suit she rolled a little tray over to him It was loaded with make up, and he tried to pull away. “Hey!”

“It’s the only way it’s going to work Tim. You let me make you up, give you a wig, and…”

He was flustered, he was embarrassed, and he didn’t know what to do. But, finally, no other choice, he sat and let her make him up.

“You’re quite the beautiful woman, Tim. I know a few models who would give their eye teeth for your skin. And your features are so…forgiving. I tell ya, you’d make a model jealous.”

He said nothing. Just held still while she shadowed his eyes, then put lipstick on him.

She finished, put a wig on him and said. “Go stand at that wall.”

He did, and looked around. There were boxes of dildos in a corner. There was some kind of a machine in another corner. A mattress was leaned against a wall, and next to it was a weird thing made of out pallets.

“Tim, if you want to be released from the suit you have to do everything I say.”

“Oh. Okay,” his voice had a bit of blubbering in it.”

She turned on the camera, a computer next to it, and he was visible on the computer monitor.

“Now, I want you to say ‘I love it when my heinie is all corked up.’ Then turn to the right and put this butt plug in. Then  show your ass to the camera for about five seconds, wiggle your ass like you’re happy, then straighten up and face the camera and say, ‘See?’ Do have that?”

He was shocked. Flummoxed. Flabbergasted. “I’m going to what?”

“Put a butt plug in your butt.”

“But…no!”

She straightened up, looked him in the eye and said, “Then go home. We’ll see how you feel next week.”

He tried to object. He blustered and begged. He threatened police. But he was done. He, and she, knew it wasn’t going to take a week for him to break. The sooner he did this the sooner he would get out of that hellacious gold unitard.

So, in the end, no pun intended, he smiled for the camera and said, “I love when my hind end is corked up.” He bent to one side and pushed the plug into his butt.

It went in hard, as she had forgotten the lube, but it went in. He was desperate. It had to go in. So he grunted and pushed and it translated wonderfully on the camera. Then he showed the camera his ass for five seconds. Finally, he faced the camera again. “See?”

Dot smiled. She shut everything down, let him get dressed, but made him keep the wig and make up on. “Follow me.” She led him first to her office, where she grabbed her purse, then out of the studio.

She took him to Charlie Coyote’s a fancy nightclub out in Santa Monica. They parked, and he said, “I’m not going in there.”

“Nobody can tell you’re not a woman. And you are going in there is you ever want to get out of the suit. She got out of the car and walked across the parking lot. Cursing, he followed her out to the patio. He was amazingly

He looked around in wonder. He wasn’t much for night clubs, and he was quite impressed.

“A couple of Margaritas,” she tossed at the waiter, and they sat at a small table in a corner of the big room. the room wasn’t crowded, and they had their drinks within two minutes.

She sipped her drink, leaving a trace of red lipstick on the rim.

Tim gulped his, and was shocked by leaving his own lip print on the glass.

“We are a big operation, as you may have noticed.”

“Uh…yeah.”

“That suit is specially mad, one of a kind, and I was supposed to test it out. I wasn’t sure what to do about that, then you came along.”

Tim sucked his drink, she ordered him another one, and listened. In the darkness of the club he was starting to feel almost comfortable.

“Our big problem is finding models. Regular models are sometimes weirded out by what we ask them to do. To model for us you have to be a real freak. Like you.”

“I’m not a freak!”

“Says the guy in gold underwear who has to sit down to pee.”

“But…you did that!”

“Nope. Out of all the warehouses in the world, you chose ours. Out of all the underwear in our warehouse, you chose the one you’re wearing. Now, you can say no, but the conditions for release are that you become our sex model for three months. You do everything we say. Butt plugs, dildos, whatever. You will be wearing the most filthiest and intimate apparel in the world. You will be in make up every day, we will give you extension, and we might even consider permanent breast implants. And I’ll tell you this: you will, in spite of anything you might think now, have fun. And in three months, word of honor, no bullshit, we will release you. We’ll even give you a bonus. A sizable bonus.”

He didn’t bite. He didn’t want to do this.

But…what choice did he have?”

She ordered more drinks. “You hungry?”

He shook his head.

“So let’s talk.”

“About what?”

“About you. It’s going to help me if I know what your sexual preferences are, what kind of clothes you like to wear. We’re going to be very close for the next three months, and I need to know you inside and out.”

“But I don’t want to do this?”

She took out her cell phone, called up a video, and showed it to him.

It was him, a half hour ago, putting a butt plug up his ass.

“Do you see this? You have a freshness, a believability, that will enable us to sell a million of those butt plugs. You’re a natural. You’re going to make us a lot of money, and, contrary to anything you might believe now…you’re going to end up loving it.”

He stood up and walked out.

He took an Uber back to his apartment. His mind wasn’t thinking. He didn’t exist as Tim. He was just…stunned.

She wanted him to model butt plugs and dildos. Impossible. He would never do that. Not as long as he lived!

But he wouldn’t live long, horny as he was. He didn’t know if anybody had ever died of horniness, but he felt like he was about to.

And he came up with a plan.

He didn’t go to work the next day. He just rested, tried to avoid moving around and getting his cock head stimulated. Early evening, and he got ready. He pulled on his burglar outfit, black pants and hoody and shoes, and walked o ver to the dance studio.

The lights were on in the studio and young women were dancing around. He waited.

Ten o’clock and the dancers left. The lights were on dim and he knew that the only person in the place was Dot. He waited for a few minutes, then walked across the street. The door was open and he entered  quietly.

Across the dance floor, up the stairs, and down to her office.

She wasn’t in her office.

The workshop.

He went to the storeroom and opened the door. She was bent over the work table and measuring a piece of clothe. She looked up, and froze.

He was holding a taser.

He sidled into the room.

She stepped sideways, coming out from behind the table.

“You’re going to get me out of this suit, or else.”

“Or else what?”

“Or else we’re going to find out how many dildos your butt can hold.”

The humor was lost on her. And, truth, he had not meant it to be funny.

“Okay,” she said. “You’re got me.”

He nodded, satisfied.

“I keep the glue dissolver in the safe.”

She walked slowly towards him, moved against the table to get past him, and slapped the taser out of his hand and kneed him in the balls.

Except he didn’t have balls. They were all tucked up in his pubic area.

Still, it hurt, and he oofed and bent.

She backed up. “You can stop now.”

But he couldn’t. He had to get free. He moved towards her, and she kicked him in the thigh, which unbalanced him, then punched him in the throat.

That was it for Tim. He had laughed at girls doing self defense, but now he had been self defensed, and he fell to the floor and gagged.

Dot snapped cuffs on one wrist, fell on him so he collapsed, and managed to snap them on his other wrist.

Tim was having trouble breathing. He lay there and gasped and tried to get his throat working.

She grabbed a carpet knife off a shelf and began slicing his clothes off. He didn’t even think about struggling. That knife was pretty close to his flesh.

“Up we go,” Dot said. She tried to grab his groin, but her hand slipped off the gold lamé. She went to a shelf and came back with a big, silver hook. It was shaped like a monster fish hook, but had a ball on the end. She quickly greased it and pushed it in his ass, then she simply lifted the hook.

“Ack…gah…aahh!” Tim was on his feet. On his toes. Dot walked him back through the wall and towards the the stairs. There were a few people on the floor, mostly good looking girls, and they gawped as she walked him past them.

And they giggled. Girls who made kinky sex toys were not put off by seeing a young man with a butt hook up his ass.

Tim was regaining the power of speech and he started pleading. “Please! I’m sorry! Let me go!”

“Linda, get me the go kart.”

She walked him into what looked like a lunchroom, but which was bare.

He heard a whirring and though he was on tip toes he managed to look behind him. A small, electric cart whizzed through the door. Several of the women followed the little buggy.

The buggy was specially made. It had a raise seat and an electric motor underneath the seat.

“Okay, girls. this is Tim, let’s get him into the buggy.” She pulled the butt hook out of him and the girls moved in.

These girls must have been taking the self defense class, because they kicked his knees and when he fell they simply picked him up.

“No. On his back.”

The girls looked each other, shrugged, and Tim was placed on his back on the seat.

“Okay, strap him down, and pull his legs up and tie them to his arms.

In short order Tim was laying with his ass sticking out. HE was able to raise his head and look between his legs.

“Go get the size eight dildos. The ones with suction cups on the base. Linda, make marks exactly,” she measured the height of Tim’s asshole from the floor, “Three feet and two and quarter inches.”

Five minutes later eight dildos had been stuck to the walls at exactly three feet and two and quarter inches.

Dot sat in a chair and faced the upside down Tim.

“Tim, there is one thing we won’t stand for, and that is violence. So we are going to teach you a lesson. And you’d better learn it, because if you don’t we won’t hire you to be a model. Got it?”

Tim’s throat was still sore and the most he could manage, in his bent up position, was ‘Gurk.’

“Okay, girls, who’s first?”

The girls nearly fought for the chance to be first, and Dot ended up giving the remote to a short girl with big tits and a bigger smile. Then she grabbed some lube and smushed it into his asshole.

“Okay, you have five minutes. How many dildos can you get?”

The first girl, who was Linda, jiggled the joystick and Tim lurched into motion. The little buggy whirred across the floor, turned a bit, adjusted, and then he saw where the buggy was heading. Right for one of the dildos!

Tim tried to yell, but he just made acking sounds. He watched as the dildo frew in size, came closer, then the buggy slowed a bit as Linda made the final adjustments.

“Nauu!” Tim yelled. His butt touched the dildo, the buggy powered up a little, and it went right into his asshole!

“Nauuu….leeetisstop!”

No. Let it stop.

The girls cheered. Then Linda turned the wheels sharply, gave the buggy the juice, and his asshole knocked the dildo off the wall. It popped out of his asshole as Linda headed for the next dildo.

The buggy closed in on another dildo. Tim watched in horror as the buggy lined up, then the thing disappeared into his ass. Sproing! The dildo flew away and Linda went in search of another dildo.

Dildo after dildo! It didn’t hurt, the dildos were greased, as well as his ass, and they went in smoothly.

By the five minute mark Linda had knocked off six dildos. Tim prayed that it was over, but Linda just handed the remote to another girl.

Zzzzz! The buggy rolled for a wall and a freshly remounted dildo. It paused and lined up, then Tim felt it going in. He felt the head, opening him up.

And another dildo. And another.

And then another girl. And another.

An hour later, his asshole well reamed, Tim was released. Amazingly, the girls all kissed him and thanked him. Dot was waiting by the door and she said, “Come with me.”

Tim followed. No thoughts of tasers or revolt. No intent to run away. He just followed along, quite docile.

They walked back up the work room at the back of the dance studio, then down the hall to Linda’s office.

She sat down. “Have a seat.”

“I, uh…can’t.”

She nodded. “You did well. how’d you like it?”

He said nothing. He was a mix of sore asshole and happy rectum.

“So, I’m kicking you out. You have a couple of choices. Come back here Monday morning, ready to work. Or, go back to your shitty job selling Apples. If you decide to go sell computers I’ll have a girl bring by the solution to get you out of that suit. What you choose is up to you.”

He sat there, totally befuddled. Everything that happened…it was all too fast.

She sat back and watched him.

He started to say something, then stopped.

“I messed up your clothes. You want a dress to wear home?”

He nodded.

She handed him a sexy blank dress and he put it on.

She handed him an overcoat, and he put that on.

“Your shoes are in the lunchroom.” They had fallen off during his little go kart adventure, “So wear these.” She handed him some high heels. She watched as he put them on.

“Okay. We’ll talk about piercing your ears later, but you can probably get home without being arrested now. But I’d hurry. You don’t want any cops picking you up and fucking you. They might get a little perturbed when they find out all you have to offer is your asshole.”

Tim stood, breathing hard. The look in his eyes was that of a bull that had been hit on the head with a four by four.

Dot shook her head. “You really are quite helpless. Come on.”

She linked arms and walked him down the stairs and to the front door. She walked him out, locked the door and took him around the corner. Across the street was a parking lot, and she took him to her car and told him to get in.

She drove the few minutes to his apartment and stopped.

“You know where I live.”

“Of course.”

He turned and looked at her. He was a shattered man…who was a woman.

She suddenly leaned forward and grabbed his hair. She pulled his face close to hers and whispered. “Grow up, Tim. Come to work for us. You and I, we’ll have a good time. You’ll get rich, and I know what you like.

She touched her lips to his. A sweet, gentle kiss.

Then she reached across, pulled his door handle and pushed him out the opening door.

Tim stood next to the car. He was like a mannequin, motionless, caught between whatever pose somebody put him in.

“Go on, Tim. And maybe I’ll see you on Monday.”

Tim’s mouth was open. His chest felt huge. His legs were excited by the breeze bowing under his dress.

“I…”

She drove away.

It was late now. It was dark, and there was nobody on the street.

He turned and looked up at his apartment, then he walked into the apartment complex.

Upstairs, he closed the door and saw himself in the reflection of the patio window.

A girl with golden skin. A face with long hair and lipstick. His cock throbbed tried to stand up, but it wasn’t going to be able to.

He thought about all that he had been through.

He thought about the clothes he wore, which were his dirty, little secret.

He thought about how horny he was.

He thought about selling computers for the rest of his life.

And he thought about how anxious he was for Monday morning to arrive.

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.


How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

I like being waited on hand and foot


PART ONE

JOHN: I thought about it a long time. I knew there would be a bit of a backlash, and it surprised me when it wasn’t as bad as I feared. But that’s the way it always is, fears look bigger until you confront them.

“Babe, we have to talk.”

Julie laughed. That is our favorite/least favorite phrase. It means the shit is about to hit the fan, and it is terribly overused on TV. Whenever somebody says that it means somebody is dead, pregnant, or both. (Kidding, there, but only a little.)

She was working on her computer and she swiveled around and looked at me with that quirky smile of hers.

She’s a beautiful woman. A little heavy set, but that just makes her bosom bigger. Her face is a bit squarish, her hair is short and layered and quite dark. the most important thing, however, is her sense of humor. She’s a psychiatrist, and unlike some in that dour field, she had retained, and even grown, a really nasty sense of humor. I guess being front line to tragedy forced her to make herself that way.

“So what’s the ups, lover doll?”

I’m always ‘lover doll,’ or ‘lover boy,’ or something else.  Sometimes, especially when she’s had a few, I’m ‘my favorite little fuck stick.’

“Well, I want to make a lifestyle change.”

She tilted her head slightly and her eyebrows bent down a bit. “What kind of a lifestyle change?”

“Uh…I…uh…”

“Spit it out. Mama knows anyway, so get it off your chest.”

“I was thinking of becoming, uh, a little more feminine.”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Drinks, patio, now.”

When serious shit was about to go down that was where and how we discussed things.

Five minutes later I was sitting on the patio, the sun was warm, and two frosty drinks were on the little tables beside our side to side lounges.

I was sipping, rather fast, as my heart was racing and I was scared.

She came out, and in true Julie fashion, she had prepared herself appropriately.

She was wearing a short negligee, showed off her legs. Under the flimsy gown she was wearing a thong and a bra. The bra was not much more than a band aid to cover her erect nipples.

“Whoa,” I said, handing her her drink, “I guess you really want to win this argument.”

She laughed, sipped, sat back, gave me a fantastic view of her beautiful boobs, and said, “Now what’s all this shit about a sex change?”

Damned psychiatrist. She had an inner line to my psyche and had jumped to the head of the train of thought.

“Not a sex change. At least, I don’t think so. I love having a big, bony cock. I love shoving it to the hilt in my favorite doctor.”

“So how much…shall we say ‘feminization?…do you require?”

“I don’t know. I just feel the urge, and that’s why I wanted to talk.”

“Do you want to quell the urge or explore it?”

“Explore it.”

“And you’re not too sure how far you want to go.”

“Right.”

We were silent then, sipping our drinks. I didn’t say anything. She was the doctor, she was the deep thinker, and I wanted her to turn the concept around in her mind.

“Round two,” she handed her empty glass to me.

I took it and said, “A two drink solution. Are you being thorough or devious?”

“A bit of both,” she chuckled.

I refreshed both our drinks, then came back. She took her’s, sipped, and said: “Take off your clothes.”

I stripped out of pants and shirt, kicked off my shoes. She raised her eyebrows at my c ring underwear but didn’t say anything about it. But, of course, she’s a bit used to my little kinky side. The question was, could she get used to a bigger kinky side?

And, I should probably say that I had a big boner. Not just because I was naked and on my way to drunk, but because of what we were discussing. Me…more feminine.

“Stand over there.”

I walked to one side and stood.

“Tilt the head up slightly, arch the back like you’ve got tits.”

I did so.

“Turn around.”

I pirouetted slowly.

“Do it like you think a sexy woman would do it.”

I smiled and tried to give a light ‘flounce’ to my movement.

She laughed, then patted the lounge next to her.

“Well, lover boy,” she said when I was seated and sipping, “I have some good news and good news…and a cautionary.”

“I always want the good news first.”

“The good news is that you have a body that can easily be feminized. Your face is soft, we can pad your hips with a bit of food and hormones.”

“That’s good. I think.”

She smiled, not acknowledging my nervousness.

“Second, let’s be honest, we’ve always had a female led relationship. An FLR. I tend to be the hard charger, pushing things through, sometimes being abrasive, organizing, whatever. You have granted me that right from the start, and you seem to like it. You sit in your office and do your writing and like our orderly situation, and, I have to say it, you seem to respond well to being ordered around.”

“Well, you do it gently. You’re a smart woman. You know how to lead without squashing.”

“That, I do.” She sipped. “Now for the bad news. At least, I have a feeling there is a lot of bad potential in here, though you might, or might not agree.”

“Okay,”

“It’s going to change our relationship.”

My turn to frown. “I figured it would, but…I think I can handle it.”

She stood up then and actually walked around the pool. I could feel her putting things together in her head. She came to my lounge and put her feet on either side of it, on either side of me. She took her thong off. I mean actually ripped it off, and sat down on me.

I gasped. Her pussy is one of the seven wonders of the world. Deep and dark and mysterious. A sacred alter in which to place the magic wand. It never failed to excite me and make me squirt. She, however, had other plans.

“Don’t cum,” she commanded.

She used a very authoritative voice and glared at me.

I gulped. I was already feeling the burn.

“I have a rather complete collection of sexual deviations in my medical library. I know some of the ways you’ll react, and have an idea of others. I know that our love will be at risk. I also know that the fact that you even brought this up shows a deep seated obsession.”

She didn’t grind her hips, just felt me deep inside her. Watched me gulp and squirm.

“You’re going to be giving up a lot of orgasms. You’re going to be whipped and beaten and treated like the worm you are. And you are a worm. Men are worms, and you, letting me rule you, are the wormiest. Now, if you understand that…”

I was trying not to twitch and groan. My cock, always a bit premature, was trying to squirt, and I was equally determined not to let it squirt. My woman had spoken, and I loved it.

“…if you really want to explore your feminine side, then you won’t be able to control yourself, and you will squirt.”

She sat on my lap and watched me. I groaned. She reached forward and grabbed my nipples. She pinched them and turned them.

