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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I picked on Brooklyn this month. why not? Might be your turn tomorrow…heh heh!

But, I started getting into statistics. I couldn’t find for Brooklyn, but New York state, in 2011, had 78,600 trans people, which was 0.51% of the population, and they ranked 29th of all the states. Sort of puts them in the middle.

BUT…current estimates are twice that of 2011. Probably due to better methods of extracting data.

Which means there are about 157,200 trans in New York, which multiple by 50 states means…7,860.000 trans in the United States.

To be honest, I don’t know what that really means, but it makes me curious. How many people cross dress? How many people will end up getting hormone treatments, or even sex change operations? How many people have feelings they never act upon?

Food for thought, eh?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The Feminization Bomb!

War waged by changing men into women!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Isn’t that a great idea? A bomb that could transgender a person!

We could have small bombs, guns, if you will. F guns for individual transitions.

We could have F grenades, and F howitzers for changing larger groups of warlike creatures into soft and feminine women!

It would be the end of war as we know it on this planet!

Down with the killing and up with sex changes!

Personally, I think it’s about time we developed the F bomb.

Write your congress person now!

We want an F Bomb! We want an F bomb!

I’m sure the government will be glad to oblige.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Coming on line!” Johnny Bench, lead technician spoke into the microphone, and his statement was relayed to all the scientists in the building.

Sam was in the basement, watching the lights light up in a row. The linear accelerator was coming on line. Atomic particles were about to speed up, and Sam had his hand on the switch. While what he did could be described only in complex words, the fact was simple: if the red light blinks on…pull the switch!

Stop the machine, stop the flow of particles.

Or in other words, shut it down before the building blows up.

Such are the consequences of nuclear physics.

Sam fixed his eye on the board, watched his red light and prepared. If the light went on all the relays had failed and the only hope was for his human reaction.

Farley Higgins walked up behind him.

Farley was a buck toothed graduate of MIT, and you know what those guys are like!

“Hey, Sam! Are ya all ready? Heh heh! I ain’t never seen this thing go, what’s it going to be like?”

Sam blinked and was instantly irritated. Farley’s irritating manner was like chalk on the blackboard of his mind.

SCREEE!

And in Sam’s mind he was saying, shut up, go away, don’t talk, you idiot!

Farley, not being able to read minds, or even see the look of irritation that crossed over Sam’s face, kept going.

“Man, can you imagine what’s going on in there?”

He slapped the side of the accelerator, his flat hand making a thing smacking sound on the cement.

Shut up, shut up, go away, shut up!

Those damn particles are going to be traveling a zillion miles an hour. Man, I’d like to build a linear accelerator that was 186,000 miles long. We’d get some accurate readings then, eh?”

Upstairs Johnny saw that the critical points had been reached. He pulled two switches.

The first one turned all lights green. If anybody saw a red light they were to abort the whole operation.

The first switch shot the particles through the accelerator, and if any red lights went on then, well, it was up to people like Sam to save their asses.

Downstairs, distracted by Farley, Sam turned to tell him to shut up, and he missed all the lights turning green.

Then he missed the one red light.

He should have pulled the switch.

He should have, and Farley pointed at the light, his mouth open and confusing crossing his face.

A dull thud went through Sam as he realized he hadn’t been paying attention and he spun around.

He saw the lone red light and he jumped for the switch he had taken his hand off of.

“Hey!” said Farley.

“No!” screamed Sam.

Click.

Of course, nobody heard the click, it was a relay embedded in tons of concrete. The relay overloaded, particles that should have been under control suddenly weren’t, and…for a split nano second…the world went backwards.

Go would have been spelled og, if anybody could have written the word down in that split nano second.

Stop would have been pots.

Or, the human brain translating everything into human terms, go might have been stop.

But that nano second was so fast that all polarities switched, then didn’t have the time to switch back.

Not stop or go now, but right became left, up became down, negative became positive, and…Y became X.

The world correcting itself for the most part, and in less than a millionth of a blink, far too fast for anybody to take notice, there was one thing that didn’t correct.

Y became X, and God knows why, or perhaps some scientist in the year 2525, X didn’t change back to Y.

Inside the DNA of every human being in the building the male Y changed to a female X, and all the Xs stayed the same.

At first, nobody noticed.

The reset of the linear accelerator had happened so fast that the cells changed, and it would take a small bit of time for the bodies to catch up, to manifest that change.

Thus, everybody was fooled into thinking that everything was normal.

Seconds ticked past slowly while everybody waited. Would the world explode? Would the sun turn into a worm hole? Or would nothing happen.

Sally and Brenda were on the top floor eating croissants and talking about babies.

Bob, Jeffrey and Alice stared at the control board and waited, and slowly let out their breaths.

Johnny Bench, staring incredulously at the board, flicked on the microphone.

“Okay, I’ve got a red light in—“ he stopped talking. He blinked. He opened and closed his mouth.

He was a tenor that now sounded like a soprano.

He grabbed a glass of water and glared at Bob, who had snickered at the high pitched tone of his voice.

He sipped, and tried again. “Hello…” his eyes went wide. He turned to Alice and asked, “What’s…what’s…”

His voice was high pitched, very girlish, and he looked around frantically.

“Johnny?” Jeffrey asked, stunned as his own voice rose in pitch.

Johnny grabbed the console and kept trying to talk, and only emitted a series of high pitched vowels and consonants.

Downstairs, Farley had found the same problem. He had been asking Sam what had happened, then simply grabbed his throat and started gulping.

Sam, sudden over his irritation, now going into panic, looked at Farley. “What—!” and he stopped talking and felt his own throat.

He didn’t understand what was happening. he didn’t know that his Y had been changed into an X. But he felt his hair getting longer.

Well, not so much as felt it, as observed it. Hair growing longer in front of his eyes. going down like a sheet was being pulled over his head.

He swiped a hand and brushed his hair back, and his face felt funny. He looked at the shiny window over the accelerator and saw his face changing. His cheeks were getting higher, his chin was getting narrower.

He turned to Farley, but Farley had his hands on his chest and was cupping his growing boobs.

He looked up at Sam and fainted. Just crumpled up like a sack that had been suddenly emptied and lay down on the floor.

All through the building men were changing. They screamed and yelled in high pitched voices. They felt their penises, and they grabbed them as if that would stop them from shrinking.

Alex Herschberger on the third floor ripped his clothes off. His new boobs grew bigger and bigger, he ran down the corridor pulling on his weenie as if that would make it bigger.

But, heck, he had been doing that for years and it hadn’t grown any bigger then.

Women screamed and backed away from the transforming men.

Scientists threw away lab coats and yelled at each other, “I’ve got tits!”

“Where’d these come from?”

“What the fuck is happening?”

In the basement Farley was laying on the floor, his chest growing bigger and bigger, his fanny becoming rounder and more feminine. He had always been a bit chunky, but now his waist was shrinking.

Sam’s hair was down to his shoulders and his breasts were gigantic. He had to hold them with his hands. And his dick…he felt a space in his pants. Or, to be more exact, he didn’t feel the sway and rub of his penis in his pants.

He ran for the stairs, fuck the elevator, he was in a hurry, and took he steps two at a time. Halfway up to the top the fact of changing sex hit him. He managed to make it to the top of the steps, stepped into the corridor that led to the big front room, and went sex crazy.

He pulled off his clothes, and so did the other half dozen men in the big room at the end of the corridor, as did the over 100 men in the building.

They ripped their pants off, destroyed buttons and zippers in their zeal, clutched at their shirts and tore at the material.

Breasts appeared, and they looked down at their crotches. Their dickless crotches. Their groins without balls or penises.

They didn’t do it all together, but they changed in so close a fashion that it might as well have been at the same time.

Hands felt boobs, rubbed empty groins, and they yelled and screamed.

Then the change hit their heads.

The male brain is 3 pounds. The female brain is ten percent smaller, or 2.7 pounds. which means that the male brain is slightly larger than the female brain.

None of this makes a difference to humans. Regardless of size and weight…the brains function about the same.

But when a body shrinks, and the brain doesn’t shrink fast enough to keep up…there is a problem.

Sam was getting shorter, more slender, and he had a headache. His male brain was trying to fit in a skull built for a woman, a smaller skull.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered as the mother of all migraines hit him.

Then his brain stopped functioning. It had to to survive. It mostly shut down, and there was only the hope that the shrinking of the male brain would catch up to the shrinking of the skull.

And the only thing left functioning in Sam’s brain was a little section of the frontal lobe. That little section had to do with…sex.

Sam sat, naked, and beat his meat.

As did every other man in the building.

Memories were gone, as were functions such as embarrassment or shame, and what was left was the libidinous impulse to masturbate.

Hands flashing up and down.

Around them women gawked as the men went to this sole activity.

In front of the linear accelerator, one of the peak inventions of mankind, Johnny Bend used two hands to beat.

As did Farley in the basement, who had awoken.

As did the men in the labs and the lunchroom and maintenance room.

But, as if this terrible transformation wasn’t enough, there was one other nasty little thing.

The men’s penises were shrinking, and they went from a hand, to four fingers, to three, to two.

Then, the penis becoming a clitoris, the men began to rub the button.

And, as a cleft appeared in their groin, they began to finger themselves.

All through the building stunned women backed away from the men and hid. Then, a few minutes passing, the men proved to be more interested in with playing with themselves rather than going after the women; in fact being women and no longer having the tool to go after woman, the real and original women began walking around the men, studying them, and wondering what in the hell had happened.

But they couldn’t ask the men, for the men were so occupied, and their minds were so busy trying to squeeze into the smaller skull, they had virtually forgotten what words even meant.

There was only the male drive, now expressing itself through new vaginas.

Leslie parked her car in the visitor’s lot and walked towards the front entrance. Her high heels clicked on the asphalt and she was aware that she was an attractive woman. And she enjoyed it when men turned their heads and stared at her.

Oddly, as she approached the lobby there were no men.

That was strange. There were always a few men passing through, going to or from or whatever. But now…there were only a few women. And the women seemed to be running back and forth, or gabbing in small groups, gesticulating wildly and looking around.

Hunh.

Leslie was there to meet Sam for lunch. She worked a mile down the road at a software company, and she frequently drove up the road and met Sam for lunch. She was a known factor and had permission to go right to the lunch room.

She stepped into the lobby and froze.

The women were yelling, babbling, everybody talking and nobody listening. They were in small groups, clustered around…Leslie moved to get a better view…around the men!

And the men were sitting, naked, playing with…wait a minute! They…what had happened!

The men had small breasts forming on their chests, and they were rubbing their groins! They spouted nonsense, their eyes glittered, and they drooled incessantly.

“What is happening?” she asked, moving to one of the clusters of women.

“We don’t know! They just started…changing! And their sex organs are changing! And they…it’s like their minds are gone!”

Leslie stared at the man sitting on the floor. He was curled up, sucking on his thumb and mumbling, and his hand was buried in his crotch. His crotch which had a bit of hair, but no penis, no balls.

As his hand moved she could catch glimpses of what looked like…like…a pussy!

“Oh, my God!” she blurted.

She looked at the women gathered around the men. They babbled like idiots, for the most part, and the whole thing was insane!

Sam! she thought.

Nobody manning the reception station, the male security guards playing with their female organs, Leslie walked through the chaos.

She knew that Sam might be anywhere, and she was determined to find him.

Surely what had happen to the men hadn’t happened to Sam!

But she was ignoring the reality of the situation and just hoping.

She walked down the corridor and found him almost immediately.

He was across from an open door, leaning against a wall, stroking his…pussy.

“Sam!” Leslie crouched down.

He looked up, babbled, and that was all.

Leslie was stunned by the changes happening in Sam. She could still recognize him, but just barely. His face was smaller, more slender, his body was shorter, thinner, and boobs were getting big on his chest. The most amazing thing, however, was the absence of his dick! It was just a clitoris now, and he was rubbing it frantically.

Yet, he recognized her. The confusion in his eyes, he latched on to somebody who he knew, as if she could explain this terrible thing that had happened to him.

“Oh, Sam!” Leslie leaned forward and hugged him.

“Leslie?”

She jerked back at the weak sound of his voice.

Intelligence was in his eyes, but it faded almost immediately.

“Oh, God!” she wailed. She leaned forward again, and held him.

“Leslie?”

Again, she jerked back. Awareness was in his eyes, but, again, it faded.

Leslie blinked and realized something, when she put her head next to his he sounded like himself, be it in a high pitched voice.

She moved her head slowly towards him, and slowly, she saw his awareness come back into his eyes.

“Leslie,” he whispered. “What’s happening to me?”

She was an inch away from him.

She moved away from him and idiocy reflected in his eyes and he grabbed for her. “Don’t…don’t…”

She moved closer and he sighed.

They held each other, check to cheek, and he said, “Stay with me. When you leave I get stupid all over. It hurts to be so stupid.”

“Sam, what happened?”

“We were operating the accelerator and…and everything happened.”

“But that never happened before! Did it?”

“No,” he whimpered.

Women were running past them. Back in the lobby men were still sitting and rubbing themselves.

“Why are you okay…why are you smart when I’m near you.”

“I don’t know,” a sob escaped him. “But don’t leave me.”

“Okay, but…we have to do something.”

“Okay. Yes…just don’t make me stupid again.”

“Okay, let’s stand up.”

She held him, it was awkward, and helped him get to his feet.

“Oh, my God. I’m naked.”

“It’s okay, honey. Let’s walk to the lobby.”

She walked behind him, holding him, keeping her head close to his. They were moving like one body, and they were slow, but they stepped into the lobby.

There were a lot of women in the lobby now. Maybe fifty, and half a dozen men. The men gibbering like a bunch of naked apes, playing with themselves.

The women were gathered around the men, watching, talking, and one group was experimenting with their man.

He had been a six foot, skinny geek named Chuck, now he was five foot six, long hair, naked with dropping breasts and the wide eyes of a frightened girl.

They slapped his hand away from his groin, but it kept going back. It was as if the only thing he knew in the world was his sex organ. Which had been replaced by a plumpish looking vagina.

“Ga da boo fu wah wah,” he muttered, confused.

“Jeez, what the fuck happened to his brain?” asked one of the women.

“He was always a horn dog,” another women chirped. “Looks like karma to me.”

“Or God,” stated yet another woman. God did this to him for unauthorized erections.” The woman was Rhonda Fitzgerald, and she was big and fat and a Karen.

Several of the woman looked confused by this, and several of the women nodded.

“Well, I guess we better call the police.”

Then an argument erupted as to whether they should call the police or a hospital. Finally, Rhonda, who had made the remark about it being God’s will that made all men into idiots, took out her cell phone.

“Who are you calling?” asked someone.

“I’m calling the military. This is God working through foreign heathens. We’ve been invaded.”

The contradictions in her statement were numerous, but she had a presence that was putting her in charge, and she was the first to act.

Leslie heard the word military and knew she had to get Sam out of there.

Leslie had a brother in the military, and he was…weird.

He walked around all rigid, saluted anything that resembled a uniform, and liked to shoot guns. No way she was going to turn her lover over to somebody like that.

“Come on,” she murmured in Sam’s ear.

“Where?”

“We have to get out of here.”

Sam didn’t question, his mind was too busy trying to figure things out, he just walked along with her towards the front entrance.

Pushing through the door proved difficult as Sam had to open the door and hold it, and pass the holding of the door to Leslie, but they made it.

They stepped into the sunshine. They were as if glued together, her loins pressed against his buttocks, and she suddenly realized how sexual this was.

If it was the other way around he would be grinding his dick into her crack. But she didn’t have a dick, and now neither did he.

They walked down the shallow steps to the parking area. A fellow walking up, who had no idea that anything had happened in the building behind them, stared.

A clothed women walking like a Siamese twin behind a naked woman. And it wasn’t even Halloween!

They moved between the rows of cars and arrived at Leslie’s Camry. She clicked her fob and a beep sounded and the car unlocked.

“How we going to do this?” asked Sam.

“I’m going to have to part from you for a second.

“No! No!”

Sam kept his head back against hers and turned in her arms and grabbed her. “I don’t want to be stupid! It hurts too much!”

“But we have to, Sam.”

“No, no!” He was turning, twisting to look at her car. He was frightened, but he had some smarts and he studied her car.

“Look, I’ll sit in the passenger seat. I can crawl over the console and…”

“Better get in the backseat. You can lean over the seat then.”

“Okay.”

A decision reached, they began the task of entering the car.

First he tried to back into the driver’s seat, then back over the front seat, but between the steering wheel and his hanging boobs he couldn’t do it.

“Okay, let’s try getting into the back seat, then I’ll go feet first into he front.

“All right.”

And it worked. It was awkward, but she managed to snake down into the seat, and he managed to keep his head next to hers.

She started the car, backed out of the space and headed for the exit.

Sam leaned over the seat, held to her shoulders and kept his head pressed against her.

They drove out the exit, and just beat the arriving forces. Cops, ambulances, and…troops.

And the cops and the troops were carrying serious firepower. They were holding assault rifles as they closed off the road that led to the parking area and the accelerator building.

“Holly, crap!” muttered Sam, angling to watch through the rear view mirror. “We got out just in time.”

“You’re not kidding,” and Leslie pressed on the foot accelerator.

Leslie lived in a house up on Skyline. It was on the backside, facing the ocean, and it was old and shabby. Still, it was house, and now it was a refuge.

She sped up a rather long drive over cracked and sunken slabs of concrete and stopped into front of the house.

“Okay, help me back.

Sam pulled, she pushed, honking the horn once, and they managed to back out of the back door in the car. Then, again walking like a twins, they headed up the path to her house.

They stepped through the door, and that was when she realized how bad the situation was. It was like Sam was a growth on her, and she couldn’t get rid of him.

How was she going to do the simple things? How could she cook in a small kitchen? Hell, how could she sit on a toilet with him pressing his head against hers.

“Let’s sit down,” she said, indicating a couch.

They sat, and even that simple act required thought and planning and a certain degree of coordination.

“Sam, we’re going to have to figure something out.”

“What do you mean?”

“We can’t be connected at the head like this. I have to do things, and…” she was about to say ‘so do you,’ but if he turned into an idiot when she wasn’t connected to him then what did he really have to do?

Sam was near panic. “You don’t understand. When you move your head away, even just shift it or turn it a little, I feel it. I feel pain in my head, and my thoughts turn all fuzzy, then…I’m …I don’t know!”

She knew what he would do. If she moved away he would sit there and play with his new female apparatus.

“Okay, but we have to do something.”

“Well,” and it popped out of him, “can you give me your earrings.”

She turned towards him, angled her head so their foreheads were pressed together and they could look at each others eyes. “What? why earrings?”

“Because when I’m closer to your earrings I’m smarter, sharper. When I’m—“

She interrupted him by moving her head across his, pressing her earrings against his cranium.

“Oh, yes! That’s better! There’s almost no pain, and I can think better.”

She moved back to the forehead to forehead position and gazed at him.

He mumbled, “Ow.”

What if it’s not me? she thought. What if it’s my earrings?

By feel, she undid one of her earrings and held it to his ear. She took off the other one—

“What are you doing?” Panic rising in his voice.

“Shhh. It’s an experiment.”

She pressed the other earring to his other ear, then she slowly backed away from him.

Sam’s eyes grew wide, then he realized he wasn’t getting dumb.

“It’s okay!” He clapped his hands to his ears and took over holding the earrings in place.

Leslie stood up and looked down at him.

He looked up at her. He was still scared, but…he was still able to think!

“Well, that’s something,” said Leslie, pondering over the situation.

Sam sat and watched her, and his eyes were filled with puppy dog love.

He loved her, but now she was his savior. She had helped him out of the accelerator building, and now she had even afforded him the ability to think on his own.

What a woman!

“I’m going to get us something to eat. Why don’t you turn on the TV and see if there’s anything on the news.

While Leslie put together a couple of sandwiches Sam stared at the boob tube. Out of some sense of propriety he was holding cushions against himself, covering his body.

“What’s happening?”

“Nothing. There was a report of a fire at the accelerator, but there’s no pictures and they just passed by the story.

“They’re probably covering it up. Don’t want the world to know what’s happening.”

“Why would they do that?”

“Because they’re the government, and the government exists by making people stupid enough to keep them in power.”

Sam thought about that. He and Leslie had discussed conspiracy theories before, but now it looked like they were part of one.

“But where’s the harm in telling people what’s happening? It might save somebody!”

“Do you think he government cares about people?”

She started reeling off anecdotes. The CIA using LSD on colleges. Kennedy’s assassination. The weaponization of the DOJ for the Trump years.

And the list, Sam had to admit, was long.

And while he had never believed in this stuff before, he now couldn’t afford not to believe in it now.

When Leslie was finished talking about conspiracies and why the government wouldn't want anybody to know they could make men into women now, he asked, “What can we do?”

He wasn’t talking about fighting conspiracies…he was just asking about his own present condition.

“Well, I know one thing.”

“What?”

“We have to pierce your ears.”

It took five minutes to pierce his ears, but fifteen minutes to go through her earrings collection and find the ones that worked the best on his waning intelligence.

“Ow! That hurts!” Gold didn’t work.

“Oh, yeah!” Diamonds made him sharper than a needle.

“Ga da fu fu…” he burbled when she tried some sort of composite aluminum thing. She quickly put back the diamond earrings.

“Okay, now we know,” she said.

He was so relieved that he began pulling on his nipples and rubbing his clitoris.

“But why?” he mumbled, looking at the hand that had been rubbing his groin, and snaking it back.

Leslie watched him, realized he was touching himself, not frantically, but…just touching. Feeling.

“Are you horny?” she asked.

“Oh, God, yes.”

“Well,” she took his hand out of his lap. “I know that the sexual centers are in the frontal lobe, so whatever is happening to you is stimulating that area of the brain.

His hand snaked back down. She realized it was unconscious, just an impulse that could not be ignored.

“Here, hold this,” she handed him her purse.

“What for?”

“To keep your hands busy.”

It worked.

She smiled and continued, “So the sexual centers in your brain are being stimulated, but the presence of diamonds at your ears reduces the stimulation. At least a bit.”

Sam looked at his hand holding the purse. “Yeah. I mean, even though I’m holding the purse, I want to put my hands down there and…and…”

“Jack off.”

He nodded. Caught between misery and lust. He held on tighter to the purse, knowing that thinking was more important than sex.

“Maybe it’s something like you need external poles to reduce a frequency, or something.”

“Something.” He was sweating. If he let go of the purse…

“We’re going to need to set up some experiments. We need to ascertain—“

Sam lurched forward and kissed Leslie.

Leslie was surprised, she opened her eyes wide, but she didn’t move. She let Sam have his way, and she watched him.

It wasn’t like they hadn’t had sex before, and the more she knew about this phenomena the better she could deal with it.

He held her, and their breasts were pressed together, the pillow Sam had been holding between them.

He whispered. “Please…can we?”

“Of course,” she kissed him back and Sam let go of the purse.

They hugged, were entwined, and Sam’s hands started taking off Leslie’s clothes.

Leslie became caught up in the moment. The truth was, she had never touched a woman like this. But Sam was a man! Wasn’t he? Even though he had a female body?

The wild thought crossed her mind, I don’t want to be a lesbian!

But that thought sort of flitted away, and she lost herself in Sam’s now plump lips. She felt his large tits with her hands and brushed her fingers over his nipples.

Sam groaned and white hot fever rushed from his groin to all parts of his body.

Then Leslie was naked, and Sam was pushing her back on the couch.

Sam was used to being in control, and it was residual maleness that made him try to take charge.

But Leslie didn’t want him to be in charge. She was curious about his female body, and she wanted to be on top, looking down.

She pushed back, and Sam gave way and laid down on his back.

Leslie broke the kiss and used her hands in his groin area. She rubbed his slit and pinched his clitoris.

Sam groaned, and then…giggled.

She had never heard him giggle before. Giggling was a particularly female way of laughing.

She realized that the changes Sam was going through were affecting him on very deep levels. He wasn’t just looking like a woman, he was becoming, DNA deep, a woman.

Which didn’t stop her lust. She was fired up now, her pussy was dripping and her breasts were flushed with heat.

She sucked on his nips and grabbed his mons and started squeezing, pushing, and then she inserted a finger into him.

“FU-U-U-“

Sam came harder than she had ever cum.

It’s his latent maleness, he’s still got the male drive, but it’s pushing a female orgasm! she thought.

She held on as he jerked and twitched, marveling at the violence of a male orgasm made female. She wasn’t getting off herself, but this was so incredible she didn’t care.

Besides, she could always make him get her off later.

Right now, it was probably important to let Sam know some of the benefits of having female sex organs.

And Sam kept cumming and cumming.


Part Two

Then commenced one of the more fun episodes in Leslie’s life. She got to dress Sam as a woman.

Of course, his body was a woman’s.

“We’ve got to get some clothes on you,” she said.

“Why?”

“To get something to go with this earrings,” she said wryly.

She led Sam into her room. “We’re about the same size, but we’re going to have to get you your own clothes, too. Jump in the shower and scrape that hair off.”

“What?”

She realized that though Sam was smarter, and not in pain, he wasn’t as smart as he had once been.

“Get rid of your hair.”

“Why?”

“Because women don’t go around with jungles in their armpits.”

“But how come I have to—“

“Look,” she interrupted, getting ahead of the game. “I don’t have hair. Except for my plucked eyebrows and my luscious locks. You, too. You’ve got to make your body sexy.”

He was having a rough time with the word ‘sexy.’ Studly he understood, but…sexy?

Sam looked down at his body. His skin was whiter, softer, and it had light fluff here and there, and armpit hair, and a good-sized garden on his groin.

Yah, he guessed he could understand the ‘sexy’ reference, but he knew so little about what women did to make themselves beautiful.

Finally, Leslie grabbed him and walked him into the bathroom. She spritzed him with Nair, which turned into a gel, and she rubbed him down. She spent a lot of time smushing her hand into his groin and he liked that and started going with it.

“Easy, tiger. You’ve just had a world class orgasm. You don’t want to hurt yourself.”

“You can hurt yourself by cumming?”

Leslie shook her head sadly. She didn’t know how little men really knew. Of course, he was a little stupider, too.

Still, he was her boyfriend, and a great guy, so she just grinned and kept rubbing him.

After fifteen minutes the gel started to burn and Leslie pushed him into the shower and rinsed him off.

Sam was amazed at how different he felt without hair. It was like he could really feel his skin!

“Stop preening and put this on,” Leslie chuckled.

Sam left the mirror, took he bra she handed him, and stared at it. “Really?”

“Unless you want saggy bags that drag.”

“Oh, uh…okay.”

She helped him figure it out, and he was amazed to find that he was quite a bit more flexible than he had been.

“You don’t have all those nasty muscles binding you up,” and she tossed him panties.

Again, the stare, then a shrug, and he pulled them on. fortunately, he wasn’t so stupid he couldn’t figure it out.

Leslie stood back and nodded. “Okay, you’re not used to dresses, and you’d probably end up showing all the boys you’re pussy. So let’s put you in a culotte.”

“What’s a culotte?”

“This.” She handed him a dress that was sort of like shorts. At least, it looked like a dress, but he was going to have to take it down to—and he realized that he was going to have to sit down to pee from here on!

“What?”

“I’m going to have to sit down like…like…”

“Like a girl?” she grinned. “You are a girl. I usually think of you as male, but, really, that’s a thing of the past.”

He stood in his culotte and bra and was sad.

“Hey, was the orgasm worth it?”

He smiled. The pros outweighed the cons.

As a matter of fact, as time went on he would realize that there really weren’t any bad points. It was just a matter of emphasizing the good.

“Here go,” she tossed him a sweat shirt that was way too short. It was cut off just below the boobs, and much too revealing.

And he was just stupid enough to get embarrassed.

“I can’t look like this!”

“Too late. Besides, you liked it when I looked like that.”

“Yeah, but…that’s you!”

“And now it’s you. Let’s do your nails.”

“Nails? Fingernails?”

“And toenails. And make up. And maybe even put a tampon in you.”

“What!” His voice, already high pitched, cracked even higher. It was almost a squeal.

Leslie laughed and put him in her vanity chair, then she began painting his toenails.

Sam stared as his tootsies became sexy, little things.

Then she fitted long fake nails to his fingers and started painting them.

When she was done he lifted his hands and inspected them. He was freaked, but it wasn’t allied.

“Just make sure you don’t pick your nose. You might perforate whatever’s left of your frontal lobe.”

“Hardee har har.”

“Oh, and be careful wiping. Here, put these on.”

She handed him nylons.

“But I’ve already got this culotte thing on!”

“Your pant legs are wide enough, you can roll the nylons right up to the of your thighs. They’ll be tight and they’ll stay there.”

Sam was dubious, but when he finally had the nylons on he realized she was right.

She stood him up and they looked in a mirror. They were very similar in appearance.

“Damn! I think your boobs may be bigger than mine!”

“You think so?” He felt a momentary surge of pride and stuck his chest out.

“Bitch,” Leslie shouted, then she pushed Sam down onto the vanity chair and began to make him up.

“Do I have to wear this stuff?”

“Absolutely. If you look the slightest bit like a male…I’ll bet you’ll get arrested.”

He stared at her.

“Those were military boys taking over your linear accelerator. You think they’re just there for show?”

He shook his head.

“If every male in that building has turned into a female you can bet the government is going to be interested.”

“I don’t want to talk about conspiracies again.”

“No problem, as long as you realize that you may become a wanted man.”

“Even here?”

“How many people know I’m your girlfriend?”

“Uh…”

“When they count heads and come up short, and when they start looking into you, they’ll show up here.”

“Should I try to get out of the country or something?”

“Negative. You run and they chase. We’ll get you some fake ID and when they knock on the door all they’ll see is a couple of air headed bimbos with obvious IDs.”

She had finished putting on his foundation, and she began working on the blush, then his eyes. She painted his eyelids a light grey which made his eyes look very alluring.

Finally, she began painting his lips.

It felt odd. Beyond odd. He smacked his lips in the mirror and…almost fainted.

“Hey! Hey! Buck up, bucko!”

He nodded, swayed a little in her grasp, and fought off the feeling.

That night, all dressed up and nowhere to go, they finally heard some news on the TV. A hair head came on the screen and announced:

“There has been an accident in a linear accelerator, and several men have received non lethal doses of radioactivity. They are being watched over and there is no danger to the pubic.”

That was it. Twelve seconds of non-information. No mention of men being changed into women. No real numbers. No mention of the military…nothing.

Both Leslie and Sam knew that about a hundred men, who were now women, were now guests of the US government. Whether at the accelerator or some barracks somewhere, they were being held against their will.

If they had will. If they hadn’t discovered the earring trick they were probably all babbling and fucking themselves.

“Wow,” said Sam.

Leslie just sighed and nibbled on a fingernail.

“What do you think we should do?” she asked.

“I’d like to get back in the lab and see what happened. Maybe if I can find out what happened I can reverse it.”

Leslie turned to him. She sat cross legged and judged him.

He was a handsome enough man, but as a woman he was a knock out. And his breasts were bigger than hers.

And she wondered whether she actually wanted him to turn back into a man.

But, she sighed, of course she did.

Still, he was so beautiful he was turning her on.

I’m not a lesbian! she thought. But there was doubt in her mind.

“Morning ma’am, we’re looking for Sam Jensen. Has he been here?”

“I haven’t seen him. Wasn’t there an accident at that power plant thing where he works?”

The two military men, handsome and powerful in their uniforms, ignored her question.

“Is there anybody else here?”

“Just my friend,” Leslie turned and yelled, “Roxanne?”

Sam entered the room. He had been hiding in the bedroom, but he knew he was going to have to make an appearance?

“Hey, Leslie—oh, visitors!”

Leslie had drilled Sam in how to act, and he pulled it off without a hitch.

It helped that his DNA was almost totally nothing but Xs.

“Miss, we’re looking for Sam Jensen, have you seen him?”

“Oh, no.” Sam stood next to Leslie. “We’re going to the zoo. Want to come?”

“Uh, no ma’am.”

The men couldn’t keep their eyes off Sam’s chest.

A minute later the men were gone, and the girls—it would be inaccurate to refer to them as male and female now, they were both girls—turned their back to the door and sagged.

“That was close.”

“You really did the trick with that zoo thing.”

“I was lucky.”

“Think they’ll be back?”

“Probably. We’ll get you some fake ID this morning, and let’s look the internet and see about the accelerator.”

The two girls went to the kitchen and turned on Leslie’s lap top.

Sam worked on breakfast, figuring out how to do things with little knives on the tips of his fingers, and Leslie, being in computer software, searched the net.

“Nothing,” she murmured as Sam put together scrambled eggs. “The fire department doesn’t have anything in their online log, and there is nothing in the police reports.”

“Can you get into the military computers?”

“I don’t dare. They have so many alarms and things we’d get caught in an instant. Heck, I’ll bet NSA is looking over our shoulder right now.”

“Really?” Sam cooked the bacon, placing a pan over the strips so they wouldn’t curl.

“Really. Wait, okay…we have something.”

Sam left the cooking for a second and looked over her shoulder.

A drone picture appeared, the viewpoint climbed over the accelerator, showed all he military vehicles lined up by the building.

Leslie read, “Some guy was playing with his drone and…we’ve got military involvement.”

“Can we get in touch with the guy?”

“Don’t dare. The military is going to be all over him. They don’t like it when people see what they are doing.”

“More conspiracy theory.” But Sam wasn’t complaining, just stating. He was coming around to Leslie’s point of view.

“If you doubt, mumbled Leslie, viewing the video of the accelerator over and over again, Just ask Cliven Bundy.

They watched the video several more times, did more searching, then stopped for the day. They ate, did the dishes, then headed out to find illegal IDs.

Three days of hiding in plain sight, and it was wearing on Sam. He had fake ID, that wasn’t hard, but the idea of driving and being pulled over was…wearing.

The army people came by twice more. But they weren’t unduly suspicious, ore like they were covering bases.

“So what do you want to do?” asked Leslie. They were sitting on the couch, looking at the laptop for news, of which there wasn’t any.

“I want to go back to the lab.”

“The military is going to be there.”

“A couple of guards. They won’t be expecting me to come calling, if they expect anything at all. We can avoid them pretty easy. But I’m afraid if we wait too long they’ll do something to the accelerator, wipe out the software or something.”

Leslie sat back and pondered. She finally turned to Sam. “And you have to do this?”

“What are the options?”

“Stay a girl. Build a new life.”

“Living under the gun, always afraid they’ll catch me.”

“We don’t even know for sure that they want you. The few visits from the army have been pretty low key.”

He sighed. “Look, as long as I’m at risk…I need to find out what happened. Then I can make a decision as to whether I would change back.”

Leslie smiled. There was something in Sam’s voice that told her he was thinking about his options.

She closed the laptop and moved around to face him. they were now sitting on the couch, cross legged, facing each other.

Sam’s breath caught a little. He could feel the change in Leslie’s attitude.

They had made love several times over the last few days, and he was liking it more and more. Female orgasms were just the bomb. They were much more powerful than male orgasms. Males just squirted, grunted, big big bop, and they were done.

Females went into the stratosphere. It was like they were volcanoes erupting, earth quakes quaking.

The idea of staying a woman was tempting, but he didn’t know what he would do, even if he had the choice.

To help him choose, however, Leslie was becoming more aggressive.

She leaned forward, put a hand behind Sam’s neck and pulled him to her. Her perfect lips nibbled on his, and he was suddenly breathless.

“I bought a dildo,” whispered Leslie.

Sam jerked back, wide-eyed. “Really?”

“Yep. And it’s dying for a test run. You want to lie down for me? Or get on all fours? Or assume a position you never even dreamed of as a male?”

Sam was grinning now, and he nodded.

Leslie went into the bedroom and returned wearing a strap on.

Sam stared at the big thing as she stood in front of him. The dick was pointing right at his mouth.

“That’s big.”

“It’ll fit.”

“Where?”

“Mouth, pussy, anus…what do you care?” She was grinning, then she moved closer.

There was still male attitude in Sam, but not much.

He conquered his fears easily, after all, this wasn’t going to make him gay, not when he was a girl. He opened his mouth and Leslie slowly face fucked him.

“Don’t you wish it could really squirt?”

“Unh huh!” He nodded, then Leslie grabbed his head and held him in place, at the same time her penis started squirting in Sam’s mouth.

“Wha…wha…” but she laughed and held him, and then he tasted it. The ‘semen’ was nothing more than sugar syrup.

He looked up at her as she went in and out.

“That’s right, honey, there’s a little squeeze bulb, and you’ve just given your first blow job.”

It wasn’t long before Sam enjoyed it. And then he enjoyed something else.

That first touch of penis, that moment o stretch and entry, it blew his mind. He blew her cock and she blew his mind, fair trade.

And their love making continued.

The following day, at dusk, Sam and Leslie hiked over shallow hills. They came to a barbed wire fence with the sign saying,

‘Government Property!

Do Not Enter!’

They entered.

“You sure they don’t have warning systems or something?”

“Nah. I know the security guy, and he was always grousing about the fact that they didn’t have cameras out here.”

They walked over another shallow hill and crept up to the rise just behind the accelerator building.

They lay on the grass and studied the place through binoculars.

“Looks quiet,” murmured Sam.

“There’s a back door over there, do you want to try it?”

“Yep. Or…wait, there’s an open window on the right.

Leslie followed his finger and saw the long sideways window that was tilted open. she smiled.

They were both wearing black, and they slithered down the slope and approached the building.

The window opened up on a classroom, and they had no trouble creeping through the window.

They stood in the classroom and looked around. At the door was a coatrack, and several lab coats hung from the thing.

“Here we go,” Sam handed one to Leslie and they looked out the door. There was nobody in the corridor.

“Do you know where we are?”

“Yep. There’s am entrance to the basement right down the hall. Ready?”

“Yes.”

They sauntered out the door to the classroom. They kept their heads down, Sam holding a clipboard and looking like he was explaining something to his fellow geek.

They came to the door with no problem and headed down some stairs.

A couple of minutes later they were in Sam’s cubicle. The row of lights, the switches, everything was as he had left it.

Even the computer was still on, and he quickly began searching through it.

“Okay, I know when the event occurred, I just need some readings, and we’ll be out of here.”

“You can’t…undo whatever happened?”

“I don’t know. But if I study the readings I might get a clue. Then we can come back and look into actually starting this thing up.”

Leslie frowned. She had been hoping he could find his answers right on the spot, and…decide to stay female.

He worked the computer for long minutes, moving the cursor around, making a file to hold what he had found, then he pulled a thumb drive out of his pocket and slipped it into the computer.

Two minutes later he extracted the thumb drive, put it in his pocket, and they headed out of his work space.

Up the stairs, and they looked down the corridor.

Leslie was ecstatic. they were going to make it!

They headed down the corridor again, using the same clipboard trick. “Oh, God,” Leslie whispered. They were ten feet from the door, and the classroom and the window and…freedom!

“Hey!”

A figure turned into the hallway in front of them.

“Oh, fuck,” Sam whispered.

It was Rhonda Fitzgerald. She was the obese Karen who thought she ran the world. and who had yelled about the changing of male sex as revenge from God.

“What are you two doing here?”

Sam put a smile on his face and said, “Got lost.”

“Where are your badges?”

“Right in here. We came back for them.”

Rhonda took out her cell and thumbed it. “Got a couple of intruders in wing B.”

Fuck!” yelped Sam. He ran for the door to the classroom.

He was faster than fat Rhonda, but Leslie wasn’t.

“Gotcha!”

Sam couldn’t leave Leslie behind. He picked up a book on a counter and went back out into the corridor. Rhonda was using her weight to push Leslie up against the wall.

“Sam!”

Rhonda started to turn, and Sam swung the book.

Books aren’t heavy, they don’t weigh too much, and Sam didn’t even have male bulk to help him deliver the blow. He did, however, have surprise.

He smacked Rhonda in the face and the big woman went down with a frightened yelp.

So much for might being right.

Sam grabbed Leslie and they charged through the classroom and dropped down from the window.

“Hurry!” Sam yelled.

They shed their white coats and ran up the hill. Dusk had fallen and they were hidden in the night.

They heard yells and shouts behind them, then they crested the hill.

“We’re going to make it!” gasped Sam. Even as a man he wasn’t used to running like this, and as a women he was totally out of condition.

They came to the fence, crawled under it, and…a brilliant light lit them up.

A roar came overhead.

A low flying helicopter shone a search light on them.

“HALT!” came the command.

They didn’t halt, but they also didn’t have a chance. They ran a hundred yards, then two squads of men cornered them. Their car was just through some woods, but another squad had already surrounded it.

They fell to their knees and hugged each other as armed soldiers surrounded them.

“I can’t believe you people,” army Colonel Jefferson Hanks shook his head.

Sam and Leslie were back in the accelerator building, heads hanging, sitting in metal folding chairs and bemoaning their fate.

Leslie looked up at the Colonel. “You don’t have the right to hold us!”

He smiled.

“We’re United States citizens!”

He laughed.

A sergeant came in and made a report about the perimeter being secured. Salutes were exchanged and the sergeant left the room.

Now it was only Sam, Leslie, and the military man.

“What are you going to do to us?” asked Sam.

The Colonel sat back, his face wreathed in a happy smile. “What should we do with you?”

“Let us go!” snapped Leslie.

“And what would you do if we did?”

“We would live a quiet life, not go to the newspapers.”

“So let me ask you, why makes you think the newspapers would care about your story? And, while I’m at it…what is your story?”

Sam and Leslie exchanged glances.

“I know what your story is. You’re going to claim you were changed,” he looked at Sam, “into a woman. Correct?”

Sam started to open his mouth, then closed it.

The Colonel continued. “Do you know how many men are changed into women every year?”

Sam and Leslie were blank.