“AHHH!” My cock let loose. I leaned up and tried to hug her, to hold on to something as my world shook. She pushed me back and smiled. “Enjoy, it, worm face. It’s going to have to last you for a while.”

JULIE: I was a bit taken a back when John broached the subject of feminization with me, though, to be honest, I shouldn’t have been. John has always had a soft side. The way he holds himself is already a bit feminine. Even his voice is a bit soft. And when I got over my initial surprise, which only took a nano second, I had images of him in my mind. Images of him in lingerie, in dresses, with long hair. Fully made up. And…boobs. I could really see him with a nice set of double D ta tas.

So I wasn’t upset, but more intrigued.

I did lay it on rather thick, when I warned him of consequences, but, true confession here, I was turned on. The idea of having a lesbian lover who wasn’t a real Lesbian…it just made me so wet. I mean, normally I wouldn’t have sat on his cock to end such a discussion, at least, it’s not something I would do with my patients, but I was so damned horny and wet and hungry…the idea of feminizing him just made me fuck him.

But here’s the funny thing. I didn’t cum.

And I knew, right then, that I was in trouble.

I didn’t cum because I was in love with the power. I’ve always been more interested in power than sex, and here comes my favorite fuck stick with a plan to submit himself to more and more of my exquisite control.

I did, however, pinch my pussy lips shut when he was done squirting, and I told him to move down and start sucking.

JOHN: I couldn’t believe it. That was the biggest squirt of my life. The idea of being feminized was driving me, and the way she was pushing me around was driving me, and the idea that this might be the last cum for a while…that really drove me.”

Anyway, we didn’t do much else that day. I was a bit drained from that massive cum, and I was dealing with a whole new assortment of issues, and we just sat and got high and discussed the how and the why and all that.

“Go get my laptop,” she commanded. I noted how her voice was more direct.

I retrieved the computer and we sat and explored everything from fashions to colors to make up to hair styles to…(gulp)…sex.

“We need to make sure you don’t have any unsightly bulges.”

“How do we do that?”

She ticked off on her fingers: “Gaff, tummy shaper or corset, chastity tube, surgery.”

“Surgery?”

She smiled at me, “Don’t think you’re going to get out of this without a little permanent modification.”

“Yeah, but…you’re not going to chop off my dick?”

“My favorite toy? I should say not! But we may ‘incapacitate’ it for a while. Just long enough for me to work my magic and bring you to the state of mind I require.”

“What state of mind is that?” Now this had me curious. Julie had access to every pill that modern medicine had…and even a few that it didn’t.

“First, I want you frustrated. I want you so horny you can’t stand it. And I want you to realize that I am the key to your release. You won’t get any satisfaction unless you completely and totally submit.

“Wow.”

She shrugged. “It’s a bit more than you might think you want, but case studies show that, underneath your wormy, little hide…you crave what I am about to do to you.”

I felt like I was out of my body. The way she was taking control, leading me down a path which, apparently, she knew the end of…and I didn’t…it was making me feel very surrealistic.

“Okay, so when do we start this?”

“I’ll start bringing pills home this week. We can start ordering clothes and make up and such tonight. After you start work on the dungeon.”

“What?” I squeaked.

Her mouth curved upwards and she gave a throaty laugh.

“I’m going to need the back house turned into a complete dungeon. I want certain furniture built or ordered. I need whips and dildos. And I need you to fix up the guest room like a dog house.”

“You’re kidding!”

“Nope.”

“I’m not going to be sleeping with you?”

“You will on most nights. But some nights I will require you to experience new surroundings. I am going to want those surroundings to work on your mind, make you more amenable to further training.”

I didn’t say anything, though, on the inside, I was blinking up a storm. I figured a shift in clothes, a little light make up, just around the house. Here she was going full on BDSM.

She placed a hand on my wrist. “Don’t worry, lover doll. I’m going to make it fun; you’re going to have more fun than you ever thought possible. And, I should probably give you good news.”

“Good news?” Was my voice cracking?

“Yes. I’m going to use you for a case study. This thing you’ve brought up is hot in the psychiatric circles right now, and I figure to make a score off it.”

“And that’s the good news?” Yes, it was cracking. And I was sweating.

“The good news is that this trial will last for one year. At the end of one year we will call a halt, and then you can either go back, as far back as we can, there will be some permanent changes, or…” she shrugged.

“Or what?”

“Or you go forward. Live your life as a woman. Up to you.”

Then the thing that worried me the most came out, “And you will love me?”

She placed a hand on my cheek, leaned to me, kissed me lightly. “I will always love you. The only question is…how will I love you. Do you want to back out?”

I took a deep breath, then shook my head.

“Good. Because this is getting me so worked up. Get down there and suck my pussy. And I want to cum this time.”

So I did.

JULIE: This was fun. Truth, I love John, and always will, but I am a doctor first. I am clinical, and to be so involved in experimentation is a thrill.

And, I will admit it, a horny thrill.

So we spent that night ordering things from Amazon. We’re pretty well off, so we didn’t have to worry our budget over these expenditures.

We ordered underwear, lots of kinky underwear (boring to me, kinky to him), a full make up kit, a couple of wigs (until his own hair grows out, which shouldn’t be long), and lots of books.

Books with beauty tips, books with fashion tips, books on how to do your hair, books on mannerisms, and so on.

And, we ordered a lot of kinky books. Books on how to train your man, books on couple’s experiences, books on BDSM.

I have an extensive library, but there is a definite difference between doctor’s descriptions and people experiencing.

And we ordered furniture. Tables to be tied on, Crosses to be whipped on. Odd little torment furniture like Humblers and sex benches, inflatable seats with dongs, and so on.

Hey! It isn’t all for him, you know?

Finally, all done, we discussed changes to the back house and a spare rooms. Space wasn’t going to be a problem, nor security, nor privacy.

Although, I will admit it, I knew that once John started to transition people would notice. But, like I said, he works at home, and most visitors will be my friends, and professionals always understand things like this.

The real problems, or difficulties, I should say, began the next day. I had to order chemicals. Fortunately, I have good contacts. I ordered John the fastest acting chemicals with the most reversible features, and I specified that I didn’t want him to lose penis function.

Penis function is tricky, because when you blast the body with estrogen and similar chemicals penises are usually pretty quick victims. But there are chemicals that will work quickly and yet not interfere with penile function.

In fact, I found a couple of pills that would enhance his sexual response. But there was a kicker to them.

Before he became prone to rock solid hard ons he was going to go through a month of limp dick. That’s right. For about a month he would be totally limp.

That’s cool. It gave me time to prepare a little mind fuck for him. By the weekend I was all ready, and I gave him his first set of pills and shots. The ‘castrator special,’ as I called it, kicked in right away.

On a Saturday at breakfast he said, “Honey? I’m really…I don’t feel much down there.”

Oh, the worried look on his face. He knew what was happening, I had discussed it with him, but when a man loses his dick he panics. That’s what men do. Silly creatures.

Of course, looking at it from my point of view, I understand. After all, a woman can never go limp. Heh heh.

“Excellent,” I said, showing him a loving smile. “We can get to work right away.”

“What kind of work?” He was still worried.

“I’ll show you right after you do the dishes. Come back to the bedroom when you’re done.

Five minutes later he was in our bedroom and I was ready.

“Take a shower and get rid of all your hair.” I handed him a bottle of Nair.

Twenty minutes later he was standing before me, nekkid, bald as a baby’s butt, feeling decidedly weird.

His dick was a small, little, shriveled raisin. He looked at it. “And you’re sure it will come back?”

“Bigger and better than ever. But first, for the next month, you are going to be experiencing a ‘eunuchal’ lifestyle.

He frowned, but I just dismissed his worries. This was what he had asked for, right?

“Hop up on the bed and let’s get you tied. Face up, if you please.”

Shortly he was secured. I shoved several pillows under his groin area to push his groin way up. Then I left the room and returned with a surgical tray.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted, seeing me set the tray down on the bed. He eyed the instruments and broke out in a sweat.

“I’ve actually wanted to do this for a while. I read about it on the old Altairboy site, and, well, it always intrigued me.

First I dabbed some topical anesthetic over his groin area. Well, slathered it, is more like. I didn’t want him feeling a thing. Then I gave him a series of shots to numb his whole area.

“How’s that?” I asked.

“How’s what?” He was dazed, not just numb in the groin, but numb in the head. Which was right where I wanted him.

“Excellent,” I approved.

I gently pushed his testicles upward, into their cavity, the place where they lived before they dropped. Then I took a needle and thread and sutured the ball sac skin tight. I had to be careful, I didn’t want any skin or blood vessels to be compromised. But when I was done his balls were no more. At least to the naked eye. They were hiding inside him.

Then I made a slight cut in his perineum, and another slight cut in the head of his glans. I took the suture needle and sewed his penis to his perineum, well, to the skin of that area.

I looked up occasionally, and chuckled. His eyes were like an owl’s. Big and round. He was breathing hard. But he didn’t say anything. He just lay there watched. He had read the same story on Altairboy’s that I had, and knew exactly what I was doing.

Fortunately, there was very little blood. I cleaned up the area, washed it off, and voila, a man with no package. But he still had it. It was just…out of place. Heh heh.

I released him and helped him to his feet.

He moved slowly, afraid of ripping stitches.

“Okay, from here on out you have to sit to pee, and you will learn certain things about eunuchs and women and that sort of thing.” I spoke with a high degree of cheer.

He stared at himself in the mirror. His package was gone. His dick was pulled down and there were no balls to bounce around or otherwise get in the way. It was a most feminine look.

“Holy, fuck!” He whispered.

“Holy no fuck,” I replied.

He stared at me, and his eyes…they were like those thousand yards stares that men have after they have been in combat.

Heh.

JOHN: I couldn’t believe it. I was neutered. I was a eunuch. I had no sensation down there, and when the anesthesia wore off…I had no dick, no dickly sensations. Nothing.

“Here go, sweetfart,” Julie handed me a negligee. Hers. Filmy. Sensual material that rubbed her nipples and mad her horny. I put it on.

“Oh, Lord,” she breathed out, staring at me. The look in her eyes, I don’t think she even saw me. She just saw a sexless object standing helpless in front of her.

“And you can return me to normal?”

“If I wish.” It was obvious that she might be not wishing.

“Honey, I know you’ve just had surgery, but…do you think you can kneel down and do my pussy? Or maybe just lay back down on the bed and I can sit down on your face?”

“Uh…uh…”

“It’s just that this is making me so…fucking…horny!”

So I laid back on the bed, and she was careful when she climbed over me, and squatted on my face.

And there I lay, eating and slurping and trying my best to get her off. My mind was totally a mess. I had no dick. I wasn’t a man. I couldn’t get a hard on…I didn’t have a penis…all I was good for was to eat my wife’s pussy.

And, funny thing…under the shock of it all, I liked it.

Oh, not loved it, like Christmas gifts, but…there was a part of me that rejoiced, enjoyed, felt the gift of submission worming into me. Heysoos, I had wanted this, but the reality…Oh, my God!

“GOD!” Julia moaned above me. She grabbed her breasts and pulled and began arching and pushing her pussy into my face.

Yeah, I wanted it, but so did she. And there was just a trace of bitterness as I envied her her cum.

JULIA: The fun really started the next day. Amazon started arriving with packages, and I was quick to call John and have him put on a show for me.

Thongs were my favorite. He had no package to hold, or to spill over the sides of the delicate fabric, so they fit perfectly. Except for the slight ridge of his hips, he had a female groin.

Bras were good, too. He didn’t have anything to fill them, but it excited my imagination. To see the loose cup material and know that soon he would have big, old titties. I know, not very professional of me, but I save the professionality for my case study. Between John and you and me…titties.

He looked wonderful in dresses, and the tummy shaper helped slim him down and even helped the hips look a little rounder.

But the real piece de resistance was the wigs.

John wears his hair long, but not long enough. At least, not yet. But the wig, I especially liked the red one, showed what he would look like once he was completely en femme. And, baby, he was going to look good!

Then the big package arrived. Big as in significant. Breast pumps.

Oh, not the little ones for milking mothers, but the big ones, for pumping up the whole chest area. They are called breast enhancement pumps, or some other such name, and they are designed to fit over the whole pectoral area and actually pump up the whole tit.

“Okay, Babyface, time for your milking,” I joked. “Fifteen minutes a day for each boob.”

“But I don’t have boobs!”

“You will,” I warned laughingly.

So he set aside a half hour a day and followed instructions and his chest area began to grow.

Oh, it wasn’t big growth, just a slight mound, and it went away quickly.

But it expanded the area, caused nerves and tissue to accommodate, and grow, and I had gotten him an appointment to give him ‘vacation boobs’ within two weeks.

Within two weeks he was going to be a boobed man, and on the road to bigger and bigger boobs.

JOHN: I could not believe it. I sat in a recliner and plastic cones covered my pecs and air was pumped out. I actually watched my tits grow. And, for a while afterwards, and more and more in the coming days and months, they started to last longer.

“And these will go away? If I choose?”

“Maybe,” Julia shrugged. “I suppose you could go on an exercise regimen and work them off, but why would you want to?”

And she was right. Why would I want to? I looked at those little mounds, temporary as they might be, and I gloried in them. They gave me a pride, and I looked forward to filling bigger and bigger bras.

It’s funny. Men have penises, and they hide them away. Oh, they talk about them, try to sound like their dicks would look big on an elephant, but they hide them. No pride there.

But women…women are front and center with their sexual apparatus. They wiggle and waggle and shimmy and shake, and they get to be proud of their mountains.

Oh, I know. Not all women. But…now I had something to be proud of.

So I used the breast enhancer pump for a couple of weeks, had a little growth, and was happy, then Julie pulled out the big guns. I was sitting in my recliner, pumping my breasts, feeling sort of happy and loosey goosey, and the door bell rang.

This was actually the first time I had seen any visitors since I had started this thing. Usually, if Julie had any visitors I went into my office and stayed out of sight. But today she brought the visitor right into the rec room where I was sitting.

I sat up and stared.

“Hi, John. I’m Tim Fawcett. Dr. Tim Fawcett. Julie tells me you would like to have some vacation boobs.”

“Uh…” I didn’t know what vacation boobs were. “What are vacation boobs?”

He chuckled. “There is a procedure where we inject saline type solution into your pecs, give you a real set of boobs. Some women like them for vacation, some women like to see how they’d look before getting real fakes.”

Real fakes. Hunh!

“So if we could take these off,” He gently detached my plastic cones, put them aside, and began feeling my…tits.

“Not bad. Proper growth seems to be occurring. No problem areas.”  His hands felt warm and…sexual. Which sort of shocked me.

I didn’t want men. I liked women. But to have the chest palpated as if it was a tit…there was something sexual in it no matter how professional he was.

He smiled up at me. “What do you say? Ready for the real thing?”

I looked at Julie, who was smiling. She nodded.

“Sure.”

For the next half hour he fussed, he measured, he probed, and he injected. Shot after shot.

“They’ll last a couple of weeks, then start to shrink. I would say a month and you’ll be back to normal.”

He kept moving around and around, feeling my tits and inserting the  syringe and checking to make sure everything was right.

“Of course, normal may be enhanced. The progress you’re making with the breast pump seems to be pretty good. Wonderful things, those breast pumps. Make sure you keep using yours.”

He injected and injected, just a little bit at a time, and I could see my breasts start to grow up, round out, shape up.

I was having a hard time breathing. He noticed and told me to relax. Julie came and held my hand.

“Forgive him, Doc. He’s sort of a sissy and this is all new to him.”

“Not to worry.” He looked at me. “I do this for a lot of transgender people. Most of my business…heck, all of my business, is pretty much breast enhancement. Temporary or permanent, I’m your man.”

I nodded, and gulped, and…a short time later, he was done.

“Wear a bra at all times. You don’t have the muscle to support tits like a woman does. You’ll have to grow those.”

He closed his medical bag and faced us. “Well, been a pleasure, call if you have any questions, and my nurse will be checking in with you to make sure everything is hunky dory.

We nodded, he left, and we stared at me.

I had a woman’s body. It wasn’t super curvy or anything, but the hormones had already started rounding out my hips, and now I had bosoms. Real bosoms.

“Come on, babycakes, let’s get you dressed up and see how this all works.” She was actually breathless, and she stared at my tits.

“I’m up here,” I said.

“She lifted her eyes to me, actually blushed a bit. “Yes, you are. Sorry, but you can’t believe what this is doing to me.”

“You can’t believe?”

She laughed.

We spent a couple of hours trying on outfits, and the funny thing, though it was the tits that were big and delicious, I kept staring at my groin.

There was no bump in the dress. I was smooth and…and just like a woman. No slit, but certainly no cock. Yet, oddly, I didn’t miss it.

And, here is something I didn’t expect, I was getting horny.

I didn’t have a penis, nor a hard on, yet I felt this warmth inside me. And I craved to be near Julie. All the time. Sometimes, right in the middle of working, I would just stand up and go look for her.

And I would hug her, and…I started to cry.

The hormones. They were really bringing on the changes. I felt weepy a lot, and, like I say, sometimes I just burst out in tears.

And it felt good! Like it was right for me to cry.

Julie, bless her, just accepted it all. She hugged me, and I began to feel…weaker.

Physically, I was weaker. But to be so dependent upon her hugs to reassure me…I felt small and weak in her arms. I felt…like a woman. And this sure adjusted my feelings and thoughts.

I had never considered women as weak. I certainly didn’t think of Julie as weak, but it is all comparative. I mean, some women get into weight lifting, things like that, and then they feel strong. And it’s good to feel strong. But, in a way, at the right time and place, for the right person, it feels good to feel weak.

JULIE: My man had tits. Oh, God. When the doctor was pumping them up I had a hard time not reaching down and Jilling off. I mean…I was WET!

How wet was I?

I was rain forest wet. I was slip and slide wet. I was wetter than a seal taking a shower.

Watching John try on his outfits, seeing how sexual his body was becoming, it was all I could do to refrain from jumping his bone. Well, his dildo.

Yes. Just because John was getting no sex didn’t mean I wasn’t going to. I had bought several dildos, and I was trying them out., either with John or without.

I never realized that taking a man’s sex away was going to make me more sexual. But it did. Lord, how it did!

When we were done with the fashion show I didn’t say a word. My eyes showed my pleasure, and I took his hand and pulled him into the bedroom.

And he giggled! I mean, actually giggled! Funny, I hadn’t given him anything for his voice, it was sort of mid range and could work down like a man or up like a woman, but I had thought about it.

But John was instinctively speaking with a higher voice. And now his laugh, normally a sedate chortle, had risen into a giggle.

All of which just contributed to the general state of my horniness.

“Okay, lover bitch, it’s time.” I tossed him the strap on harness.

He smiled and put it around his waist and adjusted it. When he was done I screwed the big, black dildo into it. Man, was I horny.

I laid down on the bed and looked at him.

He was beautiful. He was wearing a negligee, and had real tits poking over the edge of his shelf bra, and his hips were round, and he was wearing my favorite, red wig.

“Wait,” I said, as he moved towards me.

“What?”

“You need make up.”