“The actual figures, from the latest poll—and it is an actual poll, not from CNN or FOX or any of those idiots—is 38 to 1,647 per 100,000 people. Take 1,000 as an average. That’s one out of every hundred men are choosing to be women.”

“I don’t understand,” Sam frowned.

“What I’m saying is that you changing into a woman is old news. So you found a new method, a method which is an accident and hasn’t been replicated yet, so what? Do you think a mighty mass of citizens will rise up in revolt and outlaw transgender surgery?”

Sam and Leslie looked at each other. They were now totally confused.

“I don’t understand…” Sam whispered.

“Well, understand this. You were arrested for trespassing on government property. Although, to be honest, only one of you was trespassing. You, Sam, if that’s what you go by now—should we call you Samantha?—already work here. A little unauthorized overtime? Eh?”

He turned to Leslie. “And while we could charge you, put you in jail, and even for a number of years, what would that do? We’d have to support you, feed you, pay you and…for what? You are no threat, and as I have already stated, if you claim Sam was turned into a woman…so what? Not even Tucker Carlson would pick up that story.”

The room went silent. The Colonel sat back and watched them, and seemed to be waiting.

Sam and Leslie stared at him.

“What the fuck,” Sam barely breathed the expletive.

“Fuck the what,” responded Leslie.

“So what are you going to do to us?”

“Aside from drawing and quartering? Or a session on the rack?” He was laughing, making fun of their fears. “Let me explain what our real concern is.”

They waited.

“This installation is being taken over by the military. We wish to discover what you did, how this happened. Furthermore, we want to look into why Sam isn’t a blithering idiot like the other men.”

Leslie’s jumped ahead.. “You want to weaponize this…this event!”

The Colonel didn’t admit to it. But his smile, his attitude, that was exactly what the government wanted to do.

He leaned back, put his hands behind his head. “Aside from the commercial uses, no more risky surgery, it looks like complete switch, and we might even be able to switch people back. but think about it. Russia wants to bomb us, we throw an F bomb at them—“

“F bomb? You’re going to swear at them?”

The Colonel chuckled. “No, a Feminization bomb. We make all the men into women. Women are far less aggressive, less liable to wage war,  and some of those men who get changed into women will be wanting to change back, and they will become very amenable. End of war.”

They stared at him with open eyes.

Then they looked at each other.

Then the Colonel stood up. “You’re free to leave. If you want to work for us—we could really use you, Sam. You were there, ground zero, when the first F bomb went off, and we really do want to know why you are still sane. And you, Leslie, we’ve checked your records, except for a slight fascination with conspiracy theories, you are very well regarded int he software field. If you want to come with Sam…we can use you. Anyway, I’ve got dinner waiting, so think it over, and if you want, just drop by tomorrow and we’ll put you to work. See ya.”

Colonel Jefferson Hanks smiled, nodded, and walked out of the room.

They lay in bed that night. Exhausted from he long day, but still having enough energy for sex.

Afterwards, they stared at the ceiling and discussed the Colonel’s offer.

“Are you going to do it?” asked Leslie.

“Probably,” said Sam. “It’s a chance to keep doing the work that I love. but…what do you want to do?”

“Well, I don’t want you to work for them.”

“Why? The conspiracy thing? Working for the bad guys?”

She nibbled her lip and thought, and said, “Well, I’ve actually come around on that. After all, if you do succeed in perfecting the F Bomb then you could be saving millions of lives. And there would be no more risky surgeries…I could live with that. And we could definitely help the men already turned into morons.”

“Then what? Why don’t you want me working for them?”

Leslie rolled over and kissed Sam’s nipples, bringing a big groan out of him.

“I don’t want you working for them because…I don’t want you changing back into a man.”

Sam sighed, and he thought.

He had been a man, and now he was a woman. And he liked being a woman. He liked being able to wear sexy clothes, he liked the feeling of lingerie under the sexy clothes. He liked how extra sensitive his nipples were, and being penetrated by the big dildo had really rocked his world.

He looked at Leslie. “Okay. I’ll stay a woman.”

Leslie climbed on him, kissed him. Then she had a thought: “What if you change accidentally, an event, like the first time?”

He smiled, “Then I’ll demand they change me back.”

“Oh, goody!” She yelped, and she kissed him and hugged him and loved him and…got out the dildo.

END
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He had Satyromania!

Was the cure chastity,

feminization or castration?

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Those poor guys! All they do is think about their dicks. Isn’t there something we can do for them?

Well, maybe, but it involves choices.

If you’re a guy and you’re too horny…what’s your choice?

Would you like to be chastised? Unable to use your weenie, but just getting hornier and hornier?

Or would you prefer feminization, learning how the other side lives. Would that float your boat?

Or how about chemical castration? You could take a drug and be limp for a year! That would sure do it!

Or is there a fourth method? One that you haven’t thought of yet?

So here’s the story of John Lawson, a horny man who is brought to a final choice, and the fourth solution to this nasty problem of being too horny.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Johnny Lawson! How the hell are you!”

Johnny was a smart fellow, and handsome, and he did as his name commanded. He was a lawyer, a ‘son of the law.’ He looked across the bar and saw Benny Jetson.

“Benny!”

Johnny, or John, as he liked to be called these days, made his way across the bar. He hugged Benny and they pounded each other on the back.

“Jeez! I haven’t seen you since college! What you doing these days?”

They found a table and Benny grinned, “Gettin’ in trouble and likin’ it. What are you doing?”

“Oh, I got married, last year. Want to see?”

John got out his cell phone and showed him a picture of his wife, Lia.

“Hey, that’s some babe!”

“How about you? Married?”

“Was, not no longer.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“Not to be sorry. I wasn’t good enough for her. There’s some things I needed to learn.”

“You? Need to learn? Now that’s a new song. You always were the most arrogant SOB on the planet.”

“I know, but…” he shrugged. “Sometimes you have to grow up.”

“So what are you doing in the big city?”

“Meeting someone.”

“A new girl already, eh?”

“I wish. But, no. Just somebody to help me work on my game.”

A waitress appeared and they ordered Coke Highs. Or, as it is better known, bourbon and Cokes.

They continued small talk, working their way back to their college days. They discussed sports, work, cheerleaders, their fun times playing baseball on the college team.

“Man, we weren’t very good,” Benny admitted.

“No, we weren’t. I don’t think I ever hit it out of the infield, and if I did it was an easy catch.”

“You were good as a fielder, though.”

“Lucky as a fielder you mean.”

They chuckled, sipped, and John suddenly felt a presence behind him

“Hey! Shiela!” Benny blurted.

John turned and there she was, his worst nightmare.

“Benny, honey,” the woman brushed past John and hugged Benny, then she turned to John.

“Honey, this is Johnny Lawson.”

She was his height, five foot eight, her body was a perfect hourglass, if you liked your hourglasses heavy on the top. Her hair was a blonde set of curls laying on the shoulders. Her blue eyes pierced him through and through, and laughed the whole while.

For a second he didn’t know what to say. Of all the gin joints in all the world…

But she set the tone. She offered her delicate, red tipped hand and said, “Please to meet you, Johnny.”

Her eyes sparkled, and she pretended she didn’t know him.

He shook her hand, feeling the familiar shiver in his body. His dick stood up in his lap, the way she had trained it to.

“Johnny is an old school buddy. We played baseball on the same team. Man, those were the days. Young and dumb, eh?”

John tried to make his chuckle look natural, but he froze when Shiela added, “And full of cum, no doubt.”

Benny laughed, and John studied his friend.

He was happy, no doubt. But he was also super excited. Sexually excited, and he wondered what hoops Shiela had him jumping through? He wondered if Benny’s backside was striped, or maybe his cock locked up.

Or maybe Shiela had learned new tricks since he had known her.

She would certainly have learned new tricks.

His conjecturing was cut short when Shiela half whispered to Benny. “I’ll take a…whatever you’re drinking.”

Benny jumped up, a well trained puppy dog. “I’ll get John and I a refill, too.” And he made his way through the crowd.

John was left staring at Shiela.

Who laughed.

“Well, well. I come to the big city and guess who I run into.”

“Hi, Shiela.”

“Hi” he says. “As if he hasn’t been on his knees before me, begging for a stroke or two.”

“Whips or my dick. I never knew which.”

“So what are you doing now, Johnny.”

“I’m married.” He half blurted it, he wanted to set the lines up before Shiela even thought what he knew she would think.

She thought about it, pursed her lips, then reached into her purse. She brought out a fist with a splash of blue in it. She held her hand out to Johnny. “When Benny comes back…go to the bathroom. You know what to do.”

He couldn’t help it. He was too well conditioned. It had been years, nearly ten years, and he was still knee jerk reaction to her blue eyes, her phenomenal body, her commanding ways.

He opened his hand and accepted the pair of silken panties. He looked. He gave a shiver, then jammed the panties into his pocket.

“I’m married,” he said. “I can’t play those games any more.”

“Oh, Johnny. Baby. How soon we forget.”

Her lips were red and his mouth was dry.

She studied him and he shuddered.

“Oh, I’ve got you, Johnny boy, and you’ll do what I say.”

“No.”

“Or I’ll call your wife and tell her about you. Do you think your darling wife would like to know how you loved to grovel and kiss my ass? Do you think she’d like to learn what really turns you on? What really makes your dick stand up straight? Johnny Boy?”

“Please,” he muttered. “Call me John.

Across the room Benny was coming back. He had three glasses in his hands and he was being careful not to bump into anybody.

“Is this what you’re doing to Benny?”

“Benny doesn’t matter, Johnny Boy. It’s what I do to you.”

“Oh, God,” he whispered, and it was a very real prayer.

Benny arrived, put the glasses on the table, then slid in next to Shiela. “You guys gettin’ acquainted? I tell ya, John, Shiela’s the best thing that ever happened to me. Aren’t you honey.”

Shiela gave him a smoky laugh, and John could see how smitten Benny was.

And he knew that he, himself, was smitten. Still smitten, after all these years. He didn’t want to go to the bathroom, he didn’t want to put on the panties, but his cock was making him, and Shiela was making his cock.

He loved his wife, but Shiela…she did things to him.

Shiela watched him, sipped her drink, her eyes half lidded and waiting.

He broke. He started up to his feet, then slowed down. “I have to hit the head.”

“Hit it, John.” Benny laughed. Shiela grinned and followed him with her sultry eyes.

John headed for the bathroom.

John went to the corridor leading to the bathrooms, the storage room, the manager’s office, and the bathrooms.

He entered the bathroom and looked to the right. A chalkboard was mounted on the wall and across the top the manager had written,

‘Do your graffiti here!’

Some fellow was filling the board up with a lengthy mathematical equation, the kind where you prove that pi is a finite number.

John pushed past and entered the last stall on the right. It was a handicap stall, and that was good.

He stripped his pants off quickly, took off his underwear and pulled  up the panties Shiela had given him.

Fuck! He looked ridiculous!

But his cock was pressing out against the panties, and there was a drop of wetness already on the peak he was creating.

He pulled his pants on, started out, then remembered he had come to piss. And he actually did have to piss.

He re-entered the stall, unzipped, lowered, pulled it out, peed, tucked it back in (which was hard because it was so hard) and zipped back up.

The mathematician had almost filled the board, and John wondered if he would slop over and write on the wall.

Maybe.

He returned to the table where Shiela and Benny sat, his underwear a ball in his hand. He slid in and picked up his drink.

“I was just telling Shiela about the time we pulled second base out of the ground and played keep away from the runner.”

He turned to Shiela, “That runner chased us around, the ump was blowing his whistle, and I got kicked out of the game.’

“Serves you right,” grinned John.

“You were the one who stole it! I just got caught with it!”

“And we still won the game.”

They chuckled, and mid chuckle Johnny slipped his underwear out of his pants pocket and put it on his foot. He extended a foot under the table and nudged Shiela. She took the underwear off his foot and smiled at him. “You sound like a real joker, Johnny.”

“Oh, he is that,” laughed Benny.

Under the table Shiela put her foot against John’s crotch and pushed.

Three hours later, tipsy, and horny, John stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walk to his house.

He entered the front door and called out, “Honey, I’m home.”

Lia was in the kitchen shredding carrots and making a carrot and raisin salad. She came out, holding the shredding board, gave him a quick kiss, then retreated to finish her preparations.

“Hey, you smell like booze!”

“Yeah, I met an old college buddy of mine. We spent a couple of hours rehashing our misspent youths.”

“Oh, you bad boy.” But she was grinning. She trusted her husband. But that was about to end.

He sat down at the table and asked her how her day had been.

“Oh, it was great. Talk is the nurses are going to get a raise, and me being head nurse…I might get a head raise!”

“Hey, that’s great!”

Lia turned around to place the bowl of carrot and raisin salad on the table, and…stopped. And stared down.

“What?” John met her gaze, watched how her face fell and fell and fell, then looked down to see what the bad news was.

It was him. On his last trip to the head, the mathematical formula completed and the mathematician gone, he had forgotten to zip up his pants.

The shiny, blue panties were visible through his open zipper.

“Oh,” Lia said, her voice cracking, tears coming to her eyes.

“Honey! I can explain!” But, of course he couldn’t.

Then Lia ran crying from the room.

Four hours later, long hours, John was still outside the bedroom door. The door was locked and he could hear the occasional sobs from the other side of the door.

“But, honey, I told you. It was a joke we played in college! Guys were dared to put on somebody else’s underwear! We got drunk and I did it tonight! It was just a stupid college thing!”

“And all your friends wore blue panties?” Her voice was the ultimate in reproach.

“No! I told you. Benny brought a girlfriend and she wanted to play! So—“

“So you come home wearing some girls underwear and I’m supposed to think it was just a big joke.”

“Yes!”

“No!” she yelled at the door.

The next morning John awoke on the couch. The couch wasn’t comfortable and he was sore. His hips hurt, his neck hurt, and he cursed himself as he lay there dealing with the pain.

He heard the bedroom door slam and, in spite of his soreness, he jumped up.

Too late. Lia marched past him, out the door, and headed for her car.

“Honey!” he begged, but she ignored him.

That was the moment he knew he had to do something he didn’t want to.

Benny had told John he was staying at the Hilton, room 2334. Though they had all been drunk, John remembered that. An hour later he went to the Hilton, headed up to room 2334 and tapped on the door.

“Hey!” John!” Benny answered the door. He was in a bathrobe and holding a bloody Mary. “Come on in and have a bit of the hair of the dog.

John was glad to get the drink, and he sat down at a table that looked out over the city.

Benny sat down opposite him.

“So what gives, buddy? I figured I wouldn’t see you for another ten years,” he chuckled.

“Well, I’m actually not here to see you. I need to see Shiela.

Benny blinked. “My girlfriend? What for?”

“Uh, well…”

At that moment Shiela strode into the room. She was wearing a bra and panties and had a grim look on her face.

“Yes, what do you want with me?”

Benny’s mouth opened in surprise. “Honey, what are you…why aren’t you dressed.”

“John will talk first. It might save me some time.”

“Well, uh, it’s about those panties you gave me.”

John was terribly embarrassed to say such things in front of Benny, but his marriage was at stake.

“Panties? Hey! What’s going on here?”

“Look, I know this is awkward, and I sort of suspect what your relationship is, so I better just blurt it out.”

Shiela grunted. She poured herself a ginger ale and sat down. She was wonderfully on display and John was gulping. He had been hoping to talk to Shiela alone, but he knew there was little chance of that. Benny was smitten and he would be joined at the hip with her.

“Yeah, start blurtin’,” Benny said, staring at his friend.

John looked at Shiela. “Yeah, start blurting.” Yet there was a subtle warning in her voice.

Yet what could John do?

He looked at Benny. “I used to go out with Shiela. It was right after college.”

Benny’s eyes opened wide.

“Last night we played a game we used to play. She gave me a pair of panties and demanded that I wear them. So I did. Unfortunately, before I could take them off my wife saw them. I am now in a difficult position in my marriage, and I wanted Shiela to call Lia, my wife, and straighten things out.”

“And that’s it?” Shiela’s voice was quiet, yet icy.

“Well, I actually told her it was a game between Benny and I, but that you wanted to be in on it. I…uh…that’s it.”

Benny stood up and turned to Shiela. “So you went out with my best friend and didn’t tell me. Instead you play a sex game with him. A game that I thought was our special game.”

Shiela’s eyes were tight. She sipped her ginger ale and said, “Benny, I understand if you’re hurt. Yes, I used to be wild and kinky. I’m not like that any more. I didn’t think you would respond well to my previous lifestyle.

Benny was hurt. “Previous lifestyle. You could have just told me. Hey, I went out with your friend, we had some wild times. I could have lived with that. I could probably live with your ‘lifestyle,’ whatever that means. But…you didn’t trust me.”

Shiela merely looked at him levelly and said, “I’m sorry. Are we going to get past this?”

“Probably.” Benny turned to John. “See ya, old friend,” he spit out the words bitterly. He turned to Shiela. “I’m going to take a shower, please give me a little space. We can talk about this after John leaves.”

Benny walked to the bedroom. A moment later they heard something being thrown against a wall. Shortly after that they heard the sound of the shower.

Shiela glared at John. “Thanks, asshole. You can’t handle your marriage so you want to fuck up my relationship.”

“That’s not fair,” John spoke in a low voice. “I…what we did…I just need things smoothed over with my wife.”

Shiela stared at him for a long minute.

John was feeling very unnerved. This wasn’t going the way he had thought. He blurted, “I was hoping you’d answer the door and we could talk, make arrangements to talk. It’s my marriage here. I’m sorry, I didn’t intend…” he faded.

Shiela sighed, then, “I’ll talk to her. Tell me the story again.”

Relieved, John did, and he thought his troubles were over.

They were just starting.

What Shiela and Benny talked about has no place in this story, but whatever they said to each other, the result wasn’t good. Two hours after John left Benny left. Alone. Suitcase in hand. Sobbing.

Shiela had a couple of days left, they had rented the room for the week, so she sat in the living room, gazed over the city, and stewed.

Fucking John. Stupid John. He had just ruined her relationship. If he had caught her alone she would have been glad to have helped him out. She had, at that point, nothing but fond memories of their times playing slap and tickle.

Now, however, all those good memories were blotted out by the pain of losing Benny.

Fucking John.

Finally, she picked up her cell phone and tapped in the number that John had given her.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Lia. You don’t know me, but I’m the girl that made John wear the blue panties. We should talk.”

Lia, sitting at the nurse’s station turned away from her friends and co-workers and spoke into the phone. “What would we have to talk about?”

“I know you’re upset with John, and you probably don’t have very good feelings for me, but before you make any hasty decisions you should let me explain everything that happened between John and I.”

Lia was caught. One part of her wanted nothing to do with this sultry voice on the phone.

The other part of her, however, was married. And she loved John. And, maybe…maybe she should listen to this woman. At least get another side to the story.

After a moment, she said, “So, talk.”

“Not on the phone. We need to meet face to face. I could come to you, or I have a room at the Hilton. Your choice.”

No way Lia wanted to meet Shiela at home, so she said, “The Hilton. What room?”

“2334.”

“When?”

“Whenever is convenient for you.”

“I’ll get off an hour early. three o’clock this afternoon.”

“I’ll see you then.”

Click.

Both women, miles apart, stared at their phones, and each of them said a bad word.

It was already late morning when Shiela had called her, so Lia only had a couple of hours to work. She made arrangements to take off early during lunch, then at 2:45, she walked out the door of the hospital. She was a sexy woman with a sexy walk, but as she strode across the parking lot her hips were tight and her lips grim.

Fucking John.

Shiela owned the door and the two women stared at each other.

Lia was still wearing scrubs.

Shiela was wearing a navy blue pencil skirt and a white blouse.

Both women were extraordinarily beautiful.

Each woman studied the other, noted the beauty of the other, and there was already a jealousy factor.

Shiela was determined to have an honest communication, and she held the door open and invited Lia in.

Lia walked in and looked around.

Typical hotel room. Nice furniture, pictures on the walls, lots of room.

“Would you like a drink?” Shiela asked.

“No.”

“Okay. But this is dumb and awkward so I’m going to have one.” She walked to the kitchenette and opened the fridge.

“Okay, I’ll have one,” Lia gave in. She felt like she needed one.

Her marriage was at stake. Damn it!

Shiela took out two tall stemmed glasses. “You want wine or something? Something stronger.”

“Stronger is good,” murmured Shiela. She took out a bottle of Bacardi and Coke. She mixed it half and half and offered a glass to Lia.

Lia took it, sipped, then gulped, and had to control herself. She wanted to drown her sorrows.

They sat at the table in front of the balcony window and watched each other warily.

“So, you wanted to tell me something,” Lia said.

Shiela nodded. “I’ll talk straight through. I know you’re going to have questions, but let me finish first, then you can ask away.”

Lia waited.

“Johnny and I met after he graduated. I was two years behind him, but…after he graduated our affair was…amazing. I truly thought I had found the love of my life. Johnny…not so much. Johnny was a horn dog, and all he wanted was sex.

“Oh, he was honest about it. But we weren’t on the same page. I wanted a house and picket fence, he…” Shiela mumbled something to herself, it sounded like a curse, then continued, “He wanted to be tied up in the basement of that house with the picket fence. He wanted me to whip him and beat him.”

Lia’s eyes opened and her jaw dropped. John? John wanted kinky sex?

“For a year we played. The internet was really opening up then, and we scoured it for kinky games. We did everything. The BDSM, the mé·nage à trois, wearing kinky clothes—he loved women’s underwear with a passion that I still, to this day, don’t understand.

He actually built a small dungeon in the backyard of his house.

“A what?” Lia couldn’t help herself.

“A dungeon. It looked like playground equipment, but with the addition of handcuffs, a few whips, and…I would leave him dangling. Slap his ass, put a plug into him.”

Lia’s face showed total stunned surprise now.

“We played dominatrix and slave every night. He had me dress up and tease him, he begged at my feet for more, and…finally, I couldn’t go on.

“I don’t know why. I’m not a goody two shoes, but…something changed in me. I couldn’t do it anymore.”

“Until last night,” snapped Lia.

“I don’t know why I did last night. Maybe some residual game playing in my head, maybe I wanted to hurt him, I don’t know. I just know that when I saw John last night I had to make him do one last thing. You may not believe me, but I am so sorry. I wish I had controlled that impulse, that it had never happened.”

Shiela’s glass was empty and she was looking down at the table. She was honestly distraught.

Lia’s glass was also empty, so she took both glasses into the kitchen and refilled them. She returned, placed the glasses on the table, and said, “So last night wasn’t a game between John and Benny.”

“No,” Shiela admitted. “Benny didn’t know about us, and he certainly didn’t know what John and I used to do. At least, he didn’t.”

“Is he around?”

“He left me.”

“I’m sorry.”

Shiela cracked a quirky, rueful smile. “Everybody’s sorry.”

“So what happened last night? Exactly?”

Shiela sighed. “I saw John, I had an impulse and acted on it. I had a pair of panties in my purse, a spare because sometimes I have heavy periods and need a spare. When Benny went to get drinks I told John to put them on. I was surprised when he did, but I shouldn’t have been.”

“Once a kinkster always a kinkster,” Lia nodded.

“Exactly. And that’s the whole story. John wanted me to tell you it was between him and Benny, an old college game, but I’m done with it. I don’t know if Benny will come back to me, but…I need to conduct my life with honesty.”

An hour later Lia left the hotel room and headed for home. Her mind was a beehive of activity, thoughts zipping this way and that, trying to figure things out.

John had lied to her. More than once. And how many times more than once she didn’t know.

So what was she going to do about it?

The fact was, even after finding out about his lies and life…she still loved him.

Maybe if she had found out all this stuff before they were married, perhaps then she could have walked away from him.

But now, married, having lived together, she was committed to him.

Unfortunately, she was now in doubt as to whether he was committed to her.

After all, the drop of a hat and he had put on a woman’s underwear.

Suddenly, risking a wreck, she u-turned and headed for the hospital. She wanted to go home, but…not yet. First, she had somebody to talk to.

Ronald Haskins was the chief psychologist at the hospital. He had a patient at five, they talked until six, and he was ready to go home. But when he opened the door to show the patient out…Lia Lawson was sitting in the waiting room.

He arched his eyebrows and tilted his head slightly. “Lia?”

“Can I borrow you for a few minutes?”

He stood back and ushered her into his sanctum.

Lia sat across from Ron and he studied her. Lia was a head nurse, very smart, and very, very beautiful. “So what’s the haps?” he smiled to make it easier for her to talk.

But Lia had talked to him before, she had poured her heart out to him after a patient tried to stab her and then ran out a window.

Lia poured her heart again. She explained about the panties, about kicking John out of the bedroom, about meeting Shiela and all the things that woman had told her.

Ronald sat quietly, didn’t interrupt, and just listened.

“So now I know about John. He’s got a kinky side, one I’ve never seen, and…I just want an honest relationship. But he’s…is he a pervert? Can a pervert ever become honest? Can he ever get over his kinky stuff?”

Dr. Haskins leaned back in his swivel and steepled his fingers over his belly.

“There are two answers to a question like this.”

“Yes?”

“First, there are very few instances of a person being cured of such a condition. I’m not say never, but…very, very rare. After all, we’re talking about the mind, and it is a rare mind that can change a neurosis this deep seated. And I say deep seated because if he has been doing for ten years, thence has probably been doing this, at least in some deep rooted fantasy, for much longer than ten years. Further, the fact that he fell to temptation in such a quick manner, that doesn’t give me much hope for him.”

“But there’s got to be something!”

“As I said, two answers. But the second answer is more complicated. Excuse me.”

He turned, took a thick book from atop the credenza behind his desk. He leafed through it, read a few pages, then closed the book and put it aside.

Lia was surprised that it was a reference book for psychiatric drugs.

“There are some studies that have had limited success. These are a bit extreme, but they have to do with the treatment of sexual offenders.”

Lia blinked at that. Sexual offenders?

“You think he could be a sexual offender?”

“There is alway potential, and since he was so quick on the trigger, I suspect there is potential in John.”

“So what do we do? What is this treatment?”

“There are several drugs that can be used on people who are paraphiliacs. A paraphiliacs is a person who is obsessed with sex. The specific drugs are called anaphrodisiacs, and the specific drug I have in mind is depot medroxyprogesterone acetate, or DMPA.

As a nurse Lia understood drugs. She knew immediately what DMPA was. “That’s what they use to chemically castrate sexual offenders.”

“Yes.”

“And how would that help John?”

“First, we have to assess how serious he is in his sexual interests. You need to find out how far he is willing to go. You need to find his specific triggers, and you need to take them as far as you can. Then we can administer DMPA and begin serious treatment.”

“Treatment consisting of?”

“Depends on the depth of his fantasies. If he is responsive, and we can ascertain that his fantasies are very low level, we might not even need drugs. I can just meet with him, talk with him, and we can treat this. Success depends on how he responds.

“If he is deeply into his fantasies, then we need to curtail his ability to respond to them.”

“So we take away his ability to have sex.”

“Yes. But remember, he will still have sexual desires. They may even be more intense because he won’t be able to find relief from them. So it may be…’distractive’…but we will keep a watch on him, and…”

“What about his body’s feminine characteristics?” she cut in.

“Yes. The increased estrogen in the chemicals will probably cause some breast growth, flaring of the hips. It may even soften his face, cause his lips to get plumper, but…what are the consequences if we don’t do this?”

“He gets worse, maybe even becomes a danger to other people.”

Lia bit her lip, and suddenly blurted, “There’s got to be another solution!”

Lia left Doctor Haskins’ office with a lot to think about.

The program was simple. Encourage his fantasies, herself acting as a dominatrix, and if they prove potentially out of control she would have to put him on a course of DMPAs.

She would have to chemically castrate her husband to see if she could cure him.

Or come up with something else.

She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She sat and listened to the engine ping and thought about her choices.

Really, there were any choices.

She couldn’t risk letting a sex pervert run loose on the streets. Next time it might not be panties. Next time there might be danger to individuals.

She had to nip his behavior in the bud.

She got out of the car and walked into the house.

John was waiting for her.

“Honey…”

She put a finger on his lips and stopped him from talking.

“Honey,” she said, “Your dreams are about to come true.”

John blinked, and didn’t know what she meant.


Part Two

Lia took John’s clothes off. She unbuttoned his buttons, unzipped his zips, unbuckled his buckles, and he stood there, naked and trembling.

“I don’t understand. You were…what I did…”

“Shhh,” she whispered, placing a finger on his lips. “I talked to Shiela and she told me everything.”

“Everything?”

“Yep. She told me what you need, and I, as a good wife, intend to deliver what you need.”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes.”

She said nothing about her meeting with Dr. Haskins. She told John nothing about all the things the good doctor had told her.

And a psychiatrist know a LOT about kinky sex.

“Well, uh…okay.”

She pushed him back to the bed and onto it. She took out four of his neckties and tied him down.

Alarm bells should have been going off in John’s mind. There was danger in being tied down by an angry wife.

But he was too besotted with what was happening to pay attention to any silly alarm bells.

But he really had nothing to worry about, anyway. Lia was just taking him out for a test run. She wanted to get him started, find out what directions she could go in.

Not surprisingly, she could go in almost any direction with John.

John, for all his restraint since his relationship with Shiela, was about as kinky as they get.

Tied down, bowered up, eyes wide, John watched as Lia took off her clothes. She stripped off her scrubs, smiled, and went into the bathroom and left him hanging.

“Hey!”

Then he heard the sound of the shower.

He waited, pretending he was patient, but was ravingly impatient on the inside.

But that was one of the hallmarks for perverts such as him. He was a horn dog. He wanted it now, and now was every waking moment.

He waited, occasionally strained, and wiggled to make his dick sway and bounce.

Lia came out drying herself off. She smiled, rubbed her hair, then took a hair dryer to it.

John was ready to scream as he watched her, so close and yet untouchable, as she sat at her vanity and brushed her hair.

Then she put on make up.

She only put make up on when she was going out. But now she cleansed and primed, foundation and blushed, rubbed a dark shadow on her eyelids.

She heard John make a whining sound, and in the mirror she saw him gulping. She smiled and rolled her lipstick on.

John stared as she walked towards him.

“What do you think, John, are we getting there?”

He nodded and made a gulping sound.

She climbed on to the bed, and straddled his thighs.

She took hold of his weenie and began stroking it.

“You realize, John, that you’ve been a bad boy.”

He nodded. His throat was working but he couldn’t control his gulping.

“You lied to me. You withheld information from me…information that would have had me doing this to you years ago.”

“You…you would?”

“Oh, yes. I love this kind of stuff. But I figured you were just a stick in the mud. Imagine my surprise when Shiela told me about all those things you like to do. Lingerie, butt plugs, things like that.”

He was ready to squirt and she let go of him. He whined, but she leaned forward, bending his dick uncomfortably with her belly. She placed her elbows on the sides of his torso and her face in her hands and looked directly at him.

“Oh, Johnny Boy. My little kinkster.”

“I was giving it up. I gave it up. I haven’t done anything since Shiela and I broke up.”

“But you wanted to, don’t you see? You’ve been dying to get back in the saddle, and that’s why you put those panties on.”

“But—“

“And you’re going to be wearing a lot of panties from now on. And bras. Nylons. Corsets. Johnny, inside you are a kinky, little bitch, and I’m going to help that part of you come out.”

“Yu…you are?”

“Oh, yes. And it starts with this.”

She leaned back, squatted on her heels, and moved over his dingus.

Johnny stared at her wide eyed. Her lips were so plump and perfect. Her tits were so big. And now…now…

She brushed the tip of his penis with her vulva.

He groaned and shivered and waited for her to descend.

But she didn’t descend. She just kept moving back and forth, rubbing the head of his teeny with her slit. Her slit swallowed the head and he waited for the plunge, but…it never happened.

Instead, after five minutes of this nerve wracking action, him begging at the end, she got off the bed. She took the vibrator out of the bottom drawer of the dresser and turned the vanity chair around so Johnny could see it. And her.

She spread her legs and went to work.

“Oh…yes…AHHHH!” It didn’t take long for her to pop, and Johnny stared like a stupid person. His mouth was open and his eyes were begging.

“Come on, honey, do me.”

Lia smiled and looked at him.

“Do what to you?”

“Get me off! Fuck me!”

Lia walked over to the bed and placed the vibrator on his brown button. She turned it on.

“Oh…fuck! Oh…God! Ohhhh!”

Yet, he didn’t squirt. Not even close.

But his stimulation was done.

Lia put the vibrator away and got dressed. She put on short shorts with sleek nylons. She put on a cut off sweat shirt that showed the bottoms of her boobs. She freshened her make up, then undid one of the neck ties around his wrist and left.

John was writhing and twisting, he had turned frantic and didn’t know what was happening.

Then he realized he was free, if he could just…he used his free hand to pick at the necktie securing his left wrist, then he undid his ankles.

He stood up, naked, dick protruding and shivering, and looked around.

He could jack off, but…that wasn’t it. He wasn’t supposed to. This was a game, and he had to go see what the next step in the game was. He walked out to the living room.

Lia was sitting on the sofa reading a fashion magazine. She glanced up at him. “Hi, honey. How are you doing?”

“What was that all about?” He was trying to bluff, to get some sort of dominate position, but he was failing miserably.

“That was about me taking charge. From this point on you will do what I say. If you do properly, without hesitation, then maybe, some day, you’ll get relief. And, it goes without saying, that if I catch you masturbating, and that will be obvious if one day you aren’t sufficiently hard, then I will take a baseball bat and apply it to your ass. The long way.”

He blinked.

Lia watched him and smiled.

“But…”

And she liked this game. When she had talked to Dr. Haskins she had been put off, but that was because she was upset. Now she wasn’t upset. Now she had had a glorious orgasm, and John hadn’t, and in punishing him she was feeling a delightful sense of power.

“But what?”

“But you left me and I need to finish what we started.”

“Oh, did you want me to tie you up and do it all over again?”
Oh, heysoos, did John’s boner bounce. The idea of being tied and teased, and maybe spanked and whipped…he gulped yet again.

“Oh, I know you do, but John, you have to earn things in this life. the days of me laying down and spreading my legs are over.”             

She closed the magazine and put it aside. She patted the couch. “Sit down.”

Helpless, he sat. And she noted how easy he was. And it brought a shiver of pleasure to her pussy. which shocked her. She had just cum, and now…now she was feeling sexual thrills all over again?

This was the first indication, though she refused to acknowledge it, that maybe she was a bit of a kinkster herself.

She leaned forward and gripped his penis and stroked. Softly, using the thumb under the head, slapping his balls every once in a while to make him jerk.

“Johnny, you need to be punished, and I’m going to do that. But you also need to know who’s in charge. Now, I’m going to be doing things to you every night, but I need a couple of things in return.”

He nodded. He was sweating and his penis was dripping.

“One of the things is that you will wear lingerie at all times. Except in the house.”

“Why no—“ he started to query why not in the house but she put her fingers over his mouth.

“In the house you will be naked. Always. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Furthermore, I understand that you used to have a sort of a backyard dungeon when you were with Shiela.”

He gasped.

“I think we need one. In fact, we need two. I’m going to want one dungeon for those lazy summer nights. Chains and whips, and maybe you better fix the fence, unless you want the neighbors peeking in at you.

“And then you can build another one downstairs.”

“In the spare room off the garage?”

She nodded.

“And, again, it goes without saying, no jacking off. If I find you jacked off you will be abused in my dungeons without hope of sexual relief. If you behave yourself, if you can keep your hands off yourself, then you might get sexual relief.”

“Oh…okay.”

“Now then, Johnny Boy. I’m going to fix dinner, and I want you to make some plans for my dungeons. We can discuss them over dinner. Are you still here?”

Johnny quickly stood up, looked confused for a second, then trotted, not walked, to his office for pencils and paper.

Lia went to the kitchen, started dinner, poured herself a drink, and marveled at how easy it had been.

And she also marveled at the sense of power that was infusing her. She felt strong, and hot, and she wanted to cum again.

But she still wouldn't admit to a certain perverse nature of her own.

The next few weeks brought progress, lots of it.

Lia met with Dr. Haskins a few times. They discussed what she was doing, deviations she might consider, and ways to keep John triggered.

She even called Shiela a couple of time and they had long conversations. Lia was a great source of information as to how to manipulate John.

John made plans for the dungeons.

The backyard dungeon looked like a garden.

He planted four by fours for columns and attached trellis works. The thing was in the back of the yard and he made sure nobody could watch through the fences. Not that any neighbor would be out in their backyard peeking at…the backyard.

No. If there were peepers, they would be peeping at the front, through windows.

Inside the construct of four by four columns and trellises he planted a couple of poles deep in the earth and cemented them. He fastened bolts to the poles so he could be spread eagled between them.

He also made a bench to sit on. And, when the bench was rotated slightly, to be bent over.

Then he covered the structure with thin slats and planted vines. The vines, even though they hadn’t grown to any kind of maturity, would hide what was going on inside the ‘building.

Lia was thrilled with his outside dungeon. She promptly fastened him between the two poles and striped him with a belt.

She had never whipped anybody before, but it turned out to be fun. She especially liked the way John wiggled and tried to avoid the whistling leather.

Ha! Fat chance.

She moved from side to side and decorated his thighs and but and back. When he was sobbing and begging for release, she went to the front of him and dropped to her knees.

Now the begging for release took on a new tone. He wanted release of a different kind.

And Lia gave him release. One drop. Then she squeezed the base of his cock until the urges went away.

She leaned against him. He was sore and exhausted and still horny. Hornier. She pressed her boobs against him and teased his penis by rubbing it with her crotch.

“Do you love me, honey?”

He nodded, and the tears started up again.

He loved her more than life itself.

The inside dungeon was a different matter. Now it wasn’t important to hide the thing in a garden structure. Now he could make it look like a dungeon, and put dungeon things in it.

The room was fairly large, originally designed as a game room, with room for both a ping pong table and a pool table. It had become a collection of boxes, pieces of furniture in storage, and so on.

Naked, John took everything out of the room. He stacked the boxes just inside the garage, then he went and put on lingerie and jeans and a shirt. The bra straps showed through, so he put on a flannel shirt. It was the beginning of summer, and it was hot, but what choice did he have?

He called the Goodwill and they came and picked up the stack of stuff.

He went back into the house, took off his clothes, and started painting the walls. He painted them a dingy grey and draped length of chains around the walls. He drilled into a couple of studs and put in eyebolts for the chains. Now Lia had a place to keep him.

She tried it out the first night. After a striping session in the garden dungeon she brought him into the inside dungeon and chained him to the wall and left him.

Every fifteen minutes she checked on him, stroked him, made sure he was doing okay, and finally placing a butt plug in him.

John groaned as he felt his rectum expand. He used to love plugs, but he hadn’t played with them since Shiela. It was like a new adventure all over again.

She laughed, kissed his groaning mouth, and stroked him for a while. That night she let him expend two drops.

And the building of the dungeon went on.

John was going crazy. He was lawyer, and he was wearing lingerie under his suit. He would be arguing a case, and be totally distracted by the feel of material encasing him under his clothes.

He walked, and nylons rubbed inside his slacks.

He bent over and felt the pinch of a tummy shaper, or even a short corset.

In a way, it made him sharper as a lawyer. It forced him to use his mind, to hold to a discipline.

If he didn’t, then he would make a mistake, cost people money, look like a fool.

So even as he became hornier and hornier he became mentally acute.

And even while he was going crazy, he loved it.

He was a horn dog. This was what he was built for. Inside he was quaking, shivering, trembling, always on the verge of an earthquake-sized explosion.

Yet…it was what he lived for.

When Lia whipped him it brought him to the edge of an orgasm.

When she spanked him, beloved the feel of her hands on his bare butt.

When she stroked him to a drop or two…he thought he was in heaven.

And he became a good husband, attentive, appreciative, and very, very loving.

“How’s it going?” Shiela asked.

She and Lia were meeting at Charley Coyote’s down on Santa Monica Blvd.

“Amazing,” said Lia.

Shiela had to agree, if only by the look of the other woman.

Lia looked fresh, her complexion was beautiful. Her eyes were sparkling. She looked like a woman who had just won a world title.

But a world title in what?

Husband beating?

Marital BDSM?

But, no matter, Shiela liked the look.

“Did you ever get back together with Benny?”

Shiela raised a hand and waggled it. “Yes and no.”

“Well, if you ever want to use my dungeons…”

“Thanks, I might take you up on that. And speaking of which, how is Johnny Boy responding to the new Lia?”

Lia sighed and got a far away look in her eyes.

“You know, it’s a curious thing?”

“What is?”

“It’s like he’s getting drunk on the pain and the pleasure.”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Well, it is, although I’m really supposed to be testing him, gauging, him trying to figure out how far he’ll go.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“It’s like I’m drunk on the power.”

Shiela tilted her head slightly and observed Lia closely.

So that was it. She was feeling the power, and it made her beautiful. This was better than beauty cream.

They talked for a while, had lunch, had a couple of drinks, then parted.

They were, in spite of all that had gone on between them, becoming friends.

Life had two sides for John.

There was the lawyer side of him, sharp and calculating, making legal arguments with the best of them.

While wearing lingerie underneath, with his cock strapped to his leg so it wouldn’t bulge while he was arguing a case.

In the courtroom he was becoming supreme. Other lawyers respected him. Judges appreciated how he cut through the crap and presented cases.

And nobody knew about his red painted toes, his nylons, his tied down boner.

Then there was the home side of John. The side that hung from two poles in the garden, moaning as he was decorated with pink stripes. Lia had become quite the pro at administering punishment, and she rarely cut the skin. But she sure did make it sing.

Or, he was in the dungeon off the garage. Sometimes bent over a bench, sometimes hanging from a wall, sometimes just left to stand on a platform a dildo up his heinie and his pecker standing straight out.

Two sides, and while many people believe this would lead to schizophrenia, two personalities, for John it just enhanced each of him.

But, of course, all good things must come to an end.