He blinked. We hadn’t done anything with make up, but seeing him standing there, with no pecker and big boobs…it was time.

I got off the bed and led him to my make up table. I sat him down and began working on his hands. Girls have to have a good set of claws, right?

He watched as I worked. His chest was heaving, and I knew if his dick had been working it would be a tent pole at Barnum and Bailey’s.

I finished his hands and he held them up and looked at them. Beautiful, slick red. Blood red. Long, extending a half inch past the ends of his fingers.

“Wow,” he said.

I bent forward and had my first suckle at his breasts. Oh, the nipples tasted so good, and they were erect, and I couldn’t stop myself from working on those big mammaries.

He giggled again, and I smiled.

“Finish the make up,” he said.

So I did. I creamed and powdered and brushed and painted, and his face came alive. His was a woman’s face now, the hormones were shifting things up there, but it was plain, like a man’s.

No more.

Now his eyebrows were arched and thin, his lips were red and juicy, his eyes were smoky pools of lust.

Well, they made me lustful. But isn’t that what it’s all about?

A woman doesn’t put on make up just to look good, she puts it on to look good so a man will look at her.

And I wanted to look at her. And I wanted to fuck her.

I knew I wasn’t a Lesbian. And I knew he/she wasn’t a Lesbian. And though his cock didn’t work, he had a life like prosthetic that fulfilled the image of him as manly. Even though he was womanly.

I tell ya, it was the best of both worlds.

I lay back on the bed, unable to breath, like a virgin, and she got on top of me. He got on top of me. Heck, forgive me if I don’t have my genders straight, but he was, in a way, both.

He crawled up between my legs. He was going to eat me out, but I stopped him. “Don’t. It will mess up your make up. I want to look at you like this.”

He smiled. His ruby, red lips curved upwards, his sexy eyes crinkled, and he stayed on his knees and moved forward and lifted my hips.

And he wasn’t strong enough. As a man, before hormones, he could lift me up and throw me. Even though I actually weigh slightly more than he does.

As a woman his muscles were shrinking, changing, becoming weaker.

“Uh,” he said, and he was sort of confused.

“Don’t worry,” I gasped out. “Just fuck me.” I lifted my hips and he got his clawed hands under my buns and he tilted his hips forward and…oooh!

“Ahhh!” I moaned. The black dildo was big, like a black man’s, and I had always fantasized about having one of those big, black peenies in me.

So I felt the big dick stretch me out, and I moaned. Heck, John has an excellent sized penis. Had. Might have again. But it wasn’t this big!

“How you doing, baby?”

I was holding onto his thin arms and my eyes were glazed. All I could feel was this big, old piece of plastic meat in my core. I was being opened up like a can of cherries.

“Fuck me…” I managed to say.

He began to drive that hog into me. Push after push, pull after pull. I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t do anything but die and go to heaven.

Well, not literally, but maybe a little bit literally. After all, an orgasm is sometimes called ‘the little death,’ and it wasn’t long before I had one. A little death. And it was a big, little death. I arched my back and grabbed his tits, and he had to pull my hands away because I was too rough, and a series of earthquakian spasms hit me.

“Fuuu…fuuu…GAHHH!”

Then I was just laying there, trying to remember how to breath.

“Heysoos,” muttered John. “That was incredible.”

I smiled up at him. “So was it good for you.”

“Actually, it was. I mean, I can’t cum, but just seeing you get off like that…it opens my world. I feel like I have cum. In fact, better than cum.

JOHN: I was sexless, and sexy, and I couldn’t get an erection…but I was hornier than I had ever been.

I was wearing the sexiest clothes. Bras and nylons, corsets and make up. And everything made me want to have a hard on, but we know about that.

So in place of a hard on I got frustration.

I began to beg Julie for the chance to eat her, to fuck her, and…to wait on her hand and foot.

She had to tell me to go work, and I would, but even then I was horny, aware, and wanting to…to do something!

She loved it.

We spent a lot of time watching old movies and kissing. We would sit on the couch and watch the big screen, and then we would be necking, and feeling each other’s tits.

Then I would eat her, like as not, and use a dildo on her. She did like the black one. An awful lot. And she would pound on my shoulders, (and I had to remind her not to hurt me) and pull on my tits, and suck on them, and then kiss me some more.

Hornier and hornier and hornier.

Oddly, one of the reasons I wanted to fuck her was to lick my sperm out of her. I hadn’t done that much before, but it was top of my mind now. I actually dreamed of kneeling between her fresh fucked legs and eating her pussy like it was an ice cream cone. The delicious, white fluid pouring down my throat.

Speaking of dreams, I was having a lot of them. I was dressing sexy, crying emotionally, and dreaming. And here is where it gets funny. When you learn a foreign language they say that you don’t really know it until you dream in that foreign language.

I don’t know if that’s true, I mean, it sounds true, but I was dreaming of myself as a woman.

Already. Just over a month into it, and I was dreaming as if I was a woman.

Well, I guess I was a woman. In every way except having the slit. But slits are like dicks, they don’t show. It’s the tits that get the attention.

Anyway, one day I woke up and felt a pressure down there. It didn’t hurt, but it was…bothersome.

“Uh oh,” I said.

This was a night that Julie let me sleep with her, we hadn’t really explored sleeping arrangements, or even the dungeons yet, but that time was coming. She rolled over and looked at me.  “What?”

“I hurt down there.”

Julie threw the blankets off and palpated the region, and, yes, I definitely felt a little irritation.

She smiled. “Big boy is waking up.”

“Oh, my God. Does this mean…”

“Yep. You get your stitches out today. I’m going to give you a shot to keep you from getting erections for another week, we don’t want you get erect while your stitches are healing.”

I was confused.

She explained, “I have to make a cut to separate your dick from your perineum. And there might be a few drops of blood from your ball sack.”

“Oh.”

But that was okay. We had a breakfast, grinned at each other, and after breakfast, after I had done the dishes and a few other chores, she called me into the bedroom. Fifteen minutes later I had a dick. It wasn’t erect, and wouldn’t be for a week, but it was there. And I had balls. They slipped right back down into the ball sack and…I have to tell you. In spite of all the warmth and wonderful feelings I was having from being sexless, it felt good to be back in business.

“Oh, God,” I said, holding my limp dick and feeling my happy balls. “I missed you!”

Julie laughed. “Oh, god? Is that what you call your dick and balls?”

I laughed, and for once, it wasn’t one of those giggles.

I had actually been a little embarrassed to find myself giggling, and I knew I would be again, but…it felt so manly to have my package restored.

Hunh! Manly. In a woman’s body. Yet…weird but true.

JULIE: So he’s back to being a man. Sort of. In a womanly way. But he’s not really a man until he shoves that meat steak up my tube. I couldn’t wait for that. To have a real woman, a fully endowed woman, fuck me with a real dick…wow! I needed that.

If John’s horniness was out of control, he should have seen mine. My nipples were always erect, and when I walked it felt like my labia were slithering around in wetness.

Yes, I needed a good dicking. With human flesh, not plastic flesh.

Anyway, it was time to fit him for a chastity cage.

On a Monday morning I took him down to a tattoo parlor. ‘Tattoos’ on the front window in ornate script. ‘Piercings,’ under that logo, in similar, fancy script.

We walked in, were greeted, and the artist actually thought John was a woman. Well, he wore a dress, his best red wig, and he smiled, he spoke, he giggled…he emoted like a woman.

“I’d like to have my husband’s penis pierced.”

Josh, that was his name, sat up and looked at John. He leaned to one side, then the other, then nodded. “Good job, man. Or should I call you woman?”

“Either is fine,” I said. “He wants a Prince Albert. We’re going to be putting a chastity device on him, so we’ll follow your recommendations.”

Josh nodded, asked John to get into a chair, and began examining his penis.

“Yeah, that’ll work. I recommend a thicker gage. Do you have the device here?”

I did, and I handed it to him.

John’s dick was limp, so he slipped the chastity tube on easily. He checked it thoroughly, made a small mark with a marker, and looked up at me. “I can numb him if…”

“He’s already numb.”

And he was. I had given him a shot of anesthesia before coming, and he was feeling no pain down there.

“Okely Dokely. You ready pal?”

John was. He nodded.

Ten minutes later we walked out of the tattoo parlor. Had had a little extra weight between his legs, and instructions on how to keep everything clean.

“I can’t believe it,” he said.

I grinned. “We seem to be saying that a lot these days.

We got into the car and he said, “So I’m not going to get to fuck you?”

“Now there’s an interesting thing,” I quipped. “I could tell you, and exactly when and how, but I’m not going to.”

“Huh?”

“You need to learn that only I can give you orgasms. And you’re going to have to work to get them. No more of these fashion shows and mindless fucks. Well, I might be getting some mindless fucks, Mr. Dildo face, but you…you’re going to have to earn your fucks.”

Oh, the look on his face. We had talked about this. I had explained it all out to him, and not just a couple of times. But now he was into it. Now we were in a new phase. And now he had to deal with a new set of frustrations.

He had a dick, and it would try to get hard, but whether it would be allowed to get hard was another matter. My house was going to have to be mighty clean before I let Mr. Cock a Doodle Do out of his cage.

JOHN: It felt good to have my cock back, but to have it locked up before it could even get hard? And to have to depend on somebody else to let Mr. Happy out? That was an adjustment, and a big one.

But here’s the thing, here’s the blessing, my frustration became a tool for Julie to mold me, to change me, to make me into something better.

She would seek me out during the day and demand love. Simple kissing. Making out. Full bore use the dildo and open her up. And these actions kept me horny, and made me hornier, and when there was nothing else to do…housework.

I would be so horny I thought I would explode, and she would hand me a duster and smile.

Man, all that sexual energy I was building up would get used in destroying cobwebs and dusting hard to reach ledges.

Or washing windows.

Or waxing the car. Her car. I didn’t drive much, and my car was actually moved off the driveway to sit on some paving stones.

Not that I could drive…high heels, you know. I would have to practice with them before trying to drive a car with them.

Or doing the laundry.

Or cutting the lawn, raking the leaves, polishing the silverware, hand washing our lingerie…

And working.

I was so frustrated, and the only way out was to work, so if I was done with the chores, and Julia wasn’t in the mood for a little slap and tickle, then I worked.

And even started making more money.

I had never realized how distracted a man with a penis can be.

But, the whole picture…I liked it. I loved being horny. I even loved it when she had a big orgasm and just shoved me away. There was something so deliciously submissive about it all. It felt so good to have somebody take charge of me, take the mystery out of my life, to command me and use me.

Of course, it didn’t feel so hot when she made me sleep in the other bedroom.

In the enclosure, just a square of boards a foot high, I slept on blankets. Fortunately, she let me have as many blankets as I wished. I put three or four blankets on the floor, scrunched up a pillow, covered myself with a comforter, and slept.

Unfortunately, the box was half a foot too short, and half a foot too narrow. So I would scrunch up, and I hated that because I love being able to stretch out.

But being able to stretch out was not permissible for men who whined for sex, or touched at unauthorized times, or even just stretched a little too much and came into unauthorized contact.

Then I would be shoved out of bed and told to go sleep in the other room. And I knew better than to complain. You see, if I complained too much, I met…Mr. Paddle.

JULIE: God, the first time I spanked him I thought I was going to cum right there in my panties. I never realized how important physical punishment is. I mean, there are case studies, but dry descriptions are nothing compared to the way your groin heats up, the way your lower lips get juicy, the way your horniness accelerates and goes right out the roof.

The first time I spanked John I took him into the dungeon. His cock was working now, and it was constantly surging against his cage, and it was certainly surging when he bugged me a little too much for a fuck.

Heck! He’d only had his dick back for two weeks, and the piercing hadn’t totally healed. No way I was going to risk his health!

But John didn’t understand, even when I explained it to him. Heck, he was just too horny to be able to think properly. But that’s why God made good Mistresses like me, to help men think when they are stupid.

So I took him into the dungeon, which we hadn’t used much, and I put him on a horse. This was a contraption like a saw horse, but made with metal and having little fold outs for the knees and the forearms.

He looked at me doubtfully, and I could see the hurt in his eyes. He couldn’t believe I was going to do this to him.

But I had had him make this room! And he had seen the furniture I had ordered! What did he expect?

He laid down on top of the center pad and I locked his arms and legs down. His face was in a cushioned ring at the head of the horse.

“All right, my little Pussyface, it’s time you learned the facts of life.”

“I know the facts of life,” he retorted. A little bit of resistance. Poor Johnny didn’t want his spanking.

“Not only have you bugged me, and don’t understand that your piercing isn’t ready for sex, but you are talking back to me.”

“I’m not talking back.”

I knelt in front of him and looked him in the eye.

“Talking back is mouthing off, like you just did, or it’s even a bad attitude. If you aren’t cheerful and obedient to me, at all times, then you are going to be out here learning your lesson.

I walked back into the house, changed into some black leather,  which leather emphasized my tits wonderfully, by the way, poured a drink, and returned to the garage.

I selected Mr. Paddle. An over sized ping pong paddle with holes drilled in it. I whooshed it through the air a few times.

Now John’s eyes were big. I noticed that he was actually giving little shivers.

“Honey baby,” I said, “This is going to hurt you more than me.”

“So don’t do it.” His voice was quavery.

“Oh, no. It has to be done. If not now…then when?”

He had nothing to say.

I stepped behind him, the wind up, the pitch…WISSS SMACK!

“Ow!”

I smiled. “I’m going to really spank you now, John. First off, it’s the first time, and you have to be brought to heel. Second, when we’re done you’re going to be feeling very amenable. In fact, you’re going to love how amenable you feel.”

I began.

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

I spanked him until my right hand was tired. His ass was red and he was crying. I went to my left hand.

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

I don’t know how long I spanked him, or many many strokes, but it was a lot. Definitely over fifty. Maybe over a hundred.

When I was done he was a sobbing puddle. The floor under his eyes was a pool of water and runny mascara. He was shaking, and he was thoroughly subdued.

And, for any of you out there who object, do your homework. Men are big tough creatures. Even when they are made into women, there is a definite remembrance of a mindset that makes them able to endure pain. Even ‘want’ to endure pain. If I hadn’t spanked him as hard as I did it would have been useless. That male barrier would have been intact. His resistance might be quelled, but it wouldn’t be terminatedly handled.

The proof of what I say is revealed by what happened next.

I gently undid his restraints and helped him to his feet. He launched himself at me. He put his arms around me and cried and…begged for forgiveness.

If your man doesn’t break like this, if he doesn’t cry, seriously cry, and beg for you to forgive him, then you have failed. I didn’t fail.

I held him. I soothed him. I told him everything would be all right. I didn’t lecture him or try to emphasize anything…or any lesson. He had received his punishment, and it was done. That was all there was. It was time to let him have his reward. It was time for him to feel the soft flesh and the tender embrace.

I walked him out of the dungeon. I took him into the living room and we sat down on the sofa and I let him cry his eyes out. He sniffled, he sobbed, he wiped his nose, and he apologized for getting his runny mascara on me.

“It’s okay. You can fix your face.” My meaning was clear, but I didn’t reinforce it. Crying time was about over.

And now he was amenable. Now he was listening. Now he would pay attention and follow directions, and any flashbacks would be avoided. He never wanted to be punished again.

Though, I have to admit, some men crave punishment so much they deliberately do things to receive it.

That’s okay. Whatever floats your boat.

Finally, I managed to stand him up and send him to his room. When he came back out, a half hour later, he was showered and perfumed and made up and…ready to go.

A bright, eager face. No more silly resistance. Now he was ready to serve.

And it’s important that you follow up with chores. Not punishment, but after crying time, and a little repair, he should be put to the grindstone. Do some vacuuming. Wash the car. Whatever.

The days following that were about as blissful as they could get.

John was at last happy. Content. Willing. He was doing his chores and humming happy tunes.

Then a second month was passed, his piercing was healed, and it was time for a little fucking. But there was one more thing we had to do before I allowed John a fuck.

The following conversation took place

during an interview at the end of a year.

JOHN: “It was the worst day of my life…and it made me what I am today.”

JULIE: (Giggling) “I never had so much fun in my life…but you should have seen the look on your face when I brought it up.”

JOHN: “We woke up and she said, ‘We need to fuck.’ Oh, God…I was happy! I had been working like a dog, I had been spanked—“

JULIE: “Which you deserve.”

JOHN: “Yes, ma’am.”

JULIE: “Go on, tell the story.”

JOHN: “Well, I was happy, and I thought I was going to be balls deep, is it okay if I say that?”

JULIE: “Of course, for the sake of case study. Use whatever words are appropriate to give your true feelings.”

JOHN: “So I was looking forward to being balls deep, to really having a fuck, to being able to plunge my unused and abused dick into Julie’s pussy.”

JULIE: “Don’t worry about your language, just tell the story.”

JOHN: “Yes, ma’am. So I was humming and happy. I put on my best dress, worked on my make up, fixed breakfast, then she took me out to the dungeon.”

JULIE: “He thought I was going to take him to bed, that he was going to be in the dominant position.” (Laughs)

JOHN: (Ruefully) “When she took me into the dungeon my heart sank. My mind was going a mile a minute. I was trying to figure out what I had done wrong.

JULIE: “You hadn’t done anything wrong. It was just time.”

JOHN: “So she puts me on the horse and tightens the restraints. I was  dreading a spanking. I really didn’t want one.”

JULIE: “Once, if done properly, is enough.”

JOHN: “I’ll say. Anyway, she ties me down, then goes back into the house and puts on her leathers, God they are sexy…but frightening. She puts on her leathers and walks out into the garage and my eyes just about bugged out of my skull.”

JULIE: “I had a couple of drinks, one for him and one for me, and a big, fat dildo in the strap on harness.”

JOHN: “I almost started crying right then.”

JULIE: “I sat down in front of him and let him sip his drink through a straw. I said, ‘Honey, it’s time for our marriage to be consummated.’”

JOHN: I actually started crying. I mean, I should have known, but I just never thought…”

JULIE: “So we drank our drinks, then I went to the south end of my northbound husband…or wife, if you prefer…and I slapped a good bit of lubricant onto his asshole.

JOHN: “It actually felt good. We had played with fingers, and the lubricant was smooth and cool. And it felt comforting just laying there, having my asshole massaged.”

JULIE: “Then I stepped up behind him. I was using the big, black dildo, I love that one, and I figured he’d love it, too.”

JOHN: “I didn’t, at first. When she pushed that thing into me, and she was gentle, it felt like my bottom was being hacked to pieces.”

JULIE: “I fed it into him, just the head, and he yelped a bit, but nothing else. I just stood there and waited. Finally, he relaxed. I heard him sigh, and that was the signal.”

JOHN: “She began fucking me with that thing. She didn’t do me hard, like we have since, but she was soft and steady, gentle, and here’s the weird thing…it started to feel good.”

JULIE: “Real good. He started sighing, then he started pushing back. After a while he was humping like a real woman.” (Pause) “He was a real woman.

JOHN: “I certainly felt like it. When it started feeling good I almost cried…that women can get this sensation and men can’t…” (shakes head) “It’s a cruel world.”

JULIE: “It certainly is. Or, at least, for you, was. Now you know.”

JOHN: “She fucked me until my prostate responded to the pleasure. I actually began spewing seed out. I couldn’t believe it.”

JULIE: “He didn’t get an orgasm, doesn’t need one. He hasn’t had one since we started this trip, though he does get drained…fucked…at least once a month.”

JOHN: “And I feel better for it. To think of all the sperm I wasted, all the energy down the drain…it’s enough to make a grown woman cry.”

JULIE: (Laughing) “It certainly is. But no more, right? Lover butt?”

JOHN: “Absolutely. Are we about done with the recording? Do you have enough for your case study?”

JULIE: “I think so.”

JOHN: “Good. I need to clean the house.”

JULIE: “Excellent. Do a good job, I have a date tonight.”

JOHN: “Are you going to bring him home?”

JULIE: “Always be prepared…”

JOHN: “Okay, but, honey?”

JULIE: “Yes?”

JOHN: “If you go to his place? Or do it in the car or something?”

JULIE: “Yes?”

JOHN: “Make sure you bring me home a little treat.”

JULIE: “You got it.”

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.


We Feminized Our Boss

Female domination in the work place!

Original title: Nine to Five Feminism


PART ONE

Jackson was about the meanest boss in the world. Never a kind word. Never a please or thank you. Nothing but frowns and barked orders. And the day he took away Christmas bonuses was the topper.

“Wow. the company must really be in trouble.” Ann shook her head sadly. She was thirty, had dark brown eyes and black hair. Her white complexion really made her eyes pop, and the dress code really made her boobs pop. She was Jackson Rand’s personal secretary.

Rand Enterprises had a very strict dress code. All women must be made up, wear tight fitting pencil skirts and white blouses. Nylons and high heels a must.

“The company’s not in trouble at all,” scoffed June. She was a blonde, curvy red lips, a bigger chest than even Ann, and worked in accounting.

“What do you mean?” asked Mia. Mia was a petite knock out. A redhead with a splatter of sexy freckles, green eyes and a body to die for. she worked in tech.

June leaned across the table conspiratorially, which placed her rather large boobs on the table. “You girls want to know the real reason the Grinch stole Christmas?”

The other two girls leaned forward, and June explained in a very low voice.

“He’s going to the Islands. He’s meeting his mistress. And he needed a little extra money for that.”

Ann and Mia stared at her. Their mouths were open.

“He had a late lunch last week, forgot his cellphone, he always does that, and I peeked at it. I saw his calendar for the week, I saw his plane reservations, and I saw texts where he told his lover, with much ‘LOLs’, how he was going to take away our Christmas bonuses to be with her.

The other two girls sat in shock, and their shoulders slowly slumped. They had worked hard all year. They had put out, and put up with his domineering personality, and this is what they got.

For a long minute they sat and stared at their salads, then Mia looked up. There was fire in her green eyes, and a set to her jaw that boded trouble for someone.

“You say he left his cell in his office.”

Ann: “He gets in a hurry and just walks out without it. If I see it I remind him, but I don’t always see it. Why?”

“Can you get me that phone for 15 minutes?”

“Sure. But I repeat…why?”

“Because I’m pissed off and I want to know more. Get me that phone.”

Ann blinked. “Okay.”

That very afternoon Jackson took a two hour lunch. He wined and dined a lady rep from the state, who didn’t turn out to be from the state after all, but was really a high priced escort. Jackson didn’t want to be interrupted, so he deliberately left his cell phone. Ann immediately ran it across the hall to tech.

Mia was working alone, everybody else had gone to lunch. She was hoping Ann would bring the phone.

Quickly, she hooked the device up to her big mainframe. First she downloaded everything. Then she popped a little spyware app into the thing. Finally, less than fifteen minutes had passed, she handed it back to Ann.

Ann returned it to Jackson’s charger.

Two days later Jackson was due to fly out to the islands. Ann took him to the airport, an excruciating two hour trip during which he made rude comments, fired people on the phone, and generally conducted himself like a louse.

Ann got no extra pay, nor even a simple ‘thank you’ for driving long past quitting time.

She was about to pull away from the curb when she saw a tall brunette, very severe make up, hair tied back tightly in a bun, stride through the crowd.

Curious, she watched the woman. She watched her turn into the very terminal she had dropped Jackson at, walk through the crowd and right up to him, and slap him in the face.

Slap him in the face? Her boss? The original Grinch?

Then a cop tapped Ann’s hood and she had to move on. But as she drove home she couldn’t stop wondering.

Slapped him in the face. And it didn’t look like a soft slap. Right in the middle of a crowded airport terminal.

WTF?

Suddenly her phone rang. She ran it through the car speaker. “Hi, Mia. What’s up?”

“What’s up is I need you back here pronto.”

“What? I just did the long drive to the airport and—“

“Never mind that, I have discovered the pot of gold.”

“What?”

“The stuff dreams are made of.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I am talking about Christmas all year round. Now get your sexy ass back here. Pronto.”

Mia hung up, leaving Ann in a state of double WTF. First some mean looking bitch slaps Jackson in the face, then Mia lays some mystery on her. Well, it had better be good. And she took the next exit, got turned around, and headed for the office.

June was already at the office when Ann arrived. She had a puzzled expression on her face as she greeted Ann.

“Okay, bitches,” chortled Mia, “Come with me.”

They entered tech and Mia led them to a small room in the back. In it was a big computer. Mia sat them down, turned on the computer, and began typing.

“First off, there is this.” She pulled up a spread sheet. It listed a couple of years of expenditures. There were a lot, and quite a few of the squares had been outlined in red.

“The red squares are off the books. Hard to find, but easy if you’re me.” She grinned.

“So what…wait a minute.” June leaned forward, examined the entries. “These are…this is weird. I can see how he did it. He’s running it right through the company, but…”

“But it’s illegal.”

“According to the IRS,” June’s breath caught.

“Do we have to worry that Mr. Asshole is going to get us shut down?”

“Oh, no. No way anybody can find this. Only a highly trained and savvy tech person like myself,” she puffed on her knuckles and rubbed them against her chest, “can find this stuff.”

“But we have something to use against him,” Ann stated.

Mia smiled. In all the smiles Ann had ever seen, that was the most insidious, nefarious, secretive smile of all.

“We don’t want to do that.”

“We don’t?” June asked. “Doesn’t that make us complicit?”

Mia ignored that statement. “You see, then there is this.” She clicked a button and the screen opened up, June’s and Ann’s eyes opened up, and then, slowly, the future opened up.

A woman. Severe make up. Hair back in a bun. Looking like the bitch from Hell. Standing. With a whip coiled over her shoulders, wearing a black, leather outfit that showed off her tits. Sitting, legs spread, sneering into the camera. On a bed, no clothes.

“I saw her at the airport,” Ann blurted.

“And well you should. She is the focus of all these expenditures that are so illegal and which eventually robbed us of our Christmas.”

Ann and June were shocked, and still puzzled, then Mia tapped the keyboard again. “And then there’ s this.

The pictures on the screen were taken by the woman with the whip. Pictures of Jackson Rand. Naked, on his knees. Eating the severe woman’s pussy. Wearing a dress. His junk locked up in a strange device…

“What’s that?”

“A chastity tube,” breathed Mia.

…tied to a bed with red stripes on his buttocks and back. In a maid’s outfit with full make up. Taking a strap on up his…

“Wow!” June and Ann both blurted at that last picture. Jackson was on all fours, and there were several angles. The rear, showing the big dildo slamming into his rectum. The side, showing his back arching downward as he was ruthlessly penetrated. The front, showing his eyes, all made up with mascara and eye shadow, rolled back in his sockets. His lipstick was very red and sexy, too.

Stunned, Ann and June sat back in their chairs. Mia was already sitting back, and with a Cheshire grin wide enough to eat the moon.

“Do we have what we think we have?” Ann asked.

“Complete control of Jackson Rand enterprises,” Mia said.

“Oh. My. God.” June muttered.

Ann said, “We can write checks, pay ourselves as we wish, make that asshole get down on his hands and knees and lick our tootsies.

“My pussy,” blurted Ann.

“My asshole,” sighed Mia. Then Mia sighed again, and she said, “But, there are problems, and, there is more.”

Ann and June cocked their heads. Another shoe was about to be dropped, and they couldn’t imagine it being bigger than what they already had.

“First, we can’t just write ourselves checks. Jackson has driven this company to the breaking point, and we need to put it back together. There’s 500 employees depending on us.

“Oh, God.”

“We couldn’t hurt the people here.”

Mia: “But, while we spend the next few days resurrecting Rand Enterprises, and while Jackson Rand is getting his submissive, little ass whipped to a frothy red, there is one more little item that we will be able to use against him.

June and Ann watched the smaller woman.

Mia smiled. It was a tight smile, the corners of her mouth going up and leaving her full lips in a beautiful little crescent shape.

She reached forward and tapped the keyboard.

The screen was black. Nothing there. Ann and June looked at each other  in puzzlement.

“This, my dear bitches, is the feed from Jackson Rand’s cell phone.”

“But it’s black!” Ann protested.

“Because it’s in his pocket. When he takes it out we will have a real time feed on anything and everything our perverted little boss does.”

“No!”

“Yes. Yes. And double yes.”

“Now, I’m going to go home, have some ice cream, and come back tomorrow and see what we have captured.”

“But what if he just lays it down somewhere?”

“Then he does. But, I researched the resort he’s staying at, and told them to have one charger placed on the dresser in the bed room. I even told them which way I wanted it facing. The odds are in our favor.”

And that was it for the impromptu ‘briefing,’ and the girls went home, to ice cream and vibrators and dreams in the night.

The next day they all reported for work, even though it was the weekend. They all trundled into the same, little office as the night before, and they all sat down and watched the computer screen. They all had big cups of Starbucks, they were all wearing loose clothes that would NEVER come close to the company dress code. And Mia clicked the keyboard.

Blackness. And disappointment.

“We just have to scroll to real time,” explained Mia.

So they watched several hours of blackness pass in a couple of minutes, then a jiggly picture appeared.

A back walking away. A bare back. Throwing himself onto the bed, his arms and legs spread.

The woman, wearing the tight, leather mistress outfit, tied scarves around his wrists. She tied them tight.

Then she sat on the side of the bed and said something to Jackson.

“Sound?” I asked.

“Sorry,” muttered Mia, and she tapped the keyboard.

“…issed me?”

“With all my heart.” Jackson’s voice was no longer proud and haughty. It was like a school boy’s begging not to be flunked.

“And have you jacked off?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Good, because you know what the punishment is for illegal cums.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Are you ready for what is about to befall you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The woman got up, moved around the bed, picked something up from off screen, then leaned over Jackson’s ass. It was a butt plug. It was big, and had Barack Obama’s likeness on it.

She sucked on it for a moment, then pushed it into his ass.

Jackson grunted and arched up. “Oh!” His voice came loud and clear.

“And this is all recorded,” June said, absorbed by what she was watching.

“Every dirty pixel,” Mia said.

The woman unlocked the chastity tube and placed it aside.

“Does he wear that all the time?” asked Ann.

“He will now,” laughed Mia.

The woman began to work him over. She pressed on the butt plug, stroked him until he was big and red and dripping, then whipped him, with a real whip, until his ass was red, he was sobbing, and his dick was near spurting.

Then she backed off, had herself a drink, and exchanged a little small talk with Jackson.

It was so odd, to see him all tied up and crying, trying to maintain a conversation with the woman who was whipping his ass.

After a couple of hours of this the woman slapped his balls until he was soft and put the chastity tube back on him. Then she let him up and told him to get ready for lunch.

Jackson got ready all right. He picked up a bottle of Nair and headed for the bathroom. He came out hairless, and pulled on panties and a bra…

“He’s got tits!”

And he did. Mia explained, “One of the expenditures were for hormones. Our big, bad boss is trying to grow a pair. And I don’t mean balls.”

They all laughed, and Mia slowed the picture on the computer so they could study his growing, little mounds. They were cute. Easily disguised with a compression shirt. And they looked like they had the potential to get bigger. A lot bigger.

…and a corset which made his figure quite slender, and emphasized his boobs, he was wearing a shelf bra and the nipples would plop right through a blouse.

And he rolled up nylons and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset.

And high heels.

And then, the piece de resistance…make up.

Mr. Big, Bad, Studly Boss was accomplished at the application of cosmetics. He cleaned and moisturized, he put on foundation and light blush. He curled his eye lashes and applied mascara. Then his lips became all kissy as he put on a thick coat of lip stain.

Not lipstick, but the longer lasting stuff. Stain.

And gloss.

The woman came back into the room. She was wearing a dress which showed her boobs. It was very stylish and looked extra fine with her long legs and heels. And her hair was now undone. She had thick, gorgeous hair, and it spread over her creamy shoulders in a gentle wave.

No trace of the harsh mistress who slapped his face and beat his ass. Now she was a kind looking, gorgeous babe.

He pulled on a dress, slipped into his heels, and she put a wig on him.

Ready to go.

They walked out of the room all ready to crack crabs and eat caviar. And drink champagne. And get drunk and do it all again.

On the company dime.

The girl’s dime.

The employee’s Christmas bonus.

The girls all sat and were immersed in heavy thoughts.

Jackson Rand. Under their thumb. A big man with a big secret. An asshole if ever there was one.

And in that moment of reflection, waiting for the next chapter in their sexy, little soap opera, each of the girls made up their minds. They were going to bring Jackson down. And save the company. And there was nothing Jackson could do about it.

Ann picked up Jackson at the airport. There was no trace of make up on his face. There was no unsightly bulge in his slacks. He looked relaxed, and ready to go, and mean as ever.

“I see my calendar needs a little work.”

“Yes, sir,” Ann replied, watching him in the rear view mirror.

“You really should clean this car better.”

“I will, sir.”

“I need to call a meeting. Things are getting slack and we need to tighten things down. This is a professional company.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jackson gave orders and complained all the way to the offices. Ann let him out, parked the car, and rode the elevator up to the 20th floor.

“How was he?” June asked.

“Same old same old. Are you ready?”

“Yes. We just need Mia to…here she is.”

Mia strode down the hallway. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. The sweat shirt read ‘Tax the Rich.’ She was carrying a keyboard and a mouse. The keyboard and the mouse were already hooked up to Jackson’s big wall monitor.

“Ready, bitches?”

“Lead on, head bitch,” June said, and they all giggled. Then, marching in step, they entered the back corridor, walked down to Jackson’s office and pushed the doors open.

Jackson was sitting at his desk, his hand between his legs, a drink to one side, and he looked up in shock. “What the hell!” He rapidly pulled his hand up. It looked a little tense. Like he had been doing something to himself below the desk.

“Jackson, we’ve come to talk.”

The girls moved chairs in front of the desk and sat down.

Jackson goggled, then said into the phone, “I’ll have to get back to you.” Then he turned red, and he whispered into the phone, “Yes, my love.” Which was apparently not loud enough, for a moment later he repeated, in a louder voice, “Yes, my love.”

He hung up the phone and glared at us.

“What the hell is going on? And you, why are you wearing that…that stupid sweat shirt? There’s a dress code here! And you two, why aren’t you—“

“Shut up,” Ann yelled.

Jackson’s face froze, was stunned, then started to turn red. He was about to ratchet up and start screaming. The girls had all heard him scream before. They had heard him yell at a secretary for eating a donut at her desk. He had yelled at a mail boy for being ten minutes late with the mail. He had yelled at salespeople, and technicians, and even strangers on the street.

And he had gotten away with it. He was big and bullying, and…no more.

Mia tapped on the keyboard and the screen on the wall on the right side of the room lit up.

Jackson couldn’t help himself. He turned and looked, and his mouth dropped open.

There he was, on the screen, looking into the camera. Full make up. Charcoal eyes and red lips, very feminine looking. Eye lashes curled, long hair hanging down the sides of his face.

“I…what…I don’t…?” He stuttered helplessly. Caught by his own visage. Damned by his own make up.

The picture was a still, and Mia tapped a key. A cartoon speech balloon appeared. It said:

My name is Randy.

I’ve been a bad girl.

Please spank me.

He turned to the girls, his face the deepest shade of purple they have ever seen. But it wasn’t anger, it was embarrassment. ‘Please,’ he mouthed, but no sound came out.

“Watch,” Ann admonished. He turned his attention back to the wall monitor.

Another picture. Him on a bed. Naked. A woman caught uncoiling a whip across his back. His back was criss crossed with red stripes.

Another picture. Him wearing a bra and a corset, sitting on a bed rolling up nylons.

Another picture. Him putting mascara on his eyes, his mouth open in an O as he stretched his face in concentration.

Another picture. And another. And another.

And then the video. Scenes of the woman with the whip on vacation.

Scenes of her lashing him mercilessly, playing with his cock. Teasing him, making him cry, putting on the chastity tube, screaming at him to eat her pussy better.

And on and on and on.

The clip finished. Jackson sat down, a totally crushed man. He was like that final scene in King Kong. The giant ape is laying dead on the street, and Carl Denham says, ‘It was beauty killed the beast.’

Except, in this case, it was three beauties.

A whisper: “What do you want.”

Mia said, “First of all, we want you to speak up.”

He looked up, a crushed, despondent, hopeless man. “What do you want?”

June said, “I’d like a manicure. I would die for nails as pretty as Randy’s.” She positioned her face coyly and made a brushing motion with her slender hand.

Ann and Mia giggled. Ann said, “I’d like a Maserati. A convertible. With a built in bar.”

More giggles.

“Please,” begged Jackson, forever after to be known as Randy, “Tell me what you want?”

Mia, always the more practical one, took the reins.

“Several items come to mind. Let’s start with the most obvious. Call that woman and tell her her services are no longer required.”

“But she’s got pictures! She might…”

“Tut tut. Don’t bother us with details. Now call.”

Broken, he reached for his cell phone.

“Put it on speaker.”

Staring at Mia, looking like a dog about to be hung, he hit a contact, then put the phone on speaker.

“How’s my little Jerk Off?”

Her pet name for him, and the girls almost lost it right there. They had heard her call him that, but to hear it all again, in real time…they placed hands over their mouths and stifled their mirth.

“Uh, I can’t see you anymore.”

Silence. Then: “You dare speak to me that way? Do you know what I will do to you?” Her voice lost that pleasant banter and became a hiss. A woman scorned. Or maybe a woman’s pocket book scorned.

“I can’t see you anymore. I’m going to hang up.”

“I’ve got pictures, videos, receipts. I’m going to put them on the internet.”

One thing about Randy, he wasn’t stupid, and he managed to come up with a counter. “The IRS would love to talk to you about all those very expensive gifts I’ve given you.”

Silence. Then: “You fuck.”

“Good bye.”

“Fuck you  you fucking fu—“

He hung up.

The girls smiled as one. Three Cheshire cats, all in a row.

“Next item. Read this over the loud speaker.”

Mia tapped a key and the wall monitor filled up with a memo.

“I can’t do that!”

“Oh?”

“We don’t have the money!”

And it was true. The company had the money, but Randy had used it to have a vacation, and now the company didn’t have the money.