On a Friday night John was hanging in the dungeon when he heard the sound of the doorbell.

He didn’t wonder. He had heard a doorbell before. It was probably Uber Eats or something.

Then he heard the sound of voices. And high heels cross the cement of the garage floor.

He looked up, and the door opened.

John hung, and his face turned red.

Lia entered the room. She was looking more and more beautiful every day.

Then Shiela entered, and he gasped and struggled as if he could escape. But he couldn’t.

Then Benny entered the room.

Benny stopped, stared, then started laughing. He pointed at John and shouted, “Serves you right, motherfucker!”

“What are they doing here?” John asked in a faint voice.

“Benny came to help loosen the bolts on the spanking bench.”

John looked at the bench. There was nothing wrong with it, the bolts were tight, but what was going on?

“Right here, Benny. See the eyebolts?”

Benny looked at the bolts that fastened the spanking bench to the floor, even as they provided rings for hand cuffs.

John had had a hell of a time getting the bench in place. It was against the wall, and the only way to get to the bolts was to lean over the bench and place a bar through the eyebolts, then turn the bar.

Benny was still laughing at John. “I’ll come talk to you later, fuck face,”

Then he turned and bent over the bench.

He had a grip on the bar and was starting to turn. Lia was on one side and Shiela on the other, and they suddenly picked up the loose end of the handcuffs and snapped them over Benny’s wrists.

“Hey!”

But the girls just shifted back and snapped cuffs around his ankles.

“What the fuck! Let me out! What are you doing?”

Lia and Shiela shook hands, grinned, and walked out.

“What the fuck is this? Shiela brings me over here, and I didn’t even know this was your houses and now…this…”

He struggled, pulled, but there was no way he was getting loose.

“Might as well relax,” suggested John.

“Relax? Fuck!”

“Benny. I know you don’t like me, but…we’re in this together now.”

“In what?”

“In for a beating. A spanking. Sexual torture.”

“But I don’t want to be sexually tortured!”

“You’d be surprised at how addicting it can be,” was all John said.

A minute later the girls walked back in. Lia was holding a tray with four drinks on it.

She held one for John and she sipped her own. Shiela went to Benny and scooted down and fed him his.

Benny sipped, but he also complained. “What there’ll is this! I demand you let me go!”

“Benny, shut up,” advised John. “They’ve got the upper hand.”

“They can fuck my upper hand! I’m through with you, Shiela! We’re done.”

“Okay,” she said. She stood up, grabbed a knife, and cut off his clothes.

“Hey!”

She cut them off, threw them aside, and picked up a belt.

“Benny, you’ve been mean to me. Cruel. You may say you’re done with me, but you’re not done until I say so.”

She began to spank him.

She used little strokes at first, but she got tougher and spread the strikes out over his body.

Benny began wailing, then crying, and finally he was begging.

Lia was standing next to John. They sipped their drinks, and John commented. “Do you see how controlled she is?”

“She really knows how to do it,” agreed Lia.

Interestingly, there was no more jealousy, no anger, no bad feelings of any kind.

Lia had exhausted her anger months ago on John. Now she loved him, and they were just two lovers discussing technique.

After an hour Shiela finished her whipping. She put the belt aside, then knelt and spoke to Benny.

“Honey, that’s just a taste of what’s to come. Now, I’m going to release you, and if you want to leave, I give you permission. If you decide you want to stay with me and find out what you’re really made of…just sit down next to me.”

She undid his cuffs and Benny managed to get up. He was sore all over. His whole body was red, but he didn’t run out.

Shiela watched him. “Sit down,” she pointed at the ground.

Benny sat.

Shiela turned to Lia. “Over to you, girlfriend.”

John had a sinking feeling. He had thought he was just going to watch a show, but he was going to be part of the show.

Lia picked up her cell phone and dialed a number. “We’re ready.”

Then she hung up.

She began to work on John.

She used a whip on his chest. She turned and spanked his butt with her hand. In between she stroked him mercilessly, bringing him to the edge again and again.

John moaned and groaned, and rapidly forgot about Shiela and Benny watching him.

Lia kissed him, told him how much she loved him, and…KNOCK KNOCK!

John heard the knock and was curious. One thing was sure, it wasn’t Uber Eats.

Lia smiled and left the room. He heard her heels tapping across the cement floor, then, a few seconds later, tapping back.

She entered the garage, and behind her as a middle aged, portly, grey-haired man with a graybeard.

“Hey, John. This is Doctor Haskins. I’ve been consulting with him on your case.

“My…case?”

“Hello, John,” Haskins reached up and shook John’s manacled hand.

“What case?”

Haskins put a small briefcase down and rummaged around in it.“John, in common words you are a horn dog. Out of control. In medical terms you are hyper sexual, you have compulsive sexual behavior, you are obsessed. You are, in short, a satyromaniac.

John giggled. He had been pushed to the edge and part of his mind thought it was all a joke. “A satyro-what?

Lia stepped forward. “A satyromaniac, John. And you are in danger of becoming a danger to other people.”

“What? I am not! I’m member of the bar!”

Haskins turned to Lia. “Can we put him on a table?”

“Table?”

Shiela and Lia went into the garage and came back with a folding table. They set it up and lifted John and pushed the table under him.

“What are you doing?”

“Well, John,” Haskins explained, “We considered many options in our desire to cure you. We thought about castration. Then we considered removing just the nuts, maybe, or just the penis, but each of those methods has drawbacks. So we don’t want to cut anything off you that can’t be replaced.

“And we thought about drugs, but we need you to have full sensation, and drugs do have a few drawbacks.”

“What…what are you going to do to me?”

“Then we thought about chastity.”

“Lock me up? You mean like a chastity tube?”

“But who wants to mess with a lock, and you trying to pull your weenie out—most devices can be escaped from. So, no, not a device, but a form of chastity never the less.”

John was looking around, he appealed to Benny, and then Shiela, but he had messed up their relationship and neither was willing to go to bat for him.

He looked at Lia, but she looked very happy about what was going on.

“You can’t do this…” his voice sounded hoarse.

“Hold his legs apart.”

Lia had fastened his legs with a single strap under the table. When she pulled on the strap his legs went further apart on the top of the table.

Shiela came forward and put a strap over his midsection. John was now chained to the wall, strapped to the table, and unable to move.

Haskins came forward and picked up John’s penis. He lifted it and and used a scalpel to make a little incision on his perineum. Then he made another incision on the bottom of his cock.

“What are you doing!?”

Haskins sutured the bottom of the head of John’s cock to his perineum. There was very little blood, and the threads were tight.

“There you go, John.”

“Wait a minute! You can’t leave me like this!”

“You will have to stay on the wall for a few days for the procedure to set. When you are able to move around you will still get excited, but there will be limits to what your penis can do. You won’t be able to have sex, and you will have to sit down when you pee, but you will be unimpaired and very excited.”

“But what good is that?”

“John, now we can give you some estrogen, let you see what it’s like auto be a woman.When you see what women go through you’ll be more likely to give up your satyromania. Just think, you’ll be able to live a normal live, you’ll be a normal person with normal desires.”

“Normal desires?” John turned his glare on Lia. “And you’re okay with this?”

Lia smiled. “John, we both know that you’re out of control, and the glory of this cure is that I’ll be able to achieve some of my goals.”

“What goals?”

“You will require a constant diet of abuse…until you grow out of your condition. And that will enable me to break stereotypes of what a woman is in this society.”

“What a…”

“I like that,” said Shiela. “I think I might need some of that. Would you like some help in abusing John?”

“Oh, absolutely. There’s plenty of John to go around.

The two girls laughed and high fived.

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


Feminization Boot Camp!

Female domination drill instructors

prepare men for marriage!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Man, I started writing this story and I suddenly wished I was a boy going to feminization boot camp!

All the things to learn about being a woman, all the changes one has to go through to truly appreciate the finer sex.

I wanted it.

Well, since I am already a woman I can’t have it, but I certainly wish it for you.

Let yourself go. Become a new man, a man who knows the truth, and who can truly be a benefit to society.

Remember, we won’t achieve a perfect society until every man has walked in her shoes.

Uh, pardon me…high heels.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie!


Part One

“What is boot camp going to be like, father?”

Max sat across the table from his father.

Max’s mother sat at the head of the table, and his sister sat at the other end.

“You’ll find out,” Jefferson Thomas muttered as he poured milk in a glass.

Max looked up at his mother. “I’m leaving tomorrow, and all I have is rumors.”

His mother, who was Marion, smiled and cut the roast.

“You’ll find out,” Jessica, his sister mocked their father and smirked.

“Jeez, I feel like I’ve been learning about sex in the boy’s bathroom.”             

His mother stopped her cutting and gave him the gimlet eye. “And have you been hanging out in the bathroom?”

“Of course not!” Max blurted hurriedly, though he had. “I just…I wish I could get a straight answer.”

“You’ll get your straight answers tomorrow, dear.”

She passed down a slice of beef and Max held out his plate for her to place it on.

“You’ll find out, boner head,” his sister snickered.

“Now, Jessica, be polite.”

“Of course, mother dear,” yet she was mocking in tone.

The roast passed out, and the potatoes and the peas, everybody set to eating. In a short while Marion turned to Max.

“Max, you will have a wonderful experience. Isn’t that right, dear?”

Jefferson nodded. “Yes, dear.”

“You’ll learn new ways, you’ll learn the proper way to act, you’ll become stronger and much more powerful. You’ll become a real man. Isn’t that right, Jefferson?”

“Of course, dear.”

“But to become a man is a unique thing. It requires all your intelligence, all your strength. But it will be the single most important thing you do in this life.”

“She’s right,” Jefferson spoke ahead of Marion, who smiled at her husband.

She continued: “You’ve spent the early years of your life studying to be smart enough, disciplining yourself to be strong enough. You’ve been afforded every possible opportunity to make a better you, and now it all comes to a final test. If you make it though Boot Camp you’ll be a real man. If you don’t…well,  we’ll all be very disappointed in you. Isn’t that right, Jefferson.”

“Absolutely.”

Max kept looking back and forth between his mother and father. Their comments and responses were almost scripted, yet he knew they weren’t. He had heard these things many times during his life, but never so succinctly, never with such serous intent.

“But what is going to happen? Is it more classes? Are there going to be athletic contestants? What are the people going to be like? What will I be learning?”

Marion saw how nervous her son was, and she reached out and placed a hand on the back of his hand. “Maxwell…”

He thought she was going to tell him something then, but once again she said: “You’ll find out on the morrow.”

Max sighed and looked down at his plate.

“Now, eat up. You’ll need your strength.”

So, being a good boy, he did.

Later that night, while he was laying in bed and worrying about the next day, there came a light tap at his door, then his mother looked in.

“Max?”

“Yes, mother?”

She entered his room and cross to his bed. She sat and placed her hand on his head. She brushed his hair for a moment, then said, “You’re a good boy, Max, and I know you will do well tomorrow. But you must keep in mind the most important thing.”

“What’s that, mother?”

“You know that you are strong and healthy, you have always done well in school and sports.”

“Yes?”

“Why have we encouraged you to be the best you can be?”

He thought about it. “I don’t know. I suppose every parent wants their son or. daughter to grow up smart and strong.”

“Of course they do, but there is more. You see, society used to be a crazy place. People went out and robbed other people. People fought in the streets, even using guns and knives. We voted for our leaders, and always seemed to choose the worst, most irresponsible criminals.”

Max listened quietly. He loved it when his mother showed him affection; he loved it when she brushed his hair, and he especially loved it when she hugged him.

“Finally, however, society grew up. They put an end to crime, started choosing leaders on merit, and life became a peaceful and worthwhile process. Now we raise our children to be strong and healthy. We work with them so they will never become criminals. Have you ever noticed that all our leaders are ladies.”

Max blinked. He was following her story, then she threw that last sentence, the question, in there.

“Uh, well, I have. But…”

“It used to be that all leaders were males, and the result was rampant crime, wars across the planet, intolerance everywhere. Then we learned the truth. We figured out who was causing all the problems, and why. The result was that we began electing women leaders, and men, when they turn eighteen, must go to a special school.”

“Boot camp.”

“Yes. Boot Camp used to be a school where men learned to shoot rifles and go to war and kill people.”

Max felt a surge of something in his heart. It was strong, ferocious, but he quickly tamped it down.

He had been raised to suppress all violent tendencies.

“Now it’s a place where men learn the truth about society, and men and women, and what men really are. It’s a hard lesson, and not every man can make it.”

“But what happens if a man doesn’t make it through boot camp?”

“Then they are removed from society. They are given work in remote areas. They don’t live long lives, they live dangerous lives, but the work they do is necessary.”

“What kind of work?”

“They work in mines digging up the precious metals we need to run society. They work in factories making our cars and furniture and the other things we need to live decent lives. They work in fields harvesting crops that we might eat.

“The work is hard, and often dangerous, and they are worked out by the time they are forty, at which time they are put out to pasture. They are allowed to live in homes and are taken care of. Many of them need a lot of care, they are so badly used.”

“That could happen to me?”

“Oh, honey! No! We’ve raised you right. You’ve already passed tests in high school and have been accepted for boot camp.”

“But…it could.”

“Well, if you showed a bit of insanity, or weren’t able to learn your lessons, or perhaps just couldn’t handle the truths you are about to learn. But, honey, you’ll make us proud.”

Max lay in the darkness, feeling the comfort of his mother’s soft hand, thinking about how terrible the training must be.

And he was determined to pass it.

He simply had to. His family was depending on it.

Marion leaned down and hissed his forehead. “Good night, dear.”

Max slept uneasily, but was awake at six in the morning when his mother came to tell him breakfast would be in ten minutes.

He dressed quickly.

He had received a pamphlet to prepare him for boot camp. Per the pamphlet he dressed casually, with clothes that he wouldn’t mind losing. He wore old sneakers, he shaved (though he wasn’t much in the whiskers department, yet), and made sure he was clean as possible.

He went down to breakfast and found is father and sister waiting for him.

His father glanced at him, gave a wan grin, and waited for Marion to dish out the scrambled eggs.

His sister, oddly enough, was polite. No snickers, no snide comments, just politeness. Not that she said much to him, but at least she was on her best behavior.

Max figured his mother had dropped the bomb on her. His mother seemed to be very intent that he get off to a good start.

And his mother had a tear in her eye. Just a small thing, a glint, but it was obvious that she was holding back.

Breakfast over, Marion asked him if he was ready, then they went out to the car. Jefferson and Jessica sat in the back seat, and Max was given shotgun, the seat of honor. He didn’t think he had ever ridden shotgun before That was his father’s seat, but he sat quietly and watched his familiar town pass by.

Things were different now.

He had graduated a couple of months before, been given a short summer, and now was leaving.

He had the weird thought that everything was going to be different when he returned.

If he returned. If he didn’t pass boot camp he would not be in civilization anymore.

He would be in the fields, or the factories, laboring at dangerous, difficult jobs, or otherwise employed.

He would not return home.

They arrived at the transportation center for the town and his family walked him to the depot. It was seven o’clock and he saw other young men arriving. Men like himself. Graduated and technically no longer boys, but…he felt like a boy. A sad boy, about to embark on a great adventure, but…a boy.

His father shook his hand, “Do well, son,” he murmured. He appeared a bit nervous, and almost evasive, like he wanted to say something but was afraid to.

His sister punched his arm and said, “Good luck, pissant.” As she was affectionate Marion said nothing, just gave a light smile.

Then his mother hugged him. She wrapped her arms around him and held him and brushed his hair and whispered in his ear, “When it all seems impossible…just…go with it.”

Go with it?

What a weird word of advice.

“Recruits assemble at station eight,” the loudspeaker yelled.

With a last look at his family, Max headed down the platform to station eight.

Max joined a cluster of young men in front of the transport vehicle.

The vehicle was actually an old bus. So old the paint was peeling. He had seen the bus before, the previous year when the then turned eighteen year olds had been driven through town.

He knew a lot of the young men waiting for transport, either from school, or just having seen them around town. He moved to a group he knew fairly well and stood with them.

“Hey, Max,” murmured Josh Hartwell, moving over to him.

Josh and he had played on the baseball team together. Josh was big, broad shoulders, and played first base. He could stretch out and catch the ball because of his height, and he was strong enough to take a hit from an overzealous runner when he was protecting a base.

Max, on the other hand was six inches shorter at five foot six. Max was slender, but deceptively strong. He was quick, which made him a good short stop, and a fantastic base runner.

They had trained in those positions for years, and had developed a great rapport.

“You ready?”

“I guess so. My mother was bawling all night.”

“Yeah, mine wasn’t crying, but she sure acted different.”

“So what do you think will happen?”

“Don’t know. But hopefully they’ll have a good baseball team.”

“Yeah. But—“

“Recruits line up at the bus!”

The woman coming down the platform was as tall as Josh, She was wearing dark blue, bloused pants and a blue tee shirt. It was the tee shirt that caught Max’s attention, and the attention of every other boy on the platform.

She was muscular, but her chest thrust forward. She was wearing a bra, but the nipples could be seen thrusting through the material. Her boobs were minor mountains that drew the attention of all.

“Move it, cupcake,” she yelled at one boy who had brought a bag and was stumbling across the platform in front of her.

“Heysoos,” whispered Josh. “Look at those titties!”

Several other boys were whispering similar remarks, or just gulping.

Belatedly, Max realized that she had shiny, blonde hair done up in a French style, under a Smokey hat. Her blue eyes didn’t seem to blink, and she had a strong jaw with full lips. Her lips were painted bright red.

“Come on, cupcake,” she had a smile on her face as she watched the boy with the bags who had fallen to one knee in her path.

He moved.

Behind this first drill sergeant were four more women. They weren’t as stupendous, especially in the chest, but they were impressive. They were neat to a T, they had incredible bodies, and their hair was tucked under their wide brimmed hats. The hats were tilted forward and their eyes glared out from under the brims. They all looked pissed off.

Max had never seen such outright anger in his life. His mother never got mad. His father never got irritated. Jessica just laughed at him.

But these women were showing uncharacteristic emotion, and it frightened Max.

“Fuck,” said Josh. He didn’t appear frightened, but he was apprehensive.

One of the women had a clipboard and she strode to the head of the line. “Name!”

“John Charles.”

“Another woman was on the other side of the line and she spoke harshly into John Charles’ ear, “Why aren’t you getting not eh bus get on the bus when asked for your name!”

John Charles tripped and stumbled and made it onto the bus.

“Name!”

“Henry Walker.”

“Get on the bus cupcake!”

The young men, reduced to frightened boys by the intensity of her voice, scrambled onto the bus, now frightened of the woman with the big tits and the hard voice.

Max was about two thirds of the way down the line and he scrambled with the rest of them.

On the bus he made his way down the center. Boys were in their seats, trying to look through the tinted glass windows.

Josh was right in front of Max, and he pushed and shoved and nobody minded because they were all pushing and shoving, and they ended up all the way at the bak, sitting on a wide seat, the emergency door to the side giving them a bit of extra foot room.

“Wow,” breathed Max.

“Fucking bitches,” snorted a recruit who sat in the seat in front of them. Josh and Max didn’t say anything, just looked at each and shrugged.

“ALL RIGHT, CUPCAKES! SIT AT ATTENTION! NO TALKING!”

One of the drill sergeants sat down next to the driver, who was an old man, and faced backwards, towards the recruits.

The old man didn’t seem to care about anything, and the DI spoke to him briefly, probably told him to move out…cupcake.

The boys had been herded onto the bus at exactly 7:15, and the bus backed out of its slot at 7:16.

The windows, except for where the tinting had been scratched, couldn’t be seen through.

Slowly, as the bus left town and began the long journey, some of the boys leaned forward and tried to look out the windows.

The DI didn’t say anything. She sat and watched and rocked with the motion of the bus.

A few of the boys whispered to each other, and still she said nothing.

Max and Josh remained sitting upright, mainly because they were jammed in and there was no way to slouch or lean. Also, they were behind the heads of the boys in front of them, so the DI couldn’t see if they were speaking.

The miles mounted. The minutes became hours. The boys became restive, talking openly, and even scratching at the imperfections on the tinted windows in an attempt to see the countryside they were passing through.

Then the buss turned down a long, dirt road.

Somebody whispered, “We’re on the base!”

And the bus drove on.

But ten minutes later it wiggled through a series of streets, which seemed to be made of asphalt, and stopped.

The DI at the head of the bus stood up and yelled, “GET THE FUCK OFF MY BUS!”

This was a new voice, the voice of an enraged maniac, and the boys almost fell over each other in their attempt to comply with the pissed off drill sergeant.

Off the bus the other female DIs were waiting for them.

“LINE UP!”

“STAND ON THE YELLOW FOOTPRINTS!”

“MOVE IT!”

And, the inevitable “CUPCAKE!”

As if their yelling wasn’t bad enough, they were now holding swagger sticks. Two foot, stiff, flexible whips. And they used them.

WISSS…SMACK!

Again and again.

Max was quick, agile, and he made it to the yellow footprints under a long, metal roof. He stood on yellow footprints and was terrified.

Josh stood next to him. Being big he wasn’t as sick, and he had received two stripes on his buttocks.

“Fuckin’ fuck!” he whimpered. “That fuckin’ hurts!”

“SHUT UP, CUPCAKE!” An instructor moving behind the line screamed in Josh’s ear.

She pushed through the line and stood nose to nose with Josh. “If you think a little whipping is bad wait until I shove this thing so far up your…” She droned on and Josh felt his heart thudding.

He hated it, of course, but it was too early in the training to do anything. But he was determined to stand up for himself.

Fuckin’ bitches.

When all the boys were lined up the first Drill Instructor stood in front of them and spoke in a loud voice. She didn’t yell, she was above that, but she sure had presence, and everybody heard her.

“My name is Drill Instructor Margaret. You will address me as Ma’am. You are my cupcakes. I own you. Whether you live or die depends on me…and my assistant drill instructors. Is that clear?”

There were mumbles, and the assistant DIs went to work.

“LOUDER!”

“MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!”

“STAND WITH YOUR CHEST OUT LIKE YOU HAVE A PAIR!”

And the abuse went on. DI Margaret stood and watched with lazy, waiting eyes.

When the recruits had screamed “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!” loud enough, the DIs moved to the rear of the line and waited for the recruits next fuck up.

DI Margaret smiled and said, “Over the next few months myself and my assistants will be responsible for your learning your general orders, and learning what it takes to graduate from this boot camp. How you conduct yourself is of paramount performance. When…IF…you graduate, you will be assigned a secondary school.” She stepped forward and lowered her voice. Now every boy on the yellow footprints was leaning forward, listening with all their might.

“Everything depends on how well you follow instructions. There will be times when you don’t want to, but this boot camp has been designed to make real men out of you, so do what you’re told when you are told. Is that clear?”

There were some mumbles, then a few of the boys tried yelling “Ma’am, yes, ma’am!”

And that set off the drill instructors.

“LOUDER!”

“MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!”

“STAND WITH YOUR CHEST OUT LIKE YOU HAVE A PAIR!”

When the boys had finally yelled “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM” to the DIs satisfaction, Margaret  turned to her second in command. “Take them, Sergeant.

“YES, MA’AM!”

Drill Instructor Margaret moved back and the second in charge turned to the boys and screamed, “TAKE OFF YOUR CLOTHES!”

This was a make and break point for many of the boys. Many of them had only been seen naked in a locker room, and now they were being told to strip naked in front of sexy women with whips.

Many of the boys started crying, but it didn’t matter. The DIs went through them, smacking asses with their sticks, screaming at the top of their lungs.

Some of the boys, red in the face, simply took their clothes off. They stood, here and there, their cocks hanging limply some times, but more often than not standing straight up.

“GET THOSE PANTS OFF!”

“I’VE SEEN A DICK BEFORE! GET YOUR DAMN TIGHTY WHITEY’S OFF!”

DAMN! THIS ONE IS SMALL!”

After a while there were more naked boys than not, and the DIs focused on the laggards. They screamed and used their swagger sticks  freely and the sounds of SMACKS filled the area.

Then there were only a couple of boys not disrobed. One of the boys just seemed confused, and he finally managed to get everything off.

Then there was one boy, and he held to his clothes, his hands pulling up on the waist band of his jeans, and one arm around his chest as if to protect his shirt.

And he wouldn’t get undressed.

Four DIs standing around him, screaming, the sound of SMACKS rising up like the rat a tat of a snare drum.

Then Margaret blew a whistle.

The four DIs steppe back and stood at attention around the boy.

He was crying, sobbing, and wouldn’t move.

Margaret spoke to her second, and she trotted, boobs bouncing, to the   where the four DIs surrounded the boy. She whispered something and three of the DIs moved back to behind the line of naked boys.

Max heard one of the DIs mutter, “Only one. That’s pretty good.”

Then the remaining drill instructor placed her arm around the crying boy’s shoulders and walked him away.

That was it. They would never see that boy again. But, later, they would find out that he was their casualty. He had failed boot camp and been removed. Nobody knew for sure, but the rumor was that he was sent to an agricultural farm.

Right then, however, the DIs lined up next to the boys and the second in command, whose name turned out to be Betsy, yelled, “TURN TO THE LEFT!”

The boys turned, a bit out of synch, and received a few SMACKS from the DIS.

“March with the left foot first. HUP! HUP! HUP!”

The boys, naked as the day they were born, marched across a large field. In the distance they could see figures moving between barracks, but in the field they were alone, and naked, and surrounded by maniac bitches with big tits.

They arrived in a barracks and were assigned bunks. But the bunks weren’t much. Just inch thin mattresses, very worn in spots, with wires for slats.

They were commanded to stand in front of their bunks and one of the DIs strode to a central position and addressed them. Max could hear another Drill Sergeant addressing recruits on the floor above.

“Okay, cupcakes,” she spoke in a strident voice, demanding attention without yelling. But there were a couple of other DIs waiting for boys to move out of turn, and they were holding their whips viciously, and though they didn’t grin, they were clearly enjoying their work.

“My name is Drill Instructor Charlotte, and you cupcakes have to learn two things. First you have to learn your general quarters. Second, you have to learn to conduct yourselves like ladies.”

She yelled in a slightly louder voice, “Assistant Drill Instructor Jane! Front and Center!

A drill instructor did a sort of march trot, which was double time, to the center of the barracks and faced Drill Instructor Charlotte.

“Recite your General Orders!”

Jane screamed, just like a recruit, her boobs bouncing with the force of her recitation.

“MY TWELVE GENERAL ORDERS ARE:

“FIRST GENERAL ORDER, I MUST GIVE THE APPROPRIATE BOW AND SALUTATION!

“SECOND GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS SAY THANK YOU AND GIVE COMPLIMENTS!

“THIRD GENERAL ORDER, I WILL OFFER HELP TO ANY AND ALL WHO REQUIRE IT!

“FOURTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS HOLD A DOOR OPEN AND OFFER A CHAIR WHEN REQUIRED.

“FIFTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS WALK BEHIND AND SLIGHTLY TO THE SIDE.

“SIXTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS WALK NEAREST THE STREET!

“SEVENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS BE PUNCTUAL.

“EIGHT GENERAL ORDER, I  WILL ALWAYS DO AS I AM TOLD WITHOUT QUESTION!

“NINTH GENERAL ORDER, I I WILL BE QUIET UNLESS SPOKEN TO!

“TENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS ACT AND DO MY BEST!

“ELEVENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL NOT CRITICIZE NOR COMPLAIN!

“TWELVE GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS PROCEED WITH KINDNESS AND CAUTION!

“THESE ARE MY TWELVE GENERAL ORDERS, MA’AM!”

The assistant DI then trotted back to the commanding position she had been in.

Every boy in the place was stunned. Such a simple thing, done with such authority, showing not only that it could be done, but the right way to do it.

The next half hour was spent memorizing the first general order, and by the end of that half hour the boys could do it.

Margaret listened as the boys recited it, one after another. At the end she spoke to Jane, and Jane turned and yelled. “RECRUIT MAXWELL THOMAS FRONT AND CENTER!”             

Max immediately panicked and didn’t want to move, but a smack across the ass and a DI walking next to him, controlling him with a strong arm on his biceps put him in motion. He stood before Margaret and shivered.

Margaret paid no attention to his trembling. “Recruit Maxwell Thomas,” she spoke in a loud but not screaming voice. “You have complied with orders in a fitting manner. As your reward you will wear the yellow high heels!”

Max started to look around, but the DIs kept their hands on him. One of them knelt in front of him and lifted one of his feet. She placed a high heel on his foot and padlocked the buckle.

He stared down at the top of her head, and realized that he had an erection.

She ignored the erection, and her hair brushed it and he throbbed, and she put the other shoe on him. Then she stood up and stepped back.

“WELL DONE! RECRUIT MAXWELL THOMAS!” screamed Charlotte.

Then Margaret stepped forward, put her hands on his cheeks and held him still as she kissed him.

Her lips were soft. His eyes were open, a thrill shot through him and he felt her body bump against his penis.

She stepped back.

“Return to your squad, Maxwell Thomas.”

Dazed, his cock throbbing like so hard he could feel the blood leaving his head, he was guided back to his place.

He had trouble walking in the shoes. His ankles were weak and needed strengthening, but the DIs kept him upright until he was standing in the ranks again.

He stood, and the guys around him were staring at him.

And what were they thinking? Were they laughing at him? Wearing high heels? Were they pissed off that they hadn’t won the high heels? Did they think he was a sissy!

Max didn’t know. He just knew he was beet red and his cock wouldn't stop surging.

“Crap, Max.” whispered Josh, who immediately received a WISSS…SMACK!

“All right, cupcakes. If you ever want to get out of her then you’d better do as well as recruit Thomas. Learn your orders. Take them to heart. Some day you, too, may be allowed the privilege of wearing high heels!”

“OUTSIDE FOR PHYSICAL TRAINING!”and the barracks emptied.

Physical training, or PT, was standard. It is the same push ups and sit ups and jumping jacks and other exercises as it has been throughout history.

The only difference was that the boys had to do the exercises naked.

And Max had to do them in high heels.

Surprising, the heels were comfortable, and he realized that they must have pre-selected him for the award. The shoes fit perfectly, and if he was focused and careful he didn’t twist his ankle or fall down.

Still, he was always behind the others, and the Drill Sergeants took no mercy on him.

WISSS…SMACK!

He yelped, and received another stripe for making a sound.

GET WITH IT, CUPCAKE!”

He tried, he tried as hard as he could.

When he did push ups his penis dragged on the grass.

When he did jumping jacks his cock bounced up and down.

When he did burpees his cock bounced and dragged and scraped and…was erect.

Almost all the boys were erect now. Their cocks were responding to the exercise, and they were so embarrassed that they began to get over it.

Heck, everybody had a boner, so nobody laughed.

Except the Drill Instructors. They took this opportunity of general erections to insult all and equally.

They didn’t yell, but they spoke loudly.

“Look at the size of that dinger. I’ve seen bigger cocks on kitty cats!”

“Look! A bender! He’s going to corkscrew fuck somebody’s ass tonight!”

“Private Jones! You’ve got the ugliest cock I’ve ever seen! Your official recruit name is now Ugly Dick!”

And the insults went on and on.

Finally, the hour was over and the boys were marched back to the barracks. They were now tired, and they were cold because the temperature had dropped a bit, and they were feeling kind of pissy.

Private Jones did not like his new nickname. And he snapped to one of the DIs, “Don’t call me that!”

He was promptly surrounded and striped by three DIs. He actually lurched towards one of them, and was tripped and fell on the ground. The DIs went with him, their arms moving up and down, and it was a miracle the whips didn’t cut him.

But, as the recruits were to learn through harsh experience, DIs were expert with the whip, any whip, and they only left long, purple marks on Private Jones’ flesh.

Finally, he was allowed up and he returned, crying, to the ranks.

Another recruit, a big one, taller than Josh, had had enough.

“I’ve had it. You try to whip me and I’ll kick your asses!”

Jane stepped forward, a smile on her face. She was small, almost dainty, but she looked up at the recruit and said, “Shut up, get in line, or I’ll kick your ass.”

It was proof of how worn down the recruits were that he swung on her.

Jane ducked, pushed, tripped, and went to the ground with him.

Stunned, the other recruits could only stare as she joint locked him. The other DIs moved forward and began the whipping.

The DIs had been mean before, but now they were absolutely, ruthlessly vicious.

They didn’t stop when the boy was sobbing and begging; they stopped when he curled into a fetal position and didn’t move.

Then one of the DIs helped him up, held his head lovingly, and rejoined him to the ranks.

And so it went.

They had lunch, then more PT, and more classes on the General orders.

The recruits were now under control.


Part Two

After lunch the recruits had their first class.

It was instruction on how to iron clothes. What was worse, they had to learn to iron dresses and blouses. There was much instruction on how to not burn material, what kind of material took what setting, how to hang up or fold the finished product, and so on.

To sit and watch a DI perform the ironing was actually relaxing. Nobody was yelling at them as long as they faced front and kept their eyes open.

When they had to do the ironing themselves, however, it was frustrating.

The clothes they had to iron were badly wrinkled, even soiled, and obviously kept around expressly for the purpose of training recruits.

During the actual ironing procedure the DIs ranged, using their whips and screaming, but only screaming when a mistake was made. If actual instruction was required they spoke quickly and positively, and they even offered an occasional compliment.

Learning to iron, Max realized that his father always did the ironing. He had never thought much about it, but his mother never ironed.

He wondered if she even knew how.

When the class was over two more boys were presented with yellow heels.

And were kissed. Not by Margaret, but by two DIs. They looked as stunned as Max had felt when he had received his kiss.

Now the boys cocks were limp. they had gotten used to their situation, and only a couple of hogs were more than limp, and those not overly excited.

So they had PT, and that woke up their weenies again.

Jumping, bending, twisting, cocks waved in the wind and the boys suffered the indignity of public erections.

And the DIs responded.

“LOOK AT THAT TINY WEENIE! THE KEY TO MY FRONT DOOR IS BIGGER!”

“UGLY DICK HAS UGLY BALLS!”

“YOU CALL THAT A HARD ON? I’VE SEEN HARDER NOODLES!”

The boys took it, and they were beginning to change. Just the first day, and they were adapting.

Sure, some of them became tight faced at the insults, but most of them, too tired to fight, just accepted the insults.

They were being broken down.

That night Max lay in his bunk and wished he were dead.

Well, not really dead, just pretended that he wished he were dead.

The fact was that his boner was keeping him up. Left to himself, his work for the day done, his body slack and relaxed, the energy that had moved him all day gathered in his dick and made that dick hard.

He glanced around at the other boys. Many of them had erections. They walked about the barracks, lay in their bunks, and their dicks were hard.

Which amazed Max. He was a cupcake, on the way to becoming a sissy, and he had a boner.

Yet he was so tired.

He slept.

And woke up in the middle of the night.

In the bunk next to him were two bodies.

It was ugly Dick and a recruit who had been christened ‘Asshole.’

They weren’t speaking, and the blanket on the bunk was going up and down at the top and the bottom, and he realized: 69.

He turned away and began to cry silently. What madhouse had he found himself in?

“WAKEY WAKEY, CUPPYCAKEY!

Max tumbled out of bed. He had had eight hours, and he was as tired as when he had lain down.

“Get out of bed there, Ugly Dick. Whose that…oh, good morning, Asshole.”

The DIs didn't seem to mind if the boys shared their bunks. Whether they were having sexual activity, or just hugging and crying, it made no difference.

“LET’S GO! OUTSIDE FOR PT!”

“HARRISON! IF YOU DON’T GET A MOVE ON YOU’LL NEVER BE A SISSY!”

“IF YOU DON’T MOVE FASTER I’M GOING TO RELIEVE YOU OF YOUR TESTICLES!”

Again with the jumping jacks and push ups and other exercises.

Max, awkward in his high heels—he had had to sleep in them—tried, but received several stripes for his efforts. Or, as the DIs said, his lack of efforts.

Then, more tired, they had their first class of the day.

How to do laundry. Hang, dry and fold.

After the class three recruits were given high heels and kissed.

Then a class on General Orders.

They learned how to bow the right way, moving a foot back, putting a dainty leg forward, spreading the hands to the side and dipping.

A curtsy. And it was made awkward because when you did it right the balls always got in the way. It seemed there was always a groan or two when the balls got pressed between the thighs. But that was okay, nothing that a few stripes wouldn't cure.

Then they discussed the general orders. In a civilized manner, because, as the DI said, you’ll never do something right if you don’t understand it.

The discussions, interestingly enough, did help.

Max would always remember the reasoning behind the simple actions of the general orders.

Several of the orders encouraged politeness, which the DIs correctly informed them would lead to kindness.

Some of the orders were bizarre.

To walk on the side of the sidewalk closest to the street was because when people were using horses and carriages the man would have his body between the woman and any mud splashing.

To walk slightly behind was more a Chinese thing adapted to Americans. It was a sign of respect and submission.

Then there were orders that meant business. Do what you’re told. And, be quiet unless you’re spoken to. Those two, especially, were enforced ruthlessly.

But the real problems came when they did drills to enforce the orders.

One boy would don a simple dress and act the part of a woman. That recruit was expected to do things that would force the other recruit to perform his General Orders.

Max was often called on to be the woman. He would slip a loose dress over his head and walk, and his partner, often Josh, would try to stay slightly behind him, or on the street side. Or he would hold a chair for him or open a door.

As the drills became more complicated Max was instructed on how to act more woman like to give the drill more reality.

He walked, one foot in front of the other, to make his ass sway, but not too much.

He was supposed to be a woman, not a caricature of a woman.

He was given a purse to carry, and at times Josh would be told to carry it for him.

Max would sit and was served.

Then, as the weeks passed, he was instructed on things to say to Josh.

To insult Josh, and Josh could say nothing but thank you, or give compliments. If Josh didn’t give compliments fast enough, or appropriate enough, he was whipped.

And Max was whipped if he didn’t act the perfect woman.

Once he was striped particularly viciously when he was too tough on Josh.

It was a fine line the boys were walking.

And though they had regular partners, they were often switch off. They were given unfamiliar partners and instructed and had to achieve a uniform manner of treating people in the correct manner.

One night Max woke up suddenly.

The barracks was quiet, but he had a feeling.

He slipped out of bed and padded to the head.

There were three boys in there, taking turns blowing each other.

Max watched, was fascinated, repulsed, and curious.

One of the boys turned and saw him, grinned and motioned for him to join them.

But Max wasn’t ready for that.

If he did well in a class he might receive a kiss.

But sex with other boys was a bit unnerving.

And after two weeks the DIs started groping the boys.

Sometimes it would be a pat on the ass, sometimes it would be a full on groin grab.

This especially happened if a recruit wasn’t ‘boning up,’ as the DIs liked to call it. They wanted the recruits hard at all times.

The Drill Instructor would simply grab the recruits coke and balls, massage until the cock was hard, then stroke him a while.

The recruits would turn red faced and want to cum, but the Drill Sergeants, who didn’t mind that the recruits blow each other or slept together, didn’t want the boys to cum by their hands.

Then came the fourth week.

Only a couple of boys weren’t in high heels. All the boys had jacked off, and many of them had slept with other boys, or had sex in the bathroom after lights out.

Jane walked in right after dinner. This was alone time. When the boys shined their yellow heels, or washed their sheets, or memorized their general orders.

Every boy immediately stood in front of their bunk.

“Let’s talk about sex,” she said with a grin.

Then commenced a bunch of rules that seemed no less stringent than the general orders.

One must have proper foreplay.

One must make the woman cum first.

One must sleep in the wet spot.

And on and on and on.

Every thing necessary to be a slave in bed.

Most of the boys were virgins, or had been relieved by persons, usually a neighbor, as a favor to their mothers. But there were a few who weren’t.

But all were shocked when Jane blew a whistle and Charlotte walked into the room.

She was wearing a strap with a small dildo sticking out.

“We are now going to have practical drills on the things we have been telling you. Maxwell Thomas, front and center.

Max trotted to the center of the floor in the prescribed manner.

“Kneel and suck my cock!”

Max was caught. He had to follow all orders, he had to give compliments, he had to live the general orders.

But the sight of the weenie bouncing slightly at the junction of the Drill Sergeant was almost too much.

“I SAID…SUCK!”

He couldn’t help it. He had been conditioned. He knew his general orders. He bent slightly at the knee, then lowered himself to the knees.

Charlotte moved forward and he was suddenly an inch away from a plastic hog.

Oh, it wasn’t big, except in his mind, except in the fact that he was going to have to do something that went against his grain.

Charlotte helped him out by grabbing his head and pulling it towards her.

His mouth opened up and her cock went sliding in.

Thank goodness it wasn’t big. If it had been big he would have thrown up.

Jane stood to the side and offered instruction.

“Grab her balls, fondle, squeeze. That’s it. Now stroke. Imagine that white fluid squirting out the tip.”

Max almost gagged.

“It tastes delicious! Ask for more!”

Max dutifully followed directions. “Please, ma’am, may I have some more?”

Charlotte chuckled, slapped him on the face and pushed him back. He fell on his rump and stared at her.

But Jane moved up and helped him to his feet. “Well done, Maxwell. Put this on.”

She handed him a strap on.

Max buckled the thing in place, and by the time he was done the next recruit in line, Josh, was commanded to his knees…in front of Max.

“But…” Max tried to object.

“DON’T YOU WANT A BLOW JOB! MAXWELL?”

Max was shaking, afraid, and he watched as Josh, ashamed, mortified, but caught by his training and general orders, went to his knees.

Max watched as the bigger man sucked on his dick.

Not his real dick, though many of the boys would have preferred that, but his fake peeny.

Then, when Josh had passed, he stood up and was given the strap on.

Boy by boy they went down the line, each learning to suck like a woman.

That night was a revelation. Everybody was changed by it. The sight of a boy kneeling in front of them, even though it wasn’t their real dick…it did something to them.