“Randy, Randy,” June smiled at him. “The company doesn’t have any money, but you do.”

“What?”

“It was very nice of you to take out a loan on your house.”

“What! I didn’t…you can’t…that house is paid off!”

“Not any more,” three girls smiling.

Mia: “Read.”

“I’m not going to.” He revolted. Which the girls had expected.

“The recordings you have seen are in the cloud, planted in unsuspecting computers everywhere, and even addressed to your grandmother.”

His mouth opened.

“What do you think mama would think if she saw you having such fun?”

Short revolt. He hung his head and pulled his desk mike forward. He turned to the wall and read, and his voice could be heard throughout the building.

“The subject of Christmas bonuses has come up again. I am pleased to say that everybody will be getting double the bonus. Checks will be cut this Thursday by six o’clock. Please pick up your checks at that time and take Friday off. Thank you for being a wonderful company, and Merry Christmas.”

They could hear the cheers erupt all through the building. We could hear people yelling at each other,  screaming congratulations and holiday happiness.

Ann, June and Mia smiled.

“Is that all?”

“Oh, Lordy no. We’re just getting started.”

His face was ashen.

Mia tapped a key and another memo appeared on the wall.

He didn’t try to revolt this time, he simply picked up the mike and keyed it. “Will the following people please report to my office. Marsha Black, Sandra Cummings, Trisha…” he called a dozen women’s names, then pushed the mike away.

They waited.

The ladies came in, all. twelve of them. they looked a little crestfallen, a little afraid.

Randy said, “I realize the company has been remiss. It’s all my fault, and I’d like to make amends. Marsha and Sandra, you now have extended maternity leaves. Please take six months to be with your newborns. Your checks will be mailed to you every week, and  your jobs will be waiting, at increased pay, when you return.

“You other ladies, I have been remiss in assisting you with parenting. We are going to open a daycare within two weeks. It will be free, and you will be given whatever time you need to make sure it meets your expectations, and to visit your children during the day. My apologies for this mistake, and there will be an extra bonus in your next paycheck.”

The ladies couldn’t believe their ears. They cried, and they hugged each other, and they even forgot that Randy was the meanest man in the world and they thanked him. Two of them even hugged him, which brought forth big grins from Ann, June and Mia. Watching their boss meet his comeuppance in hugs was more delicious than could be imagined.

The ladies filed out, and Mia put another message on the wall.  Randy pulled the mike to him and called a half a dozen men’s names. Shortly, the half a dozen men, looking puzzled, filed into the office.

“Gentlemen. You are fired for being sexually abusive. You will get no severance, you will receive no recommendation for future employment. Get out of here.”

That brought forth stunned silence, then some nasty remarks, and then a sad troupe of unemployed idiots.

Randy looked at the three women. Surprisingly, his eyes were clear. He actually looked calm. The fact was, doing the right thing had actually brought him a little bit of spiritual relief.

People know when they are being bad, and he had known, and now he wasn’t. It was making deep changes in his psyche.

“Okay, Randy, well done on your progress, but the changes are just starting. Here’s how it’s going to go. We are in charge of this company. We will tell you what to do, what to sign, everything. You will not put your signature to a piece of paper, or even make a verbal agreement, until we okay it. All three of us. We will have daily meetings to discuss this procedure.”

“Is that all,” his voice was low, his situation was starting to effect him again. He had done a momentary good deed in helping abused ladies and firing sexual harassers, but he was still a pervert who had stolen from his company and betrayed the 500 people who worked there.

“Not a chance, Randy, baby.” Ann smiled. “Now, you already know that we have the goods on you, and you know everything is being held back. But you do have one possible hope.”

“I do?” And that actually confused him.

“Absolutely,” said Mia. “You see, if we reveal you, we lose our club. If everybody knows, then you have nothing more to fear. So we are in a stand off, be it with us girls having the upper hand. So, you will do what we say. In everything. No protests. No complaints. No trickery. If you don’t, we will send your little sex file to your grandmother.”

He opened his mouth to object but Mia held a palm up to stop him,

“If you refuse to follow our instructions again, we will send it to other immediate family members. And then to the family at large. And then to the company. And then to your business competitors. And then to the world at large.”

He looked like a fish then, opening and closing his mouth, stunned by the girl’s perfidy.

“But…I…you…”

June, Ann and Mia watched, and waited and smiled, and enjoyed his predicament.

Randy hung his head. His mind raced frantically. But there was no hope for him.

“Now that we all understand each other,” Ann said, “There’s one last thing. At least for today.”

“What?”

“Stand up.”

“But…I…” now he was embarrassed all over again.

“Stand up,” steel in her voice.

He stood up, and his dick sprouted from his pants. He had been jacking off when they had entered, and he was still hard.

The girls grinned.

Ann, “I thought so. I can’t tell you how many times I have suspected…”

He started to put his penis away.

“No, no,” blurted June. “Finish yourself off.”

“But…me…now?”

“Now and here. And be quick about it,” Mia snarled.

Randy placed his hand on his penis and began stroking. His face was a mess of distraction. He really didn’t want to do this.

“Play with your nipples,” Ann commanded.

Dutifully, he reached up and began rubbing a nipple.

Remove your shirt, open your compression shirt and show us your titties, then keep rubbing.

His face stunned by what they knew, he followed directions.

For long minutes he stroked and played with his chubby nipple, but nothing was happening. “I…I can’t…not with you three sitting there!”

“But you can when the woman with the whip tells you to? When you have full make up on and she has her finger up your butt?”

“But…I…”

“Take down your pants.”

He tried to move slowly, but we wouldn’t let him.

“Now, bend over the desk.”

He did.

“Keep jacking off.”

He did.

Mia walked behind him. On his desk was a tray with cigars. She took one out and inserted it up his rectum.

He grunted and his eyes got a very far away look.

Then she started spanking him.

“When we say cum…we mean cum!”

Spank. Spank. Spank.

His face was red, but June and Ann could tell that Mia was turning the trick.

He started lurching. His eyes rolled a little, and he began to spasm. His upper body jerked, and behind him Mia smiled. “That’s a good bitch,” she said.

Randy stood up. His dick was leaking all over his desk.  Mia said, “Lick it up.”

He bent and licked. He was used to such things.

“Now, put this on.”

June held out a small, black bag.

He pulled out a chastity tube. Oh, the look on his face. Caught, gutted and ready for the grilling.

“And hurry, before you get hard again.”

He put on the tube and Mia locked a very secure padlock on it.

“We each have keys. We will have a board meeting whenever you wish to bring up the subject of getting your cock loose.”

“A board meeting?”

“Yes. You’re a company asset, and we wish to make sure you are not used frivolously.”

And, oddly, his face didn’t look terrified. There was something he liked about being in chastity, and the girls made quick note of it.

“Now, pull your pants up and go home. Report for work tomorrow, eight o’clock—“

“But I don’t need to be here until ten!”

“And you like to leave early, but a real boss should show up early and leave late. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Say ‘Yes, ma’am.’”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Get out of here. And make sure you smoke that cigar on your way home.”

The ladies all giggled happily.

Beaten, destroyed, a ruined man, Jackson Rand, now know as ‘’Randy,’ pulled up his pants and left the building.

The odd thing, the girls were watching him on the security feed as he left, was that people kept coming up to him and thanking him.

And, at one point, though confused, he actually showed a smile.

Was there hope for the meanest man in the world?


PART TWO

Tuesday morning arrived. Sunshine and cupcakes, everybody came to work, and were greeted with this missive.

‘As comfort makes for a happy company, and since a happy company has better production, the dress code is hereby canceled. As long as you are clean and tidy, wear what you wish.’

Ann walked through the building and listened to the comments.

“Oh my God! Is this real?”

“Thank God! I am so tired of heels and pencil skirts.

“I’m going home. I’ll be back in a half.”

She smiled.

Upstairs she made her way into tech and found Mia.

“Hey, girl, any news on the Randy front?”

“He’s been digging into the net all night. He’s looking for loopholes, but what’s he got? ‘My secretaries are blackmailing me, how do I stop them?’ Google hasn’t been very helpful.”

They laughed, and then saw him on the security cam. It was five minutes before eight and he was taking the private elevator up to his office.

They smiled at each other. The private elevator was at the end of the hall. Everybody should have had access to it. Well, they would now. Memo time.

June entered the building. She was wearing a blue linen dress with red leggings. An eyesore that somehow worked. She greeted her friends cheerfully, and, “How’s the big, bad boss?”

“We’re going to see him right now. Want to come?”

“Does a chicken want to lay eggs?”

They left tech, crossed the hall, and entered Randy’s office.

He had just put his cell phone on the charger, and he turned and looked at the three. The look on his face told them how badly he didn’t want to see them.

“Hey, Randy. How’s it hanging?”

June answered for him: “Long loose and full of juice?”

Mia quipped, “Real short and ready to abort?” Which caused the other girls to break out in hysterics.

Randy kept a stone face. He sat down. He didn’t say anything, just waited.

“We’re making your elevator employee friendly.” Ann said. He frowned.

June said, “We’ve changed the dress code. Everybody can wear what they want, except for you.”

“What?” Now he was worried.

June had a paper sack, and she put it on his desk. “Get dressed, and be quick about it.”

Randy looked into the sack, and his face got pale.

Nylons. A garter belt. A bra.

“I…please don’t make me…”

“Sorry, buddy boy, but you’re made. Now, chop chop.”

He picked up the bag and, head down, he rounded the desk and headed for the door.

“Where are you going?”

He stopped and looked at the three women. He was confused. “To put this stuff on.”

“Right here,” commanded Mia.

They directed stern looks at him, and he sighed. And he was terribly embarrassed, his face was bright pink as he took off his clothes and put on the sexy underthings.

“Really…I don’t…” he mumbled and the girls couldn’t make out what he was saying.

“Speak up, Randy Boy.”

Instead, he stopped mumbling. Shortly he stood in his glory. Panties and garter. Nylons. A bra, somewhat frilly, and his chest bulged slightly.

He looked down, and looked ready to cry. Then he began putting his clothes on.

Finally he was dressed, and he sat down behind his desk. He looked so manly, his specially ordered Burberry double breasted, his extra long, red power tie. His Italian loafers.

But underneath it they knew he was a sissy. And he knew that they knew. The knowledge in their eyes was delicious, and he stayed nice and red in the face.

“Okay, time to take apart these staff reports.”

Ann brought out a sheaf of papers and the meat of the meeting began.

Randy wasn’t a very good boss. He had taken over the company when his grandfather died a couple of years previous. His grandmother had tasked him to care for the family business, and he had driven it near into the ground.

Ann educated him about treatment of employees. June schooled him on simple ‘School of Common Sense’ principles. Mia jumped in whenever tech was involved.

And, after the meeting, which had gone all morning, the girls sat back.

“Randy Boy. We girls have private matters to discuss. Go buy yourself some high heels. Five inchers. Spikes. Boots are okay, but you will get brownie points for the kind that have straps that criss cross up. Shoo.”

“But where am I supposed to get heels?”

“At a heel store. You’re a heel, right? You should feel right at home.” Mia tossed the instruction to him nonchalantly, and the other two girls laughed.

“But I usually get these…these kinds of things off the internet!”

“Now where’s the fun in that? I’ll tell you what. Go to Playmates, I know it’s on the 6400 block of Hollywood Blvd. I’ll call and tell them you’re coming. Now get going. Find some shoes, then take a long lunch, then report here for afternoon instruction.”

Hang dog, Randy walked across the room.

Mia blurted, “And don’t take the elevator. Use the stairs.”

He turned and his mouth opened and he looked so delightfully upset.

“Oh, I’m kidding. You can use the elevator, but just this once.”

He shut his mouth, went back to being a hang dog, and walked out.

June and Ann giggled, and Mia looked thoughtful. “You know, we’re going to have to up the game.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s used to being abused. It won’t be long until he’s bored.”

“And you care if he’s bored?”

“I care if he doesn’t learn. Keeping him interested is going to keep him aware, and if he is aware he might actually become somebody.”

That was an interesting thought. And it would not only fix the company, but might make him into something resembling a human.

“Now, let me make that call, and try something.”

Mia hit a number on her phone, and: “Talia! How are you? Uh huh. Oh, I loved that. Now, listen, a big burly man is going to come into your story in about, oh, say fifteen minutes. He’s our boss, and he likes to be embarrassed. So this is what I want you to do.”

She explained the plan, then finished up with, “Say, can I hook into your security feed so we can watch the fun?”

A minute later the wall monitor lit up with the insides of Playmates. The girls could see long rows of lingerie, tons of shoes. Feather boas, hats, and gimcracks and doodads.

Nineteen minutes later Randy walked into the store. It wasn’t color, but the girls didn’t need color to see his embarrassment. His body language was jerky, a sad attempt at being cool and not obvious at the same time.

“That’s Talia.”

A skinny girl wearing a tee shirt and leggings came up to Randy. There was no audio, but it was obvious she was asking him what he wanted.

Then she looked at him with disgust. She was upbraiding him for being a man in an underwear shop.

Mia picked up her phone and called Talia. On the screen Talia glanced at her phone, realized who it was, and answered.

Talia half turned, grinned at the security camera, which meant she was big-faced and grinning on the huge wall monitor. She looked like she was hanging up, then she turned and faced Randy. And she was holding her phone so the girls could listen.

“You expect me to believe that? That you want a present for your girlfriend? Sheesh! Of all the perverts. Okay, tell me the shoe size of this so called girl friend.”

“Well, uh, she’s a big girl, and, uh…”

“Oh, no. You’re going to tell me she’s the same size as you?”

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

Talia led Randy to the back of the shop. There was a row of tubular chairs on a dirty, grey carpet. She sat him in one and folded her arms and looked at him. “Okay, so this make believe girl friend, what kind of shoes does she want?”

“High heels. With straps.”

“So her pretty painted toes can show?”

June, Ann and Mia looked at each other in shock. Painted nails. Of course!

Back on the screen Talia went into a store room, then returned with several boxes.

“Okay, slick, let’s see the tootsies.”

In the office the girls laughed.

Randy put his foot on a little stand and just sat there. He was conflicted about something. Then Talia pulled his pant leg up and it was obvious what he was conflicted about.

Nylons.

“I know,” groaned Talia. “You wore nylons to better approximate your girl friend’s feet. Right?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Randy couldn’t look at anything. He was mumbling.

“Speak up, sissy boy.”

Randy’s head shot up like he had been slapped.

Ann, June and Mia howled. Sissy boy. Now they had to include it in their own conversations, but without letting him know they were spying on him.

Talia kept trying shoes on poor Randy. She chose shoes that were too tight, or too pink, or otherwise abusive to his poor, tortured soul. Randy kept mumbling his answers, and Talia kept calling him on it. “Speak up! Sissy boy!”

A couple of employees moved closer. They were grinning as they checked stock and listened to Talia let loose.

Finally, he stood up, tall in a pair of spikes with the requisite straps. His toes peeked out the bottom and Talia shook her head. “Don’t you know anything?”

“Can I pay now?” He was actually asking if he could do something! Not demanding it like a cocksure boss. Could anything be better?

And, the answer, of course it could.

Just as Randy put his wallet back in his jacket Talia came around the counter. She glanced up at the security camera with a vicious grin. “Hold it.”

Randy held it. He froze. He thought he was done and out, but the worst was just starting.

“If you’re going to be a sissy, then you have to act like one.”

She picked up a tube of lipstick off the counter. She grabbed his tie and pulled him down to her level.

Randy started to struggle, but she snapped, “Don’t make me call Mia!”

Randy looked like he was crying, but the camera didn’t give enough resolution to be sure.

Talia painted his lips a bright red. Even on the black and white the girls could tell his lips were now a bright red.

The two employees started cheering and making comments.

“Now, I’m calling Mia, and if you don’t walk into her office with this lipstick still in place…I’m sure she’ll be a bit upset.”

June and Ann high fived Mia.

Then Randy started to leave the store, and Mia stopped him again.

“Don’t you want to wear your new shoes home?”

“Uh, no. I’ll carry them.”

“Nonsense. Everybody likes new things. Kick those loafers over here and put on your high heels.”

Randy moved like he was suddenly old. He removed his shoes and slid them along the floor to Talia. Talia nodded at his shoe box.

Randy took the shoes out and put them on. He laced the straps properly and straightened up.

Six inches taller, and feeling like he was about an inch tall.

Finally, he was allowed to leave, to the accompaniment of cheers and laughter.

“What do you think he’ll do?” asked June.

Ann: “He’ll either carry the shoes back here, or just slink out and try to fake it. His pants are long enough that he’ll just look a little long-legged.”

The girls settled in to wait. They changed the computer feed to the building security, and focused on the camera showing Randy’s parking spot.

Suddenly Ann jumped up and ran out of the room.

June and Mia exchanged glances and shrugged, and went back to watching the security feed.

Five minutes later a car pulled into Randy’s parking space. It was Ann, and she got out and, with a big smile on her face, flipped the security cam off.

She was back in the office four minutes later, and sitting down.

“I realized he could pull in, jump into the elevator, and jump out right next to the office. This will make it a little more difficult.”

Twenty minutes later Randy’s car drove into the garage and headed for his spot. The car slowed down, and the girls could see him striking his steering wheel, then it shot past, went down three different rows, and two levels, before he found a parking space.

All the time the girls were making remarks.

“Come on, Randy!”

“It’s just a short walk of shame.”

“Next time I’m going to disconnect the back elevator. Can you see him walking through the lobby like that?”

The girls watched him walk through the garage. He move quickly, and it was obvious that he was afraid. Suddenly he stopped and hid behind a car. Two ladies walked past, oblivious of their boss hiding from them.

The girls laughed uproariously.

Another level, more hiding and people passing, then he was at the elevator.

“Oh, excellent, look at this!”

June and Ann looked at the patch of screen. Janie Hackins was getting on the elevator. Janie and Randy were going to be face to face in seconds.

The girls leaned forward and studied the screen raptly.

The elevator door opened and Randy half spun away and covered his lipstick clad face with one hand.

Janie gave him the strangest look, then she was past and he was getting on. A minute later the girls saw him get off the elevator and scamper to his office. Nobody was there and he made it. He opened the door, stepped in, and was met by a trio of grinning faces.

He was blushing, had probably been blushing since the shoe store. “I got them.”

And here was the weird thing. There was an underlying happiness to him. Could it be that he actually liked the embarrassment, and almost being caught?

Or was it just being able to look like a woman? Finally, after all his years and fantasies and whippings?

“Okay,” Mia brought the room to order. “Let’s talk about how to read sales statistics.”

They spent the afternoon discussing how statistics could be read, what kind of incentives sales people needed, and various other things.

Finally, five o’clock, the girls stood up and stretched. “You know,” said June, “If you had applied yourself to all this sooner this might not have all happened.”

“Oh, heck,” said Ann. “It would have happened. He’s a sissy boy. Always has been and always will be.”

Randy mumbled something, probably a protest, but the girls ignored him.

“One last thing, Randy Baby…take off your clothes.”

“Everything?”

“No, just your male clothes. Leave the good stuff on.”