There was a lot of politeness and pondering from that night on.

A line had been crossed.

The classes, after that night, changed.

They had been learning how to iron, how to sew, how to vacuum and sweep and do the things necessary to keep house.

Now they learned things more pertinent to being female.

Classes in fashion, in make up, in how to style their hair.

All the boys had been commanded to attend boot camp with long hair, and now they spent long classes washing, and dying, and curling, and giving themselves the most feminine fashion possible.

And…make up.

They were instructed on all the techniques of make up. How to apply, how to take off, the advantages and disadvantages of the various products.

Now they walked around with painted faces.

And…they received their first underwear.

Bra and panties, very plain, but it was the first clothing, the first covering, they had had in two months.

And they were proud.

Their embarrassment quotient went down and their pride went up.

In a sense, they had reached the bottom (or so they thought0, and they were on the build.

Boys were washed out of training, too. At least one or two a week.

Sometimes they went with a whimper, led out crying by Drill Sergeants who actually seemed to understand.

Sometimes they had to be dragged out, kicking and fighting, screaming about how they were men and they didn’t have to take this!

By the time three months had passed nearly 10% of the class had been washed.

Max had mixed feelings about this.

He was friends with the boys who left. He felt for them. And he imagined them suffering in factories and fields, doing other dangerous work.

He knew what was wrong with them, of course. It was no secret.

They were protesting the femininity of their classes, the way they were called ‘cupcake,’ or now that they had started the sexual training, ‘sissies.’

Heck, he sometimes didn’t like it, either. But he was determined to do well. He was determined to make his family proud.

And he didn’t want to do manual labor in a field, sweating and exhausted from the sheer physicality of it.

So he endured.

And he didn’t sleep with any of the other boys, or go to the head at night.

Instead, he took inordinate pride in his appearance. He applied his make up with care, and when he was given a new dress, he was. beside himself.

He was so pretty.

Then, one night, it all changed.

Jane strode into the barracks. She was holding a clipboard. She read from it.

“Recruit Anderson, outside.

“Recruit Aswell, outside.

“Recruit Bradenton, outside.”

She spoke in a normal tone of voice, and the boys, looking confused and concerned, stood up one by one and left the barracks.

When Jane was done with her list fully half the boys were gone. The barracks now felt empty.

Max looked out a window and saw the recruits who had been called marching across the field.

“Ma’am?”

Jane looked to the recruit who had spoken. Instead of yelling because he hadn’t yelled, or chastising him in some way for whatever, she smiled and said, “Yes?”

“Where are they going.”

Jane sighed, her large breasts heaving up and down. “Ladies, sit down on the floor in front of me. Make a circle.”

The boys looked at each other. It was the first time they had been called ladies. It felt weird, and yet…good.

They sat in a circle, and Sergeant Jane sat down on the end of a bunk and faced them.

Her face was even, no emotion, and she began to speak.

“The boys who left have not met with our standards. Does anybody see the common denominator?”

None did.

“Think. What happened in the shower?”

Boys looked down, boys were startled. None of the DIs had ever addressed the issue.

“The boys who have left, many of them, took advantage of the shower.”

“But, I—“

And Ugly Dick stopped. He had revealed himself.

Jane didn’t care.

“Yes, you were there, but you didn’t do the same things as the boys who just left.”

All the boys were staring, trying to figure it out, and Jane said, “Those who left were on the top.”

Silence.

A few looks at Ugly Dick. Ugly Dick, who had gone to the bathroom to get poked, not to poke.

But there were no judgmental looks.

Jane nodded, and not unkindly.

I think you understand now, and I hope you understand what is going to be required of you to graduate from boot camp.

More silence. The boys understood.

“For you to be worthwhile members of society, for you to deserve a world at peace, you must understand what it is like to be the victims of the abusers. You will learn this. And if you don’t, you will fail. Now do you understand what this boot camp is all about?”

There were nods. Not all happy, considering what they were going to be asked to do, but…happy enough.

Sad, as long as you do what you are told, is happy enough.

Max thought back through his lifetime. He considered the tasks his father did, and his mother. He thought about the way each of them treated him.

He understood what Jane was saying.

Ugly Dick whispered, “So the ones who left, they couldn’t give up…give up…”

“Being the abusers. They used their dicks as weapons. They subdued people. They strove to be on top, at the cost of the person on the bottom. this is not a society that can stand that.”

Every boy in the barracks was in deep consideration now.

They were in make up and dresses. They wore heels and knew how to do the things that men in a polite and peaceful society did.

They knew how to iron and wash and make dinner and…and make love to a woman when she wanted it.

It was a society of love, and they would contribute to that.

“Okay, I—“

“Ma’am?”

Behind Max, Josh was standing up.

“Yes, Josh?”

“Can I…I don’t…” then was crying, sobbing, really, his whole body shaking as his soul fell apart.

Jane went to him, placed a hand on his shoulder. “I know, Josh. We would have called you, not because you fucked somebody, but because we can see what you’re going through. What you can’t go through.”

“I’m sorry…I don’t…I can’t…”

“It’s okay, Josh. Go now, and be at peace. We love you.”

Grateful, Josh ran from the barracks, he ran after the others who had washed out.

Jane watched him running in his high heels over the parade ground. She sighed, then turned to the others. “We had to give him a chance, but some just can’t do it. If there are any others who think they aren’t deserving, come talk to me. Decisions are to be made, and they aren’t all ours. It is up to you recruits to choose your station in life.”

Then Jane left the room.

Max lay in bed and was crushed.

His best friend since early childhood was gone.

Sure, he had other friends, but to lie Josh was…hurtful.

Moisture leaked from his eyes, and he kept a hanky at hand. He didn’t want to look a mess in the morning.

Josh, gone.

Almost more than he could stand.

A month more passed, and more boys left. And less were left.

Only a dozen bunks were slept in in the barracks.

They still had classes, and the classes were conducted with vigor, but…only six boys left.

How the DIs knew Max didn’t know. Maybe they had cameras, maybe spies, maybe something else, but they always knew when a boy made that last step. When they snuck into the bathroom, or just went up to the empty second story, and bent over.

Strap ons were kept in a box in the bathroom, and they were cleaned regularly.

There were large bottles of lube waiting for whoever wished to avail themselves.

But Max had not availed himself.

One night Jane walked into the barracks. She sat down across the Max.

The days of screaming and yelling were done. The boys left no longer needed rough encouragement or even instruction. They wore dresses and knew their duties.

“How are you doing, Max?”

“Fine, Ma’am.”

She smiled. “Tonight you are not going to call me ‘Ma’am.”

“I’m not? Ma’am?”

“No. You call me ma’am again and I’ll knock you to the ground and step on your dick.”

“Yes, uh…yes.”

She smiled wider. Then grew serious. “Max, why haven't you bent over for somebody.”

“I’ve tried, m—Jane.” I’ve even asked others to…do me. But then…I get frightened.”

“Would you be frightened of me?”

“No.” Pause. “Jane.”

She nodded.

“We do have boys like you every once in a while. Boys who are sissies at heart, but who can’t make it over the final hurdle. Now, we can wash you out, which would be a shame. There aren’t enough men like you in the world. So we have one final chance for you. Come with me upstairs. I will do you.”

Max took in his breath.

“But, to be sure, after me you have to be fucked by all the DIs.”

“You…”

He stopped talking. He stared at her.

He had hated her in the beginning, then he had respected her, then he had loved her, and gotten over that puppy love.

Yet there was, in his heart, a deep feeling for her.

This wouldn’t be a disrespectful dalliance. This would be a serious act.

He nodded. “I’ll try.”

“Very good. why don’t you put on a peignoir, make yourself up, and we’ll meet you upstairs.”

Max nodded, and began to prepare himself.

He wore his sexiest lingerie, his best dress and had some of the other boys help him with his make up.

Finally, he walked up the stairs.

He was alone for a half hour, then the Drill Instructors came upstairs. Six of them. They were in drill instructor garb, loose pants, tight tee shirts, and Smokey hats.

They were also wearing dildos under their clothes.

“Hello, Max.” Margaret smiled at him. “Are you ready?”

“Yes…should I call you Ma’am or Margaret?”

“Tonight you must address us by our names. This is not a night for rigid rules, it is for acceptance, submission, to do as you’re told…to go with it.”

It clicked in Max’s mind. To go with it. That was what his mother had told him many months ago.

“Where would you like me?”

“Why don’t you just get on all fours.”

Max took off his panties and assumed the position. One of th eDIs lifted his dress and began smushing lube into him.

Margaret was first. She was slow and gentle. She made sure he was comfortable and well lubed, then she used her tool.

Max gasped and his eyes rolled back. He had been resisting this…this final act of submission, of transition. But why? It felt so incredible!

After five minutes of loving, her cupping his chest, kissing the back of his neck, making him feel like he was the most important person in the world, she pulled out and Jane took her place.

Max groaned as she used him, and was glad that he now understood the difference between use and abuse.

He groaned and arched his back, and for a moment he thought he might squirt, but Jane stopped moving, gripped him, and said, “Not yet. We’ll get you off when the time is right.”

Charlotte was followed by Betsy, then the last two DIs.

They all pleasured him, gave up on their own pleasure just so he could understand.

As Drill Instructors they were going far beyond the call of duty.

And, finally, they worked him all together. One at his mouth, another at his rear, all of them touching him, sucking his nipples, playing with his balls, and…he couldn’t resist.

With a mighty groan he arched his back and squirted long ropes. After months of abstinence, except for the occasional masturbatory adventure, he was ready.

His mind glowed and he couldn’t move. All he could do was wait for the universe to settle down.


Epilogue

Max stepped off the bus. He was wearing regular boy clothes, but in his heart he was a girl.

His twelve general orders would be with him for life, and they would make him a decent citizen.

He would be able to marry, to get a good job, and he would be kind.

“Maxwell!”

His mother was the first to hug him.

He held on and gloried in her touch. He just wanted to be in her arms forever.

But, forever ends early sometimes, and his father shook his hand, and regarded him closely. He must have liked what he saw, because he smiled, probably for the first time in his life, at Max.

Then his sister hugged him, and she said the one thing that truly made his day.

“Welcome home, sis.”

END
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Feminized through Yoga!

Weight lifter has an accident and

is transformed from male to female!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

If you’re like me, you’ve tried all sorts of physical exercise. Weightlifting, yoga, iceskating on your head…everything.

I prefer yoga. Doesn’t mean the other stuff is bad, just…I prefer yoga.

If you want a really hefty book on how sex and yoga can work together, and for the most sublime experience, check out ‘Silithia.’

It’s fiction, but you’re certainly going to agree with the sexual possibilities here.

That said, you’re going to have fun with this story. There’s absolutely nothing like taking a knucklehead and making him see the light. And what better way to see the light than through feminization!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Come on, babe, one more.just one more…”

Kelsy grunted and groaned. She was soaked with sweat, she knew she was done.

Jimmy, however, knew she wasn’t.

He started to do his usual thing, raising his voice and shouting. “Come on! Don’t be a quitter! Don’t be a lousy quitter! Do it! Do it now!”

Other people in the gym looked over. The women all frowned, and even a couple of guys got a distasteful look on their faces.

Jimmy had been watching too much TV. Or maybe he had just a bit too much testosterone flowing in his veins, because his yelling rose up and he was yelling in her face, actually spitting on her as he encouraged her to one more lift.

“DO IT! DON’T WIMP OUT! DON’T BE A BITCH!” Then, her face straining, starting to cry, he pulled out the big gun, the one insult that he knew would get her. He whispered, “Don’t be a cunt.”

That did it for Kelsey. She lowered the bar.

Jimmy didn’t want to take it. He was the spotter, he was supposed to help her, to catch the bar for her safety, but he didn’t want to. He put a hand under the bar and just held the bar there.

“Don’t quit, dumbie,” he snarled.

Kelsey started crying. She wanted out from under the bar of lead. She was done with this. “Take it!” she whimpered. “Take it!”

“Not until you—“

Samantha moved in and placed her hands under the bar and lifted. The bar went up and onto the supports, Kelsey lay there and sobbed, and Samantha turned on Jimmy.  “Are you fucking blind?”

“She was fine,” Jimmy responded, putting his emotion on the woman.

“Samantha turned away from him with a look of disgust.

“If I don’t do this she’ll be fat all her life!” Jimmy snapped.

Samantha turned, an incredulous look on her face, then, because she knew that Jimmy was clueless and hopeless, turned back to Kelsey. “Come on, honey. Let’s take care of you.”

She helped Kelsey up and walked her towards the juice bar. The juice bar was just off the gym and Samantha sat Kelsey at one of the tables. She got her a bottle of water and the two women sat quietly.

Slowly, Kelsey calmed down. She stopped crying, wiped her cheeks and said, “Thank you.”

“Nada, girlfriend.”

Kelsey sighed. “Normally, outside of the gym, he’s not an asshole.”

Samantha said nothing.

“He just gets wound up, and he’s obsessed with me losing weight.”

Samantha snorted. “What are you, ten pounds overweight?”

“I know, it’s not much, but I do want to be healthy and look my best.”

“Well, you can start by holding off on the weightlifting.”

“What? But Jimmy says weights will help me lose weight!”

“Sure, it can, but not the way he’s having you do it.”

A puzzled look crossed Kelsey’s face.

“Look, different bodies. The way he’s having you lift weights, low reps and lots of weight, will bulk you up. Muscle weight four times as much as fat, you muscle up and you’re going to gain weight.”

Kelsey’s eyes opened in surprise. “But…he’s having me do it wrong?”

Samantha nodded.

“But how am I supposed to do it?”

“Low weights and lots of reps.”

Kelsey was quiet then, her mind turning over her situation. She had hated weight lifting, and she really hated the way Jimmy turned into a bully when he was training her.

“And that might slim you down some, but you’re still going to have muscle…therefore weight. Of course it depends on what look you want.”

“I want…” she hesitated, “…your look.”

Samantha had a perfect hourglass shape. Maybe a tad heavy on the top. She wasn’t big, but she was sexy, could wear any clothes, and, put together with her face, she was a babe.

Samantha gave a half smile. “Well, you’ve been doing the wrong thing to get there, and…thanks for the compliment.

“No, you have the perfect body. It’s healthy—I see you working out—and it’s strong, and…you’re beautiful.” Then it burst out of her, “What do you do? I mean, I see you doing lots of things, but…what kind of training regimen do you follow?”

Samantha smiled. “Actually, I don’t work out so much as dabble. I see a body part that needs work I choose from a variety of things, focus on that, then move to another body part.” She shrugged.

“Well, help me learn your dabbling method.”

“Won’t Jimmy get pissed?”

“Let him. Besides, down here he’s already pissed.”

The two women chuckled at that.

“Well, okay. But here’s the thing, he’s going to give you a rough time. He’s a man, he’s got a one track mind. He is certainly not going to understand.”

“I can handle that. Besides, like I told you, when he’s not in the gym he is a different man.”

“Well, I hope so.”

The two women smiled at each other. It was the start of a great friendship.

“I’m sorry,” Jimmy said when they drove home. “I guess I got a little rough there.”

“It’s okay.”

“Well, it’s not. And I am sorry.”

“That’s okay, no sex for you for a month.”

“Ouch!”

Yet the quip, delivered like a punchline, made his weenie stand up. Even after his exhausting work outs his cock rose up.

Kelsey laughed. “There it is, the way to man’s heart. Deprive him.”

“Don’t you dare,” he chuckled. He adjusted his pants to relieve the pressure of the bump under the folds.

But Kelsey thought about it.

“You know, you’re worthless after a work out.”

He twisted his head around and looked at her. The street lights passed over his face. “What?” Now he was serious.

“We never have sex after you work out. All that weight lifting saps you, makes you less than a man.”

Now Jimmy was quiet. He turned back to the street and gripped the wheel.

Kelsey grinned on the inside. How do you like it when you’re on the other end of the insults?

Jimmy didn’t, but that, and the deal she had made with Samantha, made Kelsey like it.

“I’m going to be training with Samantha.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“She knows more about training women than you do. You’re good at training men, but your methods aren’t always good for a woman.”

“Is this because I yelled at you?”

“Maybe a little bit, but the real reason is that Samantha and I had a talk about what women need versus what men need, and I think she’s right.

Jimmy was now officially in a huff, but he let it go. He’d let that stupid cow train Kelsey, and then Kelsey would see. She’d end looking like a cow and…and Jimmy was so incensed that he was thinking of Samantha in unkindly terms, and passing over the fact that she was the best built babe in the gym.

“Well, okay,” he finally muttered.

Their conversation ended as Jimmy pulled into their driveway. He parked, and they got out of the car and went into the house.

He dropped his gym bag on the floor of their bedroom and started taking off his clothes.

“What are you doing?”

“We’re about to make love, baby,” he grinned. “I’m going to make you eat your words.”

“But I don’t feel like making love!”

“Yeah, but now you have to!”

“No, I don’t think I have to. And. I resent you taking me for granted.”

He stopped undressing and stared at her. Then he pulled his gym shorts off and said, “That’s just that bitch talking.”

She turned and left the room.

“Hey!” Jimmy followed her out to the living room. He put his hand on her arm and turned her around.

Kelsey went with it, and grabbed him by the shorts.

“OH!” he gasped.

She smiled, suddenly liking this turnabout. “No means no. Have you ever heard of that?”

He was trying to push down, peel her hands off his tighty whiteys, but she really had him by the pouch.

“Let…go!”

“Why, sure, honey. Just as soon as you promise to get down and eat my pussy…and then we’re still not going to have sex!”

“But…don’t…wait…”

She squeezed harder. “Promise. Give me your word.”

He actually might not have, he was just a stubborn man, after all. But she added, “Besides, you owe me for yelling at me tonight.”

“Okay! Okay!”

She let go, fell back on the couch with a giggle. She slipped her shorts and panties off and spread her legs. “And remember, NPA.”

“NPA? What’s that?”

“No Poke Attached.”

Jimmy didn’t want to, he wasn’t a big fan of cunnilingus, but he had promised. Besides, there was always the idea that if he didn’t do what she said she might grab him again.

He went to his knees and started gobbling. Though his package hurt he was excited. To be treated so roughly, then to be denied, he wanted it worse than ever. But he had promised.

“Go, bitch,” breathed Kelsey. “One more lick. You can do it, you…cunt.”

And when she arched her back and her eyes rolled back Jimmy had the hardest hard he had ever had.

Kelsey and Samantha agreed to meet at the gym Monday, Wednesday and Friday. With the option for taking off Friday if they had something really serious to attend to. Like a party.

And they had fun. Lord, they had fun.

Samantha loved yoga, and they often would spend their whole time together going through routines.

For such a sissy ‘sport’ it was actually an iron discipline. It took strength and mental focus.

Kelsey would groan and hold a position, her muscles working in some parts of the body, and forcing herself to relax in other parts of the body. It was a curious ‘whole body’ work out.

She would be struggling, holding, straining, working harder than she did for Jimmy and his weights, and then Samantha would crack her up. “Let’s go, cunt,” she would whisper, and Kelsey would bust out in laughter and collapse.

And Samantha was fine with that. Work outs should be more fun than work was her attitude.

After  Yoga they might swim laps in the pool, which Samantha swore would give them a layer of fat but who cared.

Then they might shoot baskets, working up a real sweat.

Sometimes, if the gymnastics class was in session, they would sit on the edge of the mat and try to follow the younger girls.

“Man,” wheezed Kelsey, “I used to be able to do this.”

“When you were young, dumb and not full of cum.”

Again, Kelsey would break down in laughter and lose her focus. It irritated the gym teacher, but only a little. Her focus was on the young girls training.

And, they would lift weights. High reps, low weight, and concentrating on a specific body part, and there seemed to be no end to body parts.

But the whole thing was fun, and over the months Kelsey lost the ten pounds she had had. And, even more fun, her bust began to stand up and out. Muscles were tightening up and her once saggy breasts became objects to be proud of.

Jimmy certainly noticed.

But it didn’t do him much good.

Kelsey had decided she liked denying him. It was more fun to tease, and make him go hard. She grew to love frustrating him, stroking him endlessly, then rolling over and going to sleep.

Jimmy complained, but he loved it. He was one of those guys who liked being denied.

“Come on, baby, one more time. I really need it!”

“Well, I don’t know. Samantha said sex should be indulged in infrequently. It’s a waste of energy.” Just saying that, knowing she was about to deny her lover, made Kelsey hot. She was liking this shift of power.

“That bitch,” Jimmy snapped.

Kelsey turned and looked at him.

“Ever since you met her things have been different.”

Kelsey sniffed. “Yeah, in a good way.”

“Are you sure she’s not a lesbian?”

Jimmy had said this often, it was the king of thing men said when their women refused to put out. At first this had disturbed Kelsey, and she had protested and tried to explain that Samantha was just picky in her choice of men. Over time, however, she had come up with a better way to handle Jimmy’s sniping.