“But I have to go home!”

“The sooner you give us your male clothes…”

He started stripping. In a minute the girls had his slacks and suit. His loafers were back at Playmates and he stood tall in his heels.

“Okay, boss, see you tomorrow.” the three ladies headed for the outer door.

“But wait! How am I going to get home?”

“Drive your car?” asked Mia of the other two, and they all chortled.

“But I need to get to my car, and…and these heels…and these…this underwear!”

“Oh, yeah. About that. Make sure you hand wash your duds, and paint your toenails red, and come back to work the way you’re leaving right now. We’ll put your suit in here early tomorrow morning. You can get it then.”

Then they cheerfully went home.

The building opened up at six the next morning, and the girls were waiting at the gate. Randy took his place in line behind them. When it opened they entered the garage, and this time Mia parked in Randy’s space.

Randy didn’t stop and pound the wheel, he zoomed past, found the closest space to the elevator and ran back to it.

The girls hopped on the elevator quickly, pressed the buttons, and giggled. They knew he had to wait for the elevator to return, he would be easy for anybody to see. They could imagine him watching the light that indicated floors and pounding on the ‘up’ button. Terrified.

They reached the top floor, tossed his suit, all wrinkled, onto his chair, then went back out to the hall to watch him.

The elevator door opened and he jumped out and ran for the door to his office. Then he stopped. June Ann and Mia filed out of his office.

“Oh,” he groaned in disappointment.

“You aren’t glad to see us?”

“Randy boy, how disappointing.”

And, Mia: “You left here with lipstick. Where is it?”

But that isn’t…it’s not clothes!”

“You were supposed to show up like you left. Where’s the lipstick.”

“But I don’t have any!”

“Then you’d better get some.”

Voices out in the big office. People were arriving.

“But I don’t…please…can you…can you give me some? Do any of you have lipstick?”

“I do,” chirped June brightly. “But I don’t want your cooties on it.”

“I’ll buy you some more! Please! Please!” Voices were approaching the hallway.

The girls looked at each other, faces twisted in amusement. Then June reached into her purse. “Oh, all right. But you’re going to have to get me some new lipstick at lunch.”

“Okay! All right! Anything. Just please…please.”

June handed him the gold tube and he frantically turned the base and started applying it to his lips.

“Mia! Is that you?” A voice drifted down the hallway. “I need to see you about…”             

Randy shrunk into himself, and, just in time, the three girls moved, keeping a tight line, and he squirted into the office. Seconds later he was pulling on his suit, and hoping that nobody was coming in to see him.

Mia talked to the chubby girl from downstairs for a minute, then the girl left and the three ladies turned to each other. They were grinning.

“I tell you, he likes it.”

“He likes being a woman, and he wants to get caught.”

Yes, he was frantic, desperate, but they could see the excitement in his eyes. And they could see his cock cage dripping.

“Then we need to keep doing this, and we need to get better, get more creative. As long as we keep him like this he’ll follow directions. If we don’t, he’ll have time to think, to protest, and we don’t want that.”

With much to think about, the girls went to work. And, as the day before, they spent the time teaching Randy how to run his company, something he should have known, but which he had been too busy getting whipped and beaten to take the time for.

And the days passed. And as the days passed Randy started getting a little belligerent. They were having him do embarrassing errands, and he frequently had to run through the garage in bra and panties, or stay late at work, afraid that somebody would discover him in his office, all made with nowhere to go.

After two weeks the girls knew they had to up the stakes.

“Randy,” June tossed him a bag. “Put these on.”

He pulled out a pair of breast forms. He was already walking through the building hunched over and in fear of his own tits being discovered. But these breast forms were bigger. Much bigger.

“Oh, no,” he muttered, but his eyes were shining. He was becoming a literal adrenaline junkie. Excited by having to run through the garage or go buy cosmetics or whatever.

He took off his jacket and put the new forms over his breasts.

Now hunching wasn’t enough. Now if somebody saw him they would see bulges.

And he didn’t complain. His eyes just lit up, and though he said how unhappy he was, he wasn’t. He was getting off on this game.

They gave him errands, and somehow he managed to navigate the building without being caught. He drank at the water fountain, turned into a room just before somebody could catch him, and slid by without notice.

And the gleam in his eyes was getting bigger.

“We’ve created a monster,” muttered June. She was actually getting tired of constantly watching Randy. He was figuring out how to run the company. How to read statistics, how to work spreadsheets, and he was getting good at it.

Well, of course. He was the founder’s grandchild, there had to be some DNA in him.

He started complaining, almost daring the girls to do something, and his biggest complaint was his chastity tube.

“I’m dripping constantly. I need some relief.”

And he was dripping. His pants would spot up in the front and the girls would catch him stuffing toilet paper in the front of his panties.

Which led to his next exciting adventure. But it wasn’t an adventure which would risk him being exposed, it was an adventure that risked changing his whole personality.

Two months in and things came to a head. “Get in here,” Mia snarled. “We’ve had enough of your silliness. Get up on the desk.”

Puzzled, but not really alarmed, after all, they hadn’t beaten him like his whip woman did, he climbed up on his desk.

Ann pulled his pants down. No big deal. That had been done plenty of times.

He knelt on all fours, his bra hanging low, his chastised dick tight between his legs.

“What is this?”

“Don’t talk,” and Mia slapped his ass. Hard.

He grunted, but, again, it wasn’t bad.

Then June stepped behind him and began putting lubricant on his asshole.

“Hey! What are you—“

“Shut!” Another slap on the ass.

Then June showed him the prostate massager. It was like a big thumb, and designed to press on his prostate.

He grunted when they put it in, and now his eyes were wide and uncertain.

They took turns pushing it in and swirling it around. They located his prostate, and began massaging it.

Randy’s eyes got even wider. It was pleasurable. He actually liked it. He never thought he would like something up his butt, but he didn’t know what was good for him.

“Oh,” he said. “I’m going to pee.”

And he did. But not urine…he let out a stream of semen. It came out and felt good and he closed his eyes. No orgasm, but now he was empty.

“Get down. And the next time you talk about having to cum…this is what you’ll get.

Unfortunately, that was what he wanted. The very next week he complained of being horny, of being hornier than he had ever been. So the girls massaged his prostate. And the next week, and the next.

“We’ve got to do something about this,” Mia complained. “He’s like a big baby. We’re always coming up with new things, and it’s not punishment, it’s pleasure.”

Ann said, “I got tired of his whining the other day, so I made him wear a butt plug. All day. And when I told him to take it out he actually looked disappointed.

The girls sat around and bemoaned their fate for a while, and then Randy came in and had to be played with. And they knew…he was definitely leading from the bottom.

Fortunately for them, though they didn’t know it, a rescue was at hand.

It was a Monday and the girls were explaining the facts of life to the smirky Randy, and they heard a commotion at the front of the office.

Not a big thing, just more of a raised whisper, a hub bub, and they looked at each other. What now?

But they were busy spanking Randy and they were too busy to be interrupted, so they continued, and, suddenly, the door opened.

Mathilda Rand walked into the room. The wife of the founder of the company. Randy’s grandmother. The old dame herself. She had stories of starting the company up, of staying up all night to stamp envelopes, of working side by side, tirelessly, with her husband.

She stopped and took in the scene.

Randy with his pants off, bent over the desk, unaware of who had walked in.

Three women taking turns with a ping pong paddle.

And she said: “This ought to be good.”

Randy jumped up and spun, and his face dropped. In his mind this was the end. He was fired. Disowned. Out on his red, striped ass.

The girls jumped back, crestfallen. All their plans were now over. They would be fired.

Mathilda walked across the room, around the desk, and sat down. She leaned back and said one word: “Explain.”

“Well, uh, we, uh…” They all talked at the same time and said the same nothing.

“Stop,” Mathilda commanded, and hers was the voice of iron. She looked at Randy. “Explain.”

Randy looked down at the ground. His pants were still down, and his chastity tube was easy to see.

“Well, uh, these girls were helping me learn about…uh, company discipline. We’re exploring ideas about, uh…”

The three girls stared at each other in shock. He wasn’t throwing them under the bus? Why?

“That is the biggest load of horse shit I have ever heard in my life.” She pointed at Mia. “You, computer girl, talk.”

“Well, uh, I…like he says…”

“Why do I see strange computer programs running on company computers?”

“Well, uh…”

“And what is all that porn doing?” She looked at Randy. “And why are you in the porn?”

Talk ran out at that point. There was nothing more to be said.

But Mathilda had plenty to say. “I’ll tell you what those strange programs and the porn is doing…” she glared at Randy. “My numbnuts grandson got caught getting his ass whipped by a dominatrix.

Jaws started to drop.

“Then you three idiots found out about it and moved in. It’s obvious from the pictures and videos you’ve saved that you’ve been trying to outdo the dominatrix. Now, the only question is…what are we going to do about it.”

“Grandmother,” Randy spoke up, and his voice was suddenly surprisingly strong. “It’s all my fault. I got caught, and they tried to teach me how to run a company. Their advice has been invaluable, and they deserve raises.”

Ann, June and Mia stared in shock. He was actually going to bat for them!

“Not only that, they’ve taught me something about humility. They’ve showed me how to treat my people and get the best out of them.”

“Oh, they have, eh?” Her eyes were thin and snappy, her voice was like the growl of a pitbull.

“Yes, ma’am. And I insist they get rewarded, not fired or disrespected in any manner. No matter what you do to me.”

The room grew silent. The girls were nonplussed and didn’t know what to say.

Randy was done with his speech, and he was actually standing up like a man. A man with his dick in a device and his ass red and raw, but a man.

Mathilda clasped her hands in front of herself and began rocking. Her no nonsense eyes dissected the quartet. Finally, she said: “I wondered what the hell was going on down here. Your statistics for the last couple of months have been a rocket. Not even Hiram and I had statistics like those, and I used to whip his damn ass bloody! And I never let him cum! And when he wasn’t working he was down on his knees and sucking my pussy.

Jaws dropped, all the way to the floor. Eyes opened wide. The atmosphere in the office was as if somebody had dropped a bomb.

“Oh, don’t look so surprised. The real question now is what do we do about this mess.”

“Then you’re not going to fire us?” bubbled Ann.

“Lord no. I’m giving you all a raise. You’ll be Chief Fanny Spankers in charge of bozo brain here. If his stats don’t go up then your salaries will go down. You are tasked with whipping, spanking, putting cherry bombs up his butt if you need to, but his stats will continue to go up if you do what you’ve been doing. So continue. Forget all your current jobs and focus on running him.”

She jerked her chin at her grandson.

“But, grandmother.”

“Oh, shut. You’re just like your grandfather. Without a little slap and tickle you just don’t get the job done. These girls have your ass now, and they’ll do a good job, right?” the old lady glared at the three younger girls. “So you do whatever they say, if they give me a bad report I’ll cut you out of the will. Now, I’m out of here.”

With that the old lady stood up and walked out of the room.

The three girls stared at each other, then at Randy.

“Randy. You didn’t throw us to the dogs,” Ann stated.

Randy looked at the ground, then up at the three girls. “I know I’m not a very nice person. But you’ve taught me something these past few months. When I walk through the office and people come up to me and thank me for a raise, or helping them with child care, or whatever, it feels good. I never felt that kind of good feeling, and I like it.” He shrugged.

“So a little spanking has gone a long way.”

“I hate to say it, but…yes.

Mia said, “then prepare to go a longer way. Bend over that desk.”

Smiling, Randy so bent.

SMACK!

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.


The Seven Second Horn Dog!

Compulsive Sex and the Curse of Chastity!


PART ONE

It wasn’t a black and gloomy day the day the world as we know it  ended. It was bright and sunny. It was a get up and go day. It was the kind of day that kittens and puppies are born on, that little boys go swing bats and run bases, and girls play with their Barbies.

It was the kind of day that I went to garage sales.

Tom didn’t want to. It was the kind of day that he played golf on, so he went to trot around on long green lawns and I was left to myself.

And, before I tell you what I did to Tom, I should tell you what kind of guy he is. Maybe then you’ll understand what I did, and why.

Tom is a wonderful man who forgets anniversaries. He works as hard as he has to, but that’s all. He’s not abusive, he’s just…lazy.

I know, lazy isn’t always all that bad. But in his case it was! When life goes by like a snail, and all you have to look forward to is the clubhouse picnic, and maybe a poke on the weekend, if he’s up to it, that lazy is bad.

And the shame of it is that lazy leads to boredom. My boredom. And that’s not the way I wanted my life to be.

In that bored frame of mind, desperate for a little fun, I went looking at yard sales. And, man, what I found!

It was over on Gardner St. A little house that looked a little shabby, that had a garage that was shabbier, and the tables were lined up on the cracked tarmac of the driveway.

There were boxes of books. Blankets and clothes. Mismatched dishes of every kind. There were little statues of Bo Peep, centennial platters for some defunct company, kid’s toys and tools.

In other words, it was the usual bric a brac.

So I went up one row and down the other, and other people were going up the rows and down the other, and this little, old lady was watching from a saggy beach chair just inside the garage.

Everybody was sort of avoiding the old lady, she was old, had warts, looked a little sickly. She was so ugly that I knew she must have a boring life. And me feeling about boredom the way I do, I said, “It’s a beautiful day.”

“It certainly is.” She had a strange accent, her eyes were a bit rheumy, but I could tell she was glad of a kind word.

So, having hit four garage sales prior to this, and my feet being sore because, silly me, I had worn high heels, I plopped down in the chair next to her and we started chatting.

Nothing deep. No words concerning whether the universe really exists, or things like that, just the usual stuff.

Her children never visited. Her husband had died—did you know he was a great inventor? My house has got mold and I don’t know what to do about it. You can get rid of warts if you soak an onion peel in vinegar and put it on the wart over night. That sort of thing.

And I commiserated, and told her my husband was kind, but a bit boring, and she remarked, aren’t they all—my husband was a great inventor.

And she offered me lemonade, and I took her up to it and we sat and sipped.

And customers wandered by. Every once in a while somebody would buy something, and the day was passing in a most boring fashion. But that was okay, I had made a friend, and I was thinking about the fact that being bored might make me lazy.

And she mentioned that her husband was a great inventor.

Huh! A great inventor. She had mentioned that several times, and she was pretty proud of that. Hmm.

“What did he invent?”

“Oh, he invented new type of ball bearing for skateboards.”

I smiled. “He must have got rich off that.” I was well aware of her shabby house.

“No. Well, yes. He like the girls. He spend everything on wine, women and song.”

That sort of set me back. How do you respond to that?

“Well, what else did he invent?”

“He invent a pogo shoe. You take ten foot step.”

“Oh, my gosh! He must have gotten rich on that!” And I wondered where these fabulous pogo shoes were.

“Car company buy. They don’t anything to replace cars.”

“Hunh!” I grunted. “Well, it’s a man’s world.”

She snickered at that.

“What happened to his money? Don’t tell me it was…”

“Wine, women, song. He cheat on me. Cheat everywhere. He see skirt he chase.”

“Well, that’s too bad. But that’s men for you.” And I wondered about Tom. I always suspicioned him of cheating, probably the only non-lazy thing about him. But I never had proof, he paid the bills, and…it was just a niggle in the back of my mind that I regularly ignored.

Of course, if he did cheat, it might explain why I was getting poked so infrequently.

“What else did he invent?”

But she was done with inventions. I had started her, and she began telling me of his infidelities. And though she spoke gently, it was plain that she wasn’t happy about it.

“He see red headed girl in town. He go see her on Tuesday for a year, then he dump her and find a blonde. He come home with lipstick on his mouth, not even care enough to wipe off, and…”

She went on and on, and I started getting antsy, so when she wound down a little I said, “Well, it sounds like it’s a man world, and sure would be nice to do something about it, but…” I looked at my cell. “The time. I need to go.”

I started to get up and she placed a hand on my wrist. “It used to be man world, but I fix him good.”

She was intense, her eyes glittered, and I couldn’t help myself. “What did you do?”

She looked around, made sure there were no shoppers around us, and whispered, “I change his mind.”

I chuckled. “Now you’re talking impossible. Men are set in stone. You can’t change a man’s mind.” And I whispered jokingly, “They may not even have a mind to change!”

She grinned, I wanted to stand up, but her little claw held me down. And she said, “Husband invent way to make change mind. I use it to change his.”

“You changed a man’s mind?” My grin was wry.

“Oh, yes.”

“How much did he get for this invention.”

“I not let him. He just spend it on wine, women, song. So I change him.”

She laughed again, and I noticed her false teeth were in bad repair.

“Well, why didn’t you sell this invention?”

She regarded me silently. Then said, “Come with me.”

She stood up, and nothing for it, I followed her.

She led me into her house, and it was stacked with more boxes. And bags. And rickety furniture. She had a year’s worth of yard sales here.

We went into the dining room where she moved a stack of ancient magazines off the dining table and lifted a box and placed it there. She reached into the box and took out a tiny, little jewelry box. I could tell the bigger box was packed with these little jewelry boxes. She opened the one she had and took out a pair of quite pretty earrings. She handed them to me. “Put on.”

Well, I blinked, and I thought of hemming and hawing and getting the hell out of Dodge, but the look in her eyes…she was very intense.

I took my own baubles off and inserted the poles of her earrings through my ears, closed them, and…stopped.

I heard things. Little whispers. Little voices just out of range. Little…somethings. Just like voices, but not voices. It was in my head.

I started to take the earrings off. They were scaring me, but the old lady gripped my wrist and shook her head. “Wait. Relax. Breath. It get better.”

Better? Than this spooky, weird shit going on in my head?

I was going to pull my hand loose and take them off, and the heck with what she said, but she pulled me towards the garage. “Listen. Not be scared. Listen.

She opened the door and the world ended.

I mean, it changed and there was no way it was going to go back.

I could hear the men thinking.

Not the women.

Just the men.

And their thoughts…they were crazy.

‘Wonder what this is worth?’ a man thought, picking up a deck of playing cards. The cards had pictures of naked women on them.

And the man thought ‘SEX!’

Then he placed the cards down and walked on to the next table.

I looked at the women, no thoughts. Just mild interest in this or that, and that recognizable by their attitude.

I looked at another man. By focusing my attention I could pick up his specific thoughts and the rest of the men faded into the background.

‘I could get this barbecue for Shelly, but then I’d have to get the rust off it, and….’ yada yada yada, finished up with, ‘I don’t want to do all that work.’ And he looked at the next item on the table and…’SEX!’ He was looking at a rolling pin. A damned rolling pin, and I could see the images spouting out of his mind. Laying on the bathroom floor and putting that rolling pin…oh, my God! My eyes widened as I realized where the dildo shaped handle of that rolling pin was going to go!

I shifted my attention to another man. He was looking at magazines. He glanced at a woman, and I could feel his boredom. She had dragged him along, and…he reached into his pants and started playing with himself. SEX!

I looked at the first man. ‘SEX! roared through his mind. He was checking out a woman with a baby.

A woman with a baby? What kind of man…

The little old lady tapped my arm and I looked at her. She smiled at the shock in my eyes. “You make do what you want.”

“What? How?”

“Man looking at tools. You think he horny.”

I looked over at a chubby guy in coveralls. He was examining  a set of sockets. Now I didn’t intend to think him ‘horny.’ But it’s like that purple thing.

If you tell somebody not to think of the color purple they have to think of the color purple before they can not think of it.

And the old lady had told me to make him horny, and I could help it, that thought was in my mind.

Suddenly I felt him twitch. And his head started to look down. And he felt this bump growing in his groin. He started to look around, adjusted his crotch, looked around, put the tools down and started to leave.

And his mind was screaming SEX! SEX! SEX!

But then he suddenly relaxed, turned around, and came back to the table with the tools on it.

“What happened?”

“I take sex out of his mind.”

“You can do that?”

“Took out of husband’s all time. No more wine, women, song. He stay home and do dishes.”

“You’re saying you can control a man? Completely?”

“Easy.”

All I could do was stare at her, and she started wheezing.

And I finally asked her, “But you’re not wearing earrings!”

She started coughing, but managed to say, “Wear earrings long enough don’t need.”

“How long?”

“People…” cough, cough, cough, “…different.”

Cough.

“Are you all right?”

She nodded, but she had one hand to her chest. “Just need to sit.”

I took her arm and walked her back into the house.

Cough, cough…cough…wheeze. Ack…

I helped her sit.

She smiled and said, “You keep earrings.”

Then she died. Just slumped over and croaked. “Ma’am? Lady?” I shook her, but…she was gone.

I went to the sink in the kitchen and grabbed a towel, wetted it, and went back. Now she was on the floor. Cooling.

“Oh, lady.” I breathed deeply. Sadly.

I put the wet towel on the back of a chair and sighed. I took out my phone and dialed 911.

“What’s your emergency, ma’am?”

“A lady just dropped dead. We were talking, then she started coughing and—“

“Your location?”

She was abrupt, but I understood. “I’m at a house on Gardner. Just off Lincoln. There’s a yard sale here so it’s easy to see.”

“Please stay there ma’am, until the ambulance arrives.”

I said I would and hung up.

I actually wanted to be somewhere else. But…she had been a nice lady. What a shame.

I wandered out and there were a couple of people waiting to pay.

“Who do I pay for this?” The man held up the rolling pin and I saw SEX! in his mind.

“Everybody? Everybody!”

They all quieted and looked at me.

“The old lady who was doing this has just died. An ambulance is on the way.” To the man with the rolling pin and the neon SEX! above his head: “Why don’t you just take what you want, but, uh…could you help me move the tables back into the garage.

Nobody said anything.

Crap. Lazy. Just like Tom. So I don’t know what possessed me, why I did what I did, I thought, ‘Moving tables in makes you horny.’

SEX! SEX! SEX! lit up over the heads of all the men.

“Yeah. I’ll help.” The chubby man who had looked at tools licked his lips.

“Sure, I can lend a hand,” said the rolling pin man.

“What the hell…”

Men everywhere, suddenly motivated, began moving tables in, picking up the old ladies stuff and putting it in the garage.

I stared in wonder, shocked at what I had made happen, and I heard the sound of a far away siren.

Within minutes everything was inside the garage and the men just stood there, looking at me, big shit eating grins on their faces. Waiting.

But what were they waiting for?

And then I knew. They were horny. And though they didn’t know I had given them that silent, mental command, they were fixated.

The ambulance arrived and a pair of hunky EMT got out and started walking up the driveway. They were young, and they were healthy, and every seventh step SEX! blasted through their brains.

Oh, my God!

EMTS scanning for pussy. A crowd of middle-aged men waiting for…for…and I did it.

And I had the thought, ‘I wish they would just cum.’

And every one of those men began twitching, their eyes got a far away look, and they staggered a bit…and they began to disperse.

Stunned, I saw wet blots appear on their groins.

I had made them cum in their pants!

“Ma’am?” The two EMTs stood in front of me. I was standing on the doorstep to the house, and I appeared to be in charge, and I looked at the EMTs and…I started getting horny!

They were young, handsome, rippling with muscles. The one on the right was a towhead with a grin that you wanted eating your pussy. The one on the left was dark-haired, with a wry mouth that you just wanted to kiss.

And, as I got horny, I was blasting out commands, and they started getting horny.

They stared at me, fidgeted, and the bulges in their pants grew.

Almost gasping, I forced myself to turn and open the door. “She’s in here.”

The EMTs followed me in, their legs a little weak for the raging boners in their pants.

I led them to the old lady, and I tried to control my own sexual lust. I gave them commands to calm down, and, eventually, it worked.

But they kept looking at me, and there was hunger in their eyes. They had looked at me, had severe boner reaction, and now they were fixated on me.

Yes, I could drive them away. A few curt words would discourage them, but I realized that once I bonerized a fellow they were somewhat obsessed with me. They didn’t know I had done anything, but, maybe subconsciously, they did.

Still, since I had calmed them down, they were able to bend down and attend to the old lady.

One took the pulse, the other used a little electrical box, about the size of a computer printer, and listened to her chest.

They looked up, “”Sorry, ma’am. She’s gone.”

Wow. Go to a yard sale and watch people die. That was not my idea of a good garage sale. I sighed, and they took over. They brought in a gurney and loaded her on it. They covered her face, and they rolled her out.

And…that was it.

I was left alone in a house that no longer had an owner.

For a moment I just thought about getting out of there, but…but I felt I had to do something.

I rummaged through a couple of kitchen drawers, saw bills with her name on it. Esmerelda Took. I found a couple of old letters, mostly advertisements for car insurance. But there was no sign of anything about relatives.

Crap. Well, I was going to have to call the police and let them take over. I certainly had no idea how to—I stopped. I stared. The box of earrings.

Hey, I don’t think I’m a bad person, but…I picked up the whole box and took it out and put it in my trunk.

Stealing from a dead person. Is that really a crime? Well, I guess it is. But I didn’t feel like a criminal.

So I called the police, reported what had happened, and was told to wait there.

I didn’t feel like it. I went out to the car, hopped in, and drove off. Just like that.

In the coming weeks and months I would keep an eye on that house, and I even went to an auction, but the earrings were apparently the only thing of interest.

Of interest to me, that is.

And as I drove home I thought about…SEX!

“Honey! I’m home!”

No answer. I didn’t expect any. Tom’s car was still gone. He must be playing the full 18 holes.

I walked upstairs, and slowed down. Then stopped.

I was still wearing the earrings, and I could hear a loud whisper.

Sex! Sex! Sex!

Down the hall, in the bathroom. And I saw it in my mind’s eye. Bobby. My son. Just turned 18 and…he was jacking off!

Masturbating! Beating his meat!

As I focused on him I realized that I could perceive his thoughts ten times better than any stranger’s. I knew him. He was my own blood. I could look right into his mind.

He was holding his cell phone. The cell phone we had bought him for Christmas, with the understanding that he would be responsible. No hacking. No swatting. It was for communication.

Well, he was communicating all right. He was communicating with his dick.

I could feel him fapping. His right fist pounding up and down, stroking his…my God! He had a big dick!

I stepped closer, but kept quiet.

I focused, and I could see through his eyes. He had a porn site on his phone, and he was watching some girl…she was masturbating, too!

It was his girlfriend! Tanya! It wasn’t a porn site, he was just talking to her, and they were mutually masturbating!

I cleared my throat, and he was oblivious to it.

His thoughts, ‘Sex! Sex! Sex!’ mingled with his muttered voice. “Oh, baby. Come on, let’s do it together. Come on.”

I cleared my throat loudly.

He froze. “Wait!” He whispered hoarsely.

I could hear Tanya’s voice. “Wait for what? Baby! I’m close!”

“I heard somebody.”

I smothered a laugh. I was a fly on the wall, but I was a fly who could control everything.

After a minute he started jacking again.

Now, I have said I’m not a mean person. And, to tell you the truth, I’m a fairly sexual person. And, I know it was my son, but…try not to get excited when you’re in somebody’s mind and that mind is screaming SEX! SEX! SEX!

So, I was intrigued, and a bit horny, but…I was also mischievous.

I thought, ‘You can’t cum.’

“Oh, baby. I’m almost there!”

“Me, too!”

“Huh…huh…huh…”

I watched, and I heard her cumming. She moaned like a whore with sand in her vaseline. And, poor Bobby, he kept beating and beating and beating.

“Oh, baby. I can’t…I can’t…

“Oh, Bobby, that was so fucking good!”

“Baby…I can’t…”

I snickered, a hand over my mouth.

“You can’t what?”

“I can’t, quite…I…oh, shit!”

I could feel his rising heat. I could feel his hand pounding away, almost like it was my hand and I had a penis. I could feel his rising frustration. And I felt him getting so frustrated that he was going to stop.

‘You can’t stop,’ I thought.

He kept pounding.

“Well, I’ve got to go, Bobby.”

“But…I need…can’t you…”

But there was nothing she could do, and, let’s face it, she was done.

“Got to go, baby. Talk to you later.” She hung up.

Bobby kept stroking and stroking, he was almost in tears. I decided to take mercy on him. But not the kind of mercy he wanted.

I opened the door.

Bobby sat on the toilet. His pants down. His hand stroking his penis, up and down, up and down, and…he couldn’t let go.

His face turned the most delicious red. It was redder than my reddest lipstick.

“What are you doing?” I spoke conversationally, as if I couldn't see with my own eyes.

“I’m…I’m…I’m…”

“It looks like you’re abusing yourself. Is that what you’re doing? Bobby?”

“Uh…uh…” Funny. His grunts were synchronizing with his hand strokes. I could see the head of his penis, and it looked deliciously purple.

“Speak up, son.”

His face was a marvel of contortions.

After a moment I asked, “Is this really what you want to do?”

“I…I’m sorry…sorry…”

I could feel his thoughts, blasted into a dust of confusion. He was horny, and couldn’t stop being horny, and…I started laughing.

I know. Me bad. But it was so…strange. And…it was powerful. But, it was my own son. I mean, enough is enough. I had thoroughly embarrassed him, and there was nothing he could do, so I said, “Go on. Cum.”

His pecker exploded. All that pent up energy. And his eyes rolled back, and if I was to give that a score, on a scale one to ten, that was an eleven.

His semen shot across the little room and splatted on the wall, then it dribbled, and his hand slowed down, and he tried to catch his breath.

“I guess you were horny.” And I closed the door and went snickering down the hall.

Now, a part of me felt guilty. There is no denying that. But a bigger part of me, a much bigger part, was dazed by my power. Inside I was exulting. I had stopped man from cumming, then I had made him cum, and just from a word. A thought.

But, it was my son, and that caused me to start thinking.

And thinking and thinking.

And Tom walked in. And I knew, instantly, that he had been cheating.

I stared at him.

He grinned, secure that I couldn’t read his mind, not knowing that his thoughts were all laid out for me to peruse.

First, he didn’t have that SEX! blasting out of his head every seven seconds.

That’s right, just from my quick studies of men on the street, at the garage sale, I knew that men have a sex thought every seven seconds. They couldn’t help it. And that, I smiled, made them meat for me.

But Tom didn’t have that SEX! thought every seven seconds. He didn’t have it hardly at all. All he had was a lazy lassitude.

He wants to roll over and go to sleep. To have a cigarette. To go to a bar and smoke cigars and laugh with the men.

Who’d you boff today, George?

Some little bitch I met at the…at the store, at the movies, at the cafe, at the bar…

How about you, Sam? Stuck your pecker in a pussy lately?

Sure. There was this slut down at the gunshop.

Met a girl on the street.

An old flame from high school.

She works at a dress store…a pharmacy…the library.

Tom kissed me on the cheek and said, “I’m going to take a shower.”

He didn’t notice the way my face had frozen. Or maybe the way my mind had frozen. He was oblivious. He had had his ashes hauled and he didn’t care. Life was a peach…and I felt like the pits.

I listened to the shower start up, the glass door opening and closing. Him singing.

In my husband’s mind I could read all-l-l sorts of thoughts. Lazy thoughts.

I was good for fixing dinner, but past that I just wasn’t very…exciting.

That was a blinker. I wasn’t exciting? I was boring.

And, in his mind I was a bit frumpy. He liked to be with women who painted their nails all the time, wore make up all the time, dressed sexy, with their tits hanging out and had a propensity for saying ‘yes.’

No ‘I’ve got a headache tonight’ for him. Didn’t matter that headaches were real for women, and especially once a month.

I was in his mind, watching him wash his balls off. Feeling him stroke his cock. And I got pissed.

‘ERECT!’ I thought.

Then I began getting dressed.

I could feel him in the shower, a bit bemused. He had just cum, and he was proud of the fact that he was already hard again. He had no idea that I was doing it to him.

I wiggled into a corset. I hadn’t worn it for years, but it made my waist slim right down. And it made my boobs stand right out.

I put on a half bra, and my tits, looking larger than life, suddenly pointed, and the nipples were hefty pointers. Ready for a mouth.

But I wasn’t going to get a mouth. Not right now. Not from Tom.

I had the thought: ‘Don’t cum!’

He was stroking himself, lathering up the soap and soaping away. Stroke, stroke, stroke. He was going to be stroking that puppy for a long time before I let him cum again.

I wiggled into a skirt, then put on a blouse. A thin blouse. My nips poked right out and I felt a surge of heat.

Not just the anger heat I felt for Tom, but a sexy heat emanating from between my thighs.

I thought, in the most errant fashion. Sex is power.

And now I had the power, and I was going to go get the sex.

I slipped into my nylons, then high heels. I sat down at my make up table and went to work.

In the shower Tom was stroking. Funny. He knew he couldn’t cum, but the feeling of his hard dick, the throb and pulse, it was too much. He had gone from a no SEX! thought to SEX! SEX! SEX! every seven seconds. Back to normal. But I was going to push him past normal. Way past.

I thought, ‘Don’t touch.’

He let go. Looked at his hands in shock. His penis pulsed, and I thought, ‘Drip.’

His penis started dripping pre-cum. A drop every ten seconds or so. He couldn’t tell in the shower with all the water, but he would realize it soon enough.

I shadowed my eyes, grinned at my earrings, then put on some lipstick. Nice, bright, red lipstick. The kind of lipstick that promises blow jobs and mind popping sex.

The shower door opened, and closed, and he stepped into the doorway.

“Honey, there’s something wrong.”

I looked at his penis. It was purple. I could see the slightly slick color of the drop forming from his slit.

“Looks fine to me,” I screwed my lipstick tube closed and turned to him with a wan smile.

“But…I’m…it’s hard!”

“Oh, goodie.” I spoke with a yawn.

“This is serious!”

“I know. It’s called priapism. But you’re in no danger.”

“But…I can’t…it won’t…”

“Go soft.”

His dick drooped.

“Oh!” he sighed in relief. Then he was startled and looked at me.

“Erect.”

SPROING!

“What?” His eyes were wide.

“Soft.”

When his dick went limp he panicked. Not from the dick, but from the idea that I was controlling him.

“Erect.”

“Stop that!”

Good. He knew.

“I’m going out now.”

“But…I need to…where are you…my penis…”

“Your penis will be erect, but you can’t touch it. You will drip, and you will throb…”

I thought of the sensation of a feather tickling up the underside of his cock. He shuddered uncontrollably. I decided to put a command in his head. Every minute he would get the feather.

I smiled.

“Honey, what is going on? How are you doing this?”

“How was golf today?”

“Golf? It was fine! but…”

I could see him trying to shutter part of his thoughts, pull a curtain over his cheating.

“And did you run into anybody?”

“Just the guys.”

His cock was pulsing so hard it was almost bouncing. Rising and falling, and I could feel his SEX! thought ruling his mind. It was hard for him to even think, and yet he kept dissembling.

“So you played the full 18 holes?”

“Of course,” he lied. I could see in his mind, like it was in my own mind. Her name was Lisa, and he had driven out to the hills with her and she had leaned over and bobbed her head on his penis. So he hadn’t fucked her, not this time, but he had gotten a blow job. And she had swallowed and smacked her lips. I could see her happy face in my mind.

“So you didn’t run into anybody special?”

“No! Are you doing this to my dick? How are you—“

“Somebody named Lisa?”

He turned ashen. All emotion left his face. He stood there, his hands at his side, unable to speak for being caught, unable to stop his dick from throbbing, unable to touch himself and finish himself off.

I turned back to the mirror and inspected myself. I was a good looking woman. Yes, I had had two children, a boy and a girl, but I was healthy in the hips, rotund in the butt, hefty in the boobs, and I had a nice face.

And my reward was a cheating husband.

I looked at Tom in the mirror. Caught and helpless. A man. Weak. Driven by SEX! Not able to do anything.

Was it his fault?

Sure.

But…should I dump twenty years of marriage?

No.

But I could teach him a lesson.

I sighed.

“Honey?” he tried.

“Shut up,” I murmured, and he did. And I realized that with more sexual frustration, the more the man would do what you wanted. He would even do things that had nothing to do with sex.

“Stand on one foot.”

He stood.

“Hop up and down.”

He hopped.

“Stop.”

He stopped.

I stood up and went to him. I faced him, inches away, kissing distance away, and I whispered.

“You are erect. You can’t touch your penis. You can’t cum. I want you to do the laundry, cut the lawn, feed the children do the dishes, then go to bed. You will do this naked, except for the lawn, or when you might be seen by neighbors.”

He managed to ask, “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to go out and get fucked. Then I’m going to come home and let you eat me out. Then I’m going to sleep while you continue cleaning the house. Tomorrow morning I will talk with you. Until then, shut up.”

His mouth slapped shut and his eyes grew big.

I turned around and headed for the door.


PART TWO

I strode down the hallway. I was pissed off, happy with what I’d done with Tom—the man needed a firm hand, I realized that now—and ready to party.

A deserved party. He had cheated enough, and now it was time to find out if sauce for the gander really was sauce for the goose.

“Bobby! Tina!”

My voice was strident and they popped out of their rooms. Tina popped quickly, but I think she might have been about to go out with her friends. Bobby was a little slower, but then he was still red in the face when he looked at me.

“Yes, mother?”

Tina’s a dear. She’s a bit of a smart ass, but she’s smart, has a sense of humor that would make a goat laugh, and…she’s got my looks. Big boobs, oval face framed by luscious hair, plump lips.

Bobby, on the other hand, was taking after his father. Played video games all day, didn’t want to help around the house. He was handsome and hunky, lots of muscles and a rugged face the girls loved, but…he was lazy.

“Children, your father will be naked today, and he will have an erection. Just ignore him.”

“Ignore him?” asked Tina, a bit befuddled, not to say confused by the simple act of me referring to sexual apparatus so freely.

I mean, Tom and I weren’t prudes, but we watched the sex talk. Right now I was so mad I didn’t care, and I was going to talk sex as much as I wanted.

“Totally. If he even tells you to do something, you can ignore him. And tell him that I said so.”

I knew Tom could hear me, but he didn’t say anything.

“Tom! Come out here!”

A sound of shuffling feet, then Tom stepped into the hallway.

The children’s jaws dropped. They simply opened their faces and their bodies slumped a little, and they stared. It was one thing to hear me talk about Tom, to say he would be naked and bonerized, but it was another thing to actually see him.

As for Tom, his whole body was red. His face was distraught. Yet my command was working well. His dick kept bobbing up and down.

“I told the children to ignore you. All right?”

Tom mumbled and fumbled and tried to say something.

“All right?” I snapped.

It was a question, not a command, but I had said it with enough zip that it worked like a command. He quickly nodded and said, “Okay.”

I turned back to Bobby and Tina. “Okay, Tina, are you caught up with your school work?”

“Of course, mother.”

“And your grades are good?”

“All Bs with one A.”

“Excellent. You may go out with your friends.”

She was blinking. Usually I was much more strict, but I had seen what was in men’s minds, and I knew what was in women’s minds.

Men: SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! Seven seconds. SEX!

Women: Sex. Sort of. Maybe a couple of times a day. Unless, of course, men started picking on them. Then they would respond. but…my girl was good, she wasn’t a man, and I had the feeling she would listen to me and conduct herself appropriately.

“Bobby?”

“Yeah?” His face was embarrassed, and now a bit sullen. Maybe he was just seeing what was happening to my husband, and was worrying that it was going to happen to him.

And it would happen to him if he didn’t straighten up.

“Are you ahead on your homework?”

“Uh…yeah. Sort of.”

I could feel him prevaricating.

“That’s nonsense. And how are your grades?”

“They’re okay.”

“More nonsense. You have all Ds and one F. You will stay home and do school work.”

“All right.”

Then I let the other shoe drop.

“You will not play video games. You will not talk on the phone.”

Tina snickered.

I smiled at the look of helplessness on his face.

And I knew he would ignore me. I could see it in his mind. I could see him running to play video games as soon as I left.

Now, I could make him do things, but I didn’t want to. I didn’t want a robot following instructions. So I had to figure out ways to make him pay heed, but without squashing.

Bullying was okay, in a sexual sense. But squashing? That’s not the way to raise healthy sons. So I said: “Get naked.”

Tina gasped and stared at me.

Bobby couldn’t help himself. A shocked look on his face as his hands did things he wasn’t telling them to, he took off his shirt, then his pants. He tried to stall then, but I snapped. “Everything, mister!”

He took off his underpants, and I grinned. “Boner up.”

SPROING! He turned to jump back into his room.

“Stay here!”

He froze.

“Take your hands away from your groin. Stand up straight!”

He stood, and Tina and I stared. He had a very nice cock.

Of course, as mother and sister, Tina and I had no sexual interest in Bobby, but I realized that I should have had a good, long birds and bees talk with my children after this.

“Mom!” he whimpered.

I faced my husband and children. “Sex is natural. It is nothing to be ashamed of. Men, however, have a sexual thought every seven seconds. That doesn’t make them bad, it just is what it is. Unfortunately, that means they are frequently out of control. It is up to women to control them. Do you understand that?”

Everybody nodded.

“Now, we are going to be talking about sex a lot, and you fellows aren’t going to be wearing clothes much, and you are going to learn to behave yourself.”

I turned to Tina. “I will be asking your help in this, and I’ll talk to you more about it later. Right now I need to go out and fuck a man.”             

If jaws could possibly drop further I didn’t know how.

“Your father has been untrue to me, and I’m going to see if sex with somebody else other than your mate is really all that good.

“Tina, I trust you to be circumspect and choose wisely before having sex. I trust you to control the young men you will come in contact with, and I will show you how to control them tomorrow.

“Bobby. I am not going to curtail all your activities. From here on out you will have an erection, and if you start talking to a girl about sex, even seriously thinking about it, your penis will go limp.

“Tom, you already have your orders.

“Now, I’ll be late tonight. See you then.”

I turned and marched out, and I could feel the dropped jaws, the staring eyes, the wonder in their shell shocked brains.

And it made me grin. For the first time in my life I. felt truly in control, not the victim of sex crazed idiots who have an impulse every seven seconds.

I walked into the Cow Shed Tavern—I kid you not, that is the name of the place—and sat down on a stool at the bar.

“Bourbon and Coke,” I asked the barkeep.

He was young, probably 22 or 23, and I saw the SEX! go on in his mind.

I watched him, and frowned. I was fed up with men. ‘Boner,’ I thought.

He looked down at his apron. It started to grow and he blinked. I grinned. He had boners before, probably even instant ones, but never like this.

A bit confused, a bit red in the face, he placed a glass on a napkin. then he turned and went to the end of the bar. I watched him in a reflection of the mirror against the back wall. He was rubbing the front of his apron. Heh.

The bar was dimly lit, an argument for saving energy, or perhaps obscuring ugly girls until the men were too drunk.

Not that a man would turn up his nose at an ugly girl. SEX! you know.

I sipped and swiveled around.

The bar was maybe twenty feet long, highly polished. The glasses were neat and shiny and ready for use. There was no dance floor, but there was a space at the far wall which could be used for one. There were booths against the wall running next to the street, and a big potted plant next to the entrance.

One table held a couple.

One table held four men chatting, looked like golfers. Big pitcher of beer and continuous chuckles.

One table held a lone man. Sipping his whiskey morosely, thinking the world was against him, no doubt.

And I blinked. What was I doing guessing at what men were thinking?

I looked at the barkeep. He was actually humping the corner of the ice machine. Grinned, I thought, ‘limp.’

Sure, he was a sex crazed maniac, but, when you think about it, even though driven by SEX! every seven seconds, he had paid me a compliment. He had admired me. And if I punished every man who admired me I would shortly be a lonely girl. And bitter. And I would be the one punished.

I looked at the couple. The girl was a blank to me, but being a woman, and having been a girl, I had a feeling what was going on. I listened to the man’s mind to see if I was right.

I could hear his thoughts like a voice. ‘…know you’re married. But I love you, baby. Let’s go to a motel and talk about it.’

Hunh! A motel? They’d make it out to his car and he would have his pants down and his dick out and…and I smiled. I ran an invisible feather under his penis.

He jerked. He didn’t spin around, he just started blinking.

I could see her asking what was wrong.

‘Nothing…nothing…I just felt…something.’

‘Every minute you will feel somebody blow on your cock like this.’

I pursed my lips and blew, then, an after thought, I stuck out my tongue as if I was licking the underside of a penis.

He jumped again, and now he did look around.

So I gave the command, ‘If you get her in bed, or the car or wherever, you will go limp.’

I suppressed a giggle, and turned to the four golfers.

Hmm. I listened, and there was a gabble of voices. I blinked and backed off. That had been pretty confusing. I focused, and tried to listen to just one. I could, but…but it would take practice.

SEX! Just talking to the others he had had his seven second impulse.

There I was, in the sand, and Charlie, he says…

And, seven seconds later…SEX!

Just normal. Weird, but wow.

I focused on another. Listening…listening…SEX!

I sat through the seven seconds a couple of times, but there was nothing there.

I listened to the other two, but it was exactly what it looked like. Four guys out for golf and beer. No funny business. No cheating or mistresses, and then I figured something out. If I didn’t ask questions, or catch them in the act, they wouldn’t think about it. There might be a cheater or two there, or maybe all four, but out of sight out of mind. Hunh!

I didn’t bother giving any of them a boner, or setting up some sort of phantom blow job or anything.

“Can I buy you a drink?”

It was the lone guy. While I had been conjecturing over the four guys he had walked right up next to me. I had a sudden thought that he was sneaky, and wondered if I could set up some sort of alarm system. Train myself to catch lurkers and stalkers and such.

“Bourbon and Coke,” I smiled, and looked inside his mind.

Oh, Lord. He was a horn dog. He was the kind of guy that epitomized ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em.’

He would lie, he would cheat, and he would do anything, just to get his cock fucked.

And he masked it all with a bored but handsome face.

And his mind wasn’t going SEX! SEX SEX! every seven seconds. It was every two seconds. This guy had literally nothing else in his head except his rutting urge.

I considered him, sipping his bourbon so happily, waiting for his next squirt. No allegiances. No girlfriend, and certainly no marriage.

On one hand, it was sort of disgusting.

On the other hand, wasn’t this why I was here?

I turned to him, put a hand on his thigh and asked, “If you could stop being such a damn horn dog…would you?”

“No.” He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t prevaricate or lie or do anything except tell the absolute truth.

“Doesn’t it bother you being a male slut?”

No hesitation, just a shrug and, “I am what I am.”

I ran my hand up his thigh. He was hard already, and here was a problem I never would have imagined.

I couldn’t blackmail him with boners. Well, I could, but it wouldn’t be the same.

Then I wondered…could I blackmail him with limp?

Probably. But if he lost his hard on he would probably go insane.

But, here’s the thing: he was more honest than most men I had ever met. Sure, he was a pervert, and if I fooled around inside his mind long enough, poked at all the things that made him the way he was…I would probably get disgusted.

He smiled. “We going to waste time talking? Or can we just be grown up about this?”

“Your car or mine?” I asked.

He actually had a van, I could see it in his head.

“Yours,” I answered before he could, which goes to show how horny I was.

We walked out of the bar, and sauntered, his arm around my waist, across to his van.

It was more than a van. It was a pussy wagon. It was one of those camper type vans, complete with mini-kitchen, toilet and bedroom. Needless to say, I was more interested in his bedroom than his mini-kitchen.

I threw myself on the bed and turned over, faced him with a big grin.

He slid the door shut and smiled. Then he took his pants off.

And I cringed. He had a small weenie.

But I didn’t say anything. That’s something that every woman learns early on. Don’t tell a man he’s got a small dick, even if he has one.

Now, thus far I hadn’t used my earring power. But seeing his tiny weenie, and realizing that that was probably the reason he was a horn dog, to make up for being short changed, I gave the silent command. ‘HARD!’

He was erect already, but now he was like steel.

He grunted as the surge hit him.

I grabbed it and deep throated. I couldn’t normally deep throat, but then I’m not normally confronted with a four inch weenie.

It was actually sort of fun, feeling his balls, which were regular size, and being able to take his whole cock in my mouth.

He pushed back and forth, fucking my face, and I felt like such a slut. And, dammit, it felt good!

And I thought of Tom at home. And then I didn’t think about him.

“I think…I’m….you’re…”

“Don’t cum,” I whispered, and he was somewhat amazed when the desire, so close, receded.

It turned into a wild party. I didn’t expect much from a shorty, but I would realize that he made up for his shortcomings by being very intense and educated with his love making.

He pushed me back and went to eating me, and suddenly it didn’t matter how long or short his dick was, I just knew that he was doing magical things with it.

I mentally stroked his asshole, and he lurched forward, his eyes widening in surprise.

He finger banged me, two fingers, scooping upward, against my G-spot.

I heated up his balls until he yelped.

He put his whole fist to me, and pushed like he wanted in. I wasn’t that loose, yet, but I countered by giving a mental squeeze on his cock that took his breath away. I could actually feel his panic, as the thought that his cock might actually separate from his body shot through him. But it didn’t separate, and he slipped into me.

I couldn’t feel much of him, but what I could feel was incredible. He licked my tits as he ground into me. He pulled on my nipples with his teeth and pushed a finger up my butt.

He was insatiable. He was a goat, a satyr. He fucked, and he fucked so hard that it felt like his short length was going in as deep as a guy with a normal cock.

And the longer I lay there, the harder he tried. It was like he was the Energizer Bunny, put on an endless loop of rutting, and suddenly I realized…I had denied his cum. He was responding like any guy, trying harder.

I laughed, and it felt like I was close.

“What?” he grunted, seriously trying to stick his dick all the way through me.

“You’re fucking fabulous!” I came, and it felt like somebody had blown up a firecracker in my pussy. It just blew, and I was suddenly arched and gasping as the heat went through my body.

He smiled, was proud, and I took off my command. “Cum, you asshole.”

He came, and for a guy with a short dick, he sure had a lot of semen. He just kept shooting and shooting. Amazing.

I pulled into my driveway and sighed. That had been a good fuck. Was it better than fucking Tom?”

Yep. Not even close. My hubby was not just lazy, he was lazy in bed.

Well, that was going to end.

Entered the house and Tina was still out, but as I approached the stairs Bobby came to the top stair and begged. “Can I put on some clothes?”

I ascended the stairs, and as I approached the second floor I could see his naked body up close. His erection sprouted out, throbbed, and juice dripped from the tip.

“Go limp,” I said.

He looked down and actually gave a jump.

I remembered I had given him the blow job every minute, and I took that off.

“What did you say,”

He looked up, tormented, tortured, and said, “Please, let me wear clothes.”

“Do you promise to be a good boy and follow directions.”

“Yes.”

“Did you do your homework?”

“Yes.

But I could see the shade of a lie in there.

“And what else did you do?”

“Nothing!” a bit of panic in his mind.

“I can see you’re hiding something from me. What did you do that I wouldn’t like?”

But he wouldn’t tell me. But I could tell it was sexual. Sex. Subdued. Ashamed. Didn’t want to tell me.

“Stay naked. And…” I considered it. It was late, no more homework, I might just as well have fun with him. “Stay hard.”

SPROING!

“And don’t touch it.”

He gawped at me as I walked past him. I could actually feel the heat of his red face. his hands were scrabbling around, but coldn’t manage to touch himself.

“Mom?” Such a whimper.

I walked into the bedroom. Where was Tom?

I walked out and asked Bobby, “Where’s your father?”

“I don’t know.”

I searched through the house. Now where in heck was that man.

Interestingly, I wasn’t mad at him any more. I had had my fuck, and I just wanted him to eat me.

I found him in the garage doing the laundry.

“Hello, dear.”

“Uh, hi.” He was so cute, all humiliated like that.

“Let’s go upstairs.”

He trailed along behind me. “Did you…did you…”

“Yep.”

I felt his mind deflate. Aha. So he like cheating, but he didn’t like being cheated on.

“Honey, I’m sorry.”

“Okay,” I took my cum drenched panties off and tossed them on the floor. He stared at them. He could see the semen on them. His face looked like the Titanic had just sunk.

I lay back on the bed and spread my legs. “Do a good job, honey.”

He tried to stop himself, but he had had all night long to think about it, and that had really sexed him up. Even as he tried to refuse his mind was going SEX! SEX! SEX!

“Feel this?” I ran a feather on the underside of his cock.

“Oh!”

“Or this?”

I twisted his balls gently. I could feel the semen in him wanting to burst out.

“Or…”

“Stop!”

I waited.

“Can’t we—“

“Or this?”

I gave his cock sensations of cold, like ice cubes running down his penis, then circling his balls, and finally heading for his asshole.

“Oh! God!” he moaned, jerking as the sensations motivated him. But when the icy feeling heading for his bunghole he panicked. “Stop!”

I waited.

“Okay…okay…”

He moved slowly, but that was okay. I was all for ripping the bandaid off slowly.

He placed his hands on my knees, moved his head forward. his eyes were begging. Mine were nonchalant. He moved slower and slower, and the anticipation become more and more delicious, then I felt his mouth on me.

Oh, crap! This was exciting, not lazy, not boring, but an explosive adventure in excitement. And now that he was down there he became more and more excited. He licked, he slurped, and I even heard him gulp. He cleaned me out. He sucked all the cum out of me, and now I felt close. I had had a cum with the horn dog, but now I wanted another one. Greedy me.

“Fuck me,” I said.

He jumped up and his cum covered face was grinning.

“But don’t cum.”

He almost cried. And he put his penis in me, a full sized penis, and it felt fantastic. I felt full. I felt complete, and I put my arms around him and willed him to rut ruthlessly.

His hips started moving, driving his cock into me savagely. I gasped, and it was amazing. I felt his prick slide through my ring, play against my walls, and then start to slide back. Again and again.

“Come on, Tommy. Do a good job!”

He redoubled his efforts. He was a jackhammer and I let myself go limp and just enjoy it. I suppose, in a way I was being lazy. But he was so fucking hard it didn’t matter. I almost couldn’t move, the way he was a pile driver, excavating me, scooping me out, driving me senseless with pleasure.

I came. And I came again. And this after cumming with Mr. Short Dick Horn Dog.

Finally, exhausted, and quite satisfied, I said, “Stop.”

He froze.

“Get out.”

“But…but…” it was in his mind, I could see it. “I haven’t cum!” he waited.

I lay back, hands behind my head, an amused smile upon my face. “How many times have you cheated on me.”

He wouldn’t have answered, but it was in his mind. I gasped. And suddenly I was mad all over.

“You cheated that many times?”

He looked down, mortified, “I didn’t mean to,” he whispered.

“Oh, I know, you were just walking down the street when they kidnaped you and fell on your dick.”

“Well, no, but…”

He mumbled inane excuses, and I just stared at him. Then, I wasn’t mad.

He was, like most men, a seven second horn dog. He couldn’t control himself. Every seven seconds…SEX!

“Shut up,” I casually mentioned.

His mouth snapped shut.

I laid back and said, “Eat me some more.”

“But…but…”

I just looked at him.

He crawled between my legs and started licking me.

It felt good, his tongue lapping and slipping around inside me. No, he had already cleaned out Mr. Horn Dog’s cum, but it was still humiliating, and a bit disgusting, for him to be forced to eat me, and as he ate me I considered my options.

Get a new hubbie. But that wasn’t much of an option. Any man I got would be a seven second horn dog.

Treat him like shit. Deprive him of orgasms forever and make him clean the house, and…and…and it hit me. Make him dress like a girl.

I stared down at the top of his head, moving around while his tongue paid worshipped my pussy.

Make him dress like a girl. Hmm.

Humiliating, shaming, mortifying.

And I didn’t have to deprive him forever, that might be too hateful. But I could make him give me orgasms. Lots of orgasms. And I could make do chores, clean the house, that sort of thing. And the world didn’t have to know.On the surface we would be a perfect married couple. But I would know, and he would know.

And I considered the third option. Cheating on him as many times as he had cheated on me.

Nope. I might have been a slut when I was young, but those days were passed. I was a housewife now, and I had responsibilities.

But I could have an exciting sex life. And so could he, whether he agreed with the type of excitement I was dishing out or not.

So I settled on the second option. Keep him horny. Play with him. Limit his orgasms so he was always frustrated and desperate. Get all the sex I wanted, and give him more sex than he wanted.

And maybe I would even make him dress like a girl.

I smiled, and listened to the sounds of his slurping.

Tomorrow I would talk to the children. I would begin my son’s education, and I would decide whether to give Tina a pair of earrings. I sort of thought I would need to, because I thought I would need help working my two men. Besides, she could help take care of her brother, which would prepare her for the day she took a husband.

Having reached these conclusions I pushed Tom away.

I stood up and began getting ready for bed.

Tom was thoroughly hornicized now, and he stared in hunger as I took my clothes off, revealed my big boobs and round ass.

And he said, “Please, honey, can we stop this? I love you!”

And I said, “Because I love you…I won’t stop this.”

He sat on his knees, in the zen position at the side of the bed. His shoulders slumped and he began to cry.

THE END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

“Uh…” Danny replied.

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

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

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

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

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

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

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

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

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

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

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

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

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

“Go on, Elize.”

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

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

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

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

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

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

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the ballusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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