“Oh, she is. And we spend all our time kissing and making out. She licks my pussy and I lick hers. We even had an orgy last week. Five girls, ten boobs, five snatches, moist and humping, and we all had dildos and one of the girls liked it up the backside, one of the girls loved giving head, one of the girls…

“STOP IT!” Jimmy covered his ears with his hands.

Kelsey just chuckled.

And the work outs continued.

Until the day of bad news…

Jimmy was not feeling well. He didn't feel well at work. He didn’t feel well driving home, and he didn’t feel like going to the gym.

Jimmy not going to the gym? That was serious! He always felt like going to the gym!

He arrived home, ate a quick snack, and picked up his gym bag.

“Honey? Are you feeling well?”

“Nothing that a few push ups won’t cure.” But he was bedraggled, pale, and didn’t look good.

“Ae you sure? There’s nothing wrong with taking a night off every once in a while.”

“Nah, I’ll be fine. You coming?”

“I’ll be in later. I’ve got to meet with Samantha.”

The snort was in his eyes, but he didn’t let it out.

He had mixed feelings about Samantha. She was good looking, and fun. But she had weird ideas about working out. He had tried to talk to her a few times, but she just looked at him, nodded, and did what she wanted.

“Okay,” he said. “See ya.”

And he went out the door.

Kelsey worried, but only for a moment. Jimmy was a big boy, after all.

Jimmy could see he was pale in the locker room mirror, but he knew that a little sweat and he’d be fine. After all, he’d taken his vitamins, his protein powder, and his special extra testosterone pills.

Man, that stuff was really working. He had really bulked up the last month. He flexed his biceps for the mirror and grinned when they flexed back at him. Man, what cannonballs!

He sauntered into the free weight area and waited for his turn. A few minutes later a big weight lifter nodded to him, wiped off his bench, and went to a different station.

Jimmy put on the max weights he could lift. He tightened the plates, lay under the bar, and prepared.

“UNH!” He pushed the bar up, held it for a second and squeezed his hands for that extra inch, then lowered the weight.

Again and again, sweat breaking out on his face, then he suddenly felt dizzy.

But he only had a few more reps to do!

He pushed on through, finished his set, and lay there and got ready for the next set. He dangled his arms and shook them, then got set. He pushed, and that was all he remembered.

Kelsey was just coming into the parking lot with Samantha. They pulled to the side and let an ambulance with lights scoot past them.

“Hope somebody’s all right,” Kelsey murmured.

When the ambulance stopped in front of the gym Samantha muttered, “One rep too many.”

The girls chuckled, unaware of the terrible irony.

The parking lot was crowded and they circled it, then found a place at the far end. As Kelsey locked her car she looked over the top at the gym. The EMTs were just loading some poor sap into the back.

She shook her head, then she and Samantha walked across the lot. They were just crossing the drive to the curb when the ambulance left.

They were chatting, laughing, and enjoying life when the owner of the gym, Ron Buck, who was standing with a group of weight lifters in front of the door, saw them.

“Oh, my God,” he stepped in front of the girls.

Kelsey blinked.

“I didn’t know you were here…”

What?

“There’s been an accident.”

Who?

“He collapsed on the bench…”

Her face was starting to come apart as she realized…

“They just took Jimmy away.”

Kelsey’s knees buckled, and it was only the quick hands of Samantha that saved her from banging them on the concrete.

“He’s at the Memorial hospital…”

Then Samantha was walking her back to the car.

“Come on, girl friend. I’ll take you…”

Jimmy was sitting up in a hospital bed when Kelsey and Samantha found him. He was pale and the nurses were connecting lines to him.

“Hey, babe,” he muttered.

She waited until the nurses were done, then almost fell on him to hug him.

“Hey, it’s okay. I must of got a flu bug or something.”

Samantha stood back and smiled that smirky smile of hers.

Jimmy was too under the weather to get aggravated at her smugness.

“So what happened?”

Jimmy told them that he had passed out lifting weights, doing the bench press. “Man, I was doing it, a little more, just one more, but…” he shrugged. “I woke up here.”

For the next half hour they discussed this situation, and Samantha was, except for an occasional question, quiet.

Jimmy finally looked at her, “Well? You got anything to say?”

“Jimmy!”

“It’s okay, Kel. This has been coming for a while.”

“What?” Kelsey asked, looking between the two.

“Jimmy knows, don’t you.”

“You’re talking.”

Samantha smiled. “Jimmy thinks I’m a lesbian and that I’m going to take you away from him.”

“You won’t taking anybody away from me.”

“You’re right, but not for the reason you think.”

“Huh?”

“I’m not a lesbian, I’m more bi. I like both men and women. But the reason I would never hit on Kelsey is because I value her friendship, she is a special person. Would me destroying her marriage make that friendship stronger?”

Jimmy said nothing, but he was frowning.

“So it’s hands off. If you ever get a divorce, maybe…maybe, but I’m not going to contribute to that divorce. No, Jimmy, your wife is safe with me. I would never destroy our friendship.”

Jimmy hadn’t expected that much honesty. At first he tensed, but as the moments passed, he relaxed.

Samantha, when he looked like he was over the bad part, stuck out her hand. “Deal?”

Jimmy hesitated, then put out his own hand. “Deal.”

Kelsey dryly said, “If you idiots are done arranging my life…”

They all laughed, and it was an easy laugh.

The doctor’s name was Philip Conway. He was a specialist in some word that was way too difficult to pronounce, but had vaguely to do with hormones, endocrines, and like systems within the body.

“A close call, Jimmy.” He was looking at a chart.

Kelsey and Samantha were standing to the sides of the bed and listening avidly.

“So what’d I do? Is it a sprain? Did I pull a muscle.”

“Yeah, you sprained your brain,” whispered Samantha.

Jimmy chuckled. He was the only one, but that was okay. the last few hours he had come to appreciate Samantha’s wicked sense of humor.

“Have you been taking supplements for your weight lifting?”

“Well, uh…”

The doctor cracked a grin, “I’ve been in sports medicine. Now, out with it, I want the whole laundry list, no matter how long it is.”

So Jimmy started.”

Vitamins A, B, C, D…and so on through the alphabet.

Protein powders, a special blend of eight different types.

The doctor didn’t bat an eye, just writing his notes.

Steroids, glucocorticoids, mineralocorticoids, androgens.

And on and on and on.

As Jimmy continued his listing Kelsey and Samantha’s jaws dropped.

When Jimmy was done Kelsey blurted, “You were taking all those pills and things?”

Jimmy nodded, but didn’t exhibit guilt. “Hey, you have to go the extra mile if you want to get somewhere.”

“Sounds like you were going a hundred miles,” quipped Samantha.

“All right,” Jimmy groused.

“Well, Jimmy, I’ve got good news and bad news.”

“Oh, crap. Don’t make me choose, doc.”

The doctor just smiled. “The bad news is that you have totally compromised your body systems. You’ve been taking supplements that were totally opposed. Also, your testosterone is so high that…well, it’s high.”

Jimmy pursed his lips in a frown. “Better hit me with the good news.”

“The good news is, except for a couple of things, we can rebalance your body and effect a cure.”

Kelsey grinned. “Isn’t that great?”

“I detect another shoe about to drop,” Jimmy murmured.

The girls looked at the doctor’s face. Sure enough, he was about to add something.

“To do that we’re going to have to put you on a regimen of estrogen. This includes progesterone and…” the doctor mentioned a half a dozen medicines that Jimmy didn’t understand.

Of course, he hadn’t understood most of the drugs he had taken, so what were a few more…

“So I take these things. That’s okay. I’m used to pills.”

At this point the doctor’s lip quivered. He was hiding something.

“Well, Jimmy, as I said, I think we can cure you, but, eh…”

“Yeah?”

“You’re going to be suffering a few side effects.”

“Like what?”

“You will gain in chest mass. And you may be suffering some shrinking.”

“Gaining? Shrinking? What is it.”

“Well, the official term is gynecomastia for the chest, and you’re going to, uh…get smaller.

“So I get more bulk in the chest but lose a bit of muscle mass.”

“Not exactly,” said Samantha, who had been listening and who did understand drugs.

“Hunh?”

The doctor clamped his lips, looked at his clipboard, and Samantha blurted it out.

“Gynomastectomia is when you get tits. And the shrinkage is going to be in your package.”

Jimmy blinked, his mouth half open and frozen, his brain totally frozen. Then, “What?”

“You’re going to get big tits and have a small dick.”

Jimmy looked up at the doctor. “Doc?”

“As crudely as she put it, that is the prognosis.”

Jimmy’s lips began to tremble.

“It’s okay, honey,” Kelsey grabbed his hand and held it.

“I’m going to…get…”

“Once you have cycled through this condition you should regain size in your penis. As to your chest, we can always do a mastectomy.”

“A mastectomy?”

“They cut your tits off. Poor Jimmy, he finally grows a pair, only to lose them.” Samantha wasn’t laughing, but she sure appreciated the situation.

Kelsey, to her credit, did give her friend a nasty look. Samantha shrugged and tried to look humbled.

“But it’s okay, honey, everything will grow back to normal.”

Unconsciously, Jimmy reached up and felt his pectoral muscle.

Tits?

They kept Jimmy over night for observation, but at noon the next day he was released.

Kelsey and Samantha walked on each side of him, they both linked arms with him.

“Man, am I glad to get out of that place.”

“It was pretty brutal, eh?” Samantha quipped.

“Don’t be a cunt,” snapped Jimmy.

“Sorry, it’s in my DNA.

“Samantha?” warned Kelsey.

“All right. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be so mean. And I really am on your side, Jimmy.”

He gave her a look.

“Even if you turn into a girl.”

Then she laughed, and she was so infectious that both Jimmy and Kelsey had to smile.

At home Kelsey tried to get him into bed, but he insisted on sitting in the living room. The big screen was in there, after all.

So Jimmy put on a robe and flaked out, and the girls threw away all his drugs and protein powders and things.

“Man, he was taking a shit load of stuff.”

“Tell me about it,” Kelsey answered.

Samantha held up a big tin of powder and poured it into the sink. The running water swirled it down the drain.

“Well, he’s got enough new vitamins to replace them.” Samantha looked at the bag on the counter. It was packed with estrogen pills and other feminizing potions.

Kelsey giggled.

“Serves him right,” and both girls laughed.

Kelsey was pretty darned relieved that everything was going to work out all right.

Samantha was glad, too. Jimmy wasn’t a bad guy, underneath the macho swagger.

They popped the top on a couple of Cokes, a rare treat in their workout regimen, and headed into the living room.

Jimmy had fallen asleep on the couch. He still had the remote in his hand and the TV was talking softly. One leg had fallen off the couch, and the robe was half open.

“Hey, he’s pretty good sized,” commented Samantha.

Kelsey nodded, then was sad. He was going to lose all that happiness in the next few months.

Samantha walked over to the couch and lifted the robe so she could have a full view.

“Damn, that’s enough to make a girl give up being a lesbian.” Then she grinned at Kelsey. “Almost.”

Both girls chuckled and Kelsey came up and looked down on Jimmy’s dick.

“You know, I probably shouldn’t tell you this…”

“What? Now you gotta tell me!”

“Well, since I met you…Jimmy and I had a big argument and…we don’t do it anymore.”

Samantha stared at her friend. “It’s not my fault…”

“No. No. It’s just that, we had an argument, he didn’t want me to train with you, and I finally told him I wasn’t going to put out for him any more. At first it was a joke, but it made him really hard. And the more I teased him, the harder he got.”

“I get your idea. So he’s one of those guys.” Samantha had a very concentrated look on her face.

“What do you mean, ‘one of those guys?’”

“Well, there are certain guys who get off more on not getting off, than on getting off.”

“Hunh?”

“It’s simple, they like being denied. They like to live in the excitation phase of sex. They like to walk around all bonered up. It makes them feel alive, and they are so proud of how hard they are all the time. Believe me, they would rather be horny than get off.”

“Really?”

“Scout’s honor. I bullshit a lot, but this isn’t one of those things. Try it with him. Talk with him about it. The more you make him suffer, sexually speaking, and the more he’s going to like it.”

“But how does he…doesn’t he need relief?”

“Sure. And maybe he’ll give in and jack off every once in a while, but if he’s really one of these guys, then you’re going to need to drain him.”

“But what about my own desires?”

“Hey, it gets even better for you. He’s excited. He wants to do it all day long. So do it. But don’t let him cum. Whenever he gets close just push him away and wait for him to relax a little. Guaranteed, you’ll have yourself a workin’, jerkin’ sex machine. He will live for your pleasure, and you’ll never sleep in a wet spot again.”

Kelsey giggled. No woman likes to sleep in the wet spot.

Then they looked down at his penis.

It was half hard and laid down across his leg. His balls were big and red. Even sleeping, he looked horny.

And, according to Samantha, that was the way he liked it.


Part Two

Changing his lifestyle was difficult for Jimmy.

He was used to imbibing potent pills and powders and steroids of all manners and the result was that he was always jacked up.

Now he wanted to sleep a lot, and the weak ingredients of estrogenic drugs didn’t pump up his energy.

“Man, I’m always tired,” he groused, laying on the couch and watching The View.

He positively hated The View with all his heart and soul, but Kelsey liked to watch it, so he was stuck. And he wasn’t about to kick her out because of the TV.

Kelsey was his rock, and there was no doubt about that.

“Shut up and learn something,” Kelsey grinned.

“Argh!”

Then the front door slammed. “Honey! I’m home!”

“Oh, no,” grunted Jimmy, but he wasn’t serious. The fact of the matter was that, with all her snide, snarky, smirky smug attitudes and comments, Samantha was his other rock.

When he had an upset stomach she fixed him soup and put a cold compress on his forehead. She insisted on taking his temperature regularly, and she gave the most ludicrous advice about how to turn into a girl.

“But I’m not turning into a girl! Or transitioning! Or whatever else you want to call it.”

She would just smiled and say, “No, but your body is.”

Now she walked into the living room. She was holding a bucket of KFC and she put it down on the table so all could partake and said, “Doctor’s orders!”

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jimmy.

He loved that crappy stuff. It was terrible for his weight lifting regimen, and he normally would never touch the stuff. But now, nothing to do but stay in the house, not able to work out, he fell to temptation. He selected a piece with a big crust of extra crispy and began to chew.

“Damned, greasy poison,” he muttered.

The girls just laughed and picked at wings.

They munched happily for a few minutes, and Samantha turned The View to FOX news.

Kelsey groaned and Jimmy grinned. “At last!”

“Say, Jimmy?”

Jimmy glanced at Samantha. “Yes?”

“You aren’t working out now, but that doesn’t mean you totally can’t.”

“Hunh?”

“Well, the doctor said to take it easy, but when you go to the gym you can’t do that. It’s all or nothing for you.”

“What’s your point?”

“Why don’t you do Yoga with Kelsey and I?”

“Yoga? That’s for women!”

“The bull shat and you ate it,” Samantha observed. “You look in the history books, or just read book, knucklehead. There are many great male Yogis. The point is that you are wasting away, and your skin is looking a bit saggy—“

“Is not!”

“Badly saggy.”

He stared at her angrily.

“She’s right,” interjected Kelsey, and Jimmy looked hurt.

“Yoga can help pull that skin into place.”

“Yeah, but then I’ll have to stretch it out once again when I start lifting again.”

“Jimmy.”

Jimmy looked at his wife.

“The doctor said you aren’t to take any more of the steroids, so you’re not going to get that big again.”

This saddened him, but there was nothing he could say. The doctor had made that point.

“You would be surprised,” continued Samantha, “But yoga requires muscles to hold postures, and muscles to change postures. No, it won’t be like weight lifting, but it will help your body transition…” Jimmy glared at her so she blurted, “..and back again.”

Jimmy sat back, not very mollified.

“But you have to do something.”

Jimmy didn’t say anything. In his stubborn, male mind he was saying nasty things.

Samantha added, “Especially since your pectorals are getting saggy.”

That was an uncomfortable truth.

He looked down.

He had little breasts. They were like little golf balls on his chest. They were symmetrical, but…they were boobs.

Jimmy sighed.

“Just try it for week. If you don’t like it then nothing gained and nothing lost.”

Again he sighed, then he nodded. “Okay.”

Jimmy was surprised to find that he liked yoga. Some of the poses were irritating, and obviously easier for women than men, but he liked to stretch and hold and just feel his body.

And he really loved it when he started sweating.

When it was time for a work out Samantha would turn up the heater and the house would be alike a sauna, and Jimmy was in heaven.

The girls gloated over his back as he struggled to master the sometimes difficult poses.

And having a discipline to follow, Jimmy became easier to live with. He was a fellow who needed to work, and to work hard.

Of course, the first few weeks were the toughest, he was still bulked up, but he was starting to shrink faster and faster, and not just down there. In fact he was shrinking like a flower wilts under the hot sun.

And, his chest was developing.

It was only a couple of weeks, him doing yoga in gym shorts and the girls doing their yoga in leotards, before Samantha walked in and tossed him a leotard.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a yoga uniform,” Samantha misrepresented. “It will always help if you’re wearing the proper uniform.

“But…it’s for girls!”

“Oh, God!” Both girls groaned. Kelsey had known Samantha was going to bring in the article of apparel, and she was agreeable. In fact, she wanted more.

“And, Jimmy?”

“What?”

“It’s going to wear on you easier if you get rid of some of that hair.”

Jimmy stared at his wife.

“Just saying, and I have some Nair in the bathroom next time you’re in the mood.”

Jimmy grunted and tossed the leotard aside. He’d look at it later.

“Okay, I’ve got a great DVD here, Advanced Yoga by…”

Samantha popped the DVD into the player and shortly they were warming up.

That evening, before bed, Jimmy spent a longer time in the bathroom than usual.

Kelsey noticed, and was about to go in and make sure he was all right, when the door opened.

“What do you think?”

Kelsey stared at his naked body.

It was half as big as it had been, he had lost a LOT of weight. And he had a lot of wrinkles, but the yoga seemed to be pulling his skin back together. the most amazing thing was his boobs.

Yes. He had tits. They looked like tennis balls. Perfectly shaped, but…tennis balls. And they were starting to sag.

“What do I think of what?”

“I got rid of my hair!”

“Oh, my God! Come here!”

Jimmy strutted across the bedroom and stopped by the side of the bed.

Kelsey swiveled around, but she didn’t look at his body. She looked at his dick. It was half the size it had once been. It was hard, it was always hard, and the doctor had warned them that he would be suffering from a sort of priapism. Always hard.

Then she looked up and felt his skin. “Oh, babe! That is sexy1” She ran her hands over his flesh and he shivered.

“Why am I so horny?” he wondered, then he realized and bushed.

“Because we don’t fuck any more.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She looked up at him. “Would you like to? Maybe have a last blast before your weenie gets too small?”

His smile told her his answer.

She pushed back, pulled her peignoir open and spread her legs. “Eat me first, but don’t get me off. You get me off and I’ll be done.”

“Okay,” he murmured as he knelt and burrowed in on her.

Jimmy was getting better and better at cunnilingus, and shortly he had her on the edge. He was totally into it, he was slapping her clit with his tongue, running up and down inside the flaps of the labia. She was almost ready to squirt, and he would have gone ahead pushed her over, but she knew it, and she wanted this for him. She pushed his back and gasped for breath.

“God! I was so close…”

He knelt between her knees, his eyes soft and appealing. He was like a puppy dog begging for treats.

“Come on, lover, do me the way you used to.”

Jimmy moved forward, held himself up with his arms and pushed his stiff, little weenie forward.

He could get in, but not by much. It was like he could be in there, but not move back and forth or he would fall out.

This was turning on Kelsey extra. To feel the most sensitive part of her pussy being touched by the tip of that little weenie, to feel his frustration, to feel her own desire…she wanted it so badly! She hadn’t been penetrated in months and…she kept trying to raise her hips up and engulf him. But there just wasn’t enough to engulf!

Then, his arms getting tired of supporting his weight, he shifted, and lowered a bit, and his breasts touched hers.

She gasped, looked down to where there nipples brushed, and the look on his face…

“UNH! OH!”

Two squirts, measly, little ones, and he was done.

The orgasm was over almost before it was done.

The look on Jimmy’s face was terrible.

Yes, he liked to be horny, but to be this close, and then to feel the big O fritter away like butter on a skillet…just evaporate. It was terrible.

Yet the look on his face, Kelsey started laughing. She grabbed him, wouldn't let him go. “Oh, you poor boy!” And she laughed and laughed.

Samantha could tell something had happened when she came over the next morning. The smile on Kelsey’s face, the sadness on Jimmy’s…it was obvious that something had happened.

Jimmy went to the bedroom to change into his leotard.

“Okay, girlfriend, what happened?”

Kelsey almost broke down in laughter again, but she managed to keep it in.

“We tried to fuck last night. He’s too small, and when he did manage to get off…it was…small.”

Samantha was confused, “And that’s funny?”

“You would have had to see his face. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t take such joy, but…the look on his face.”

Samantha smiled. “Well, I do understand, especially considering the situation.”

At that moment Jimmy returned to the living room. He was wearing the leotard Samantha had given him, and it was…precious.

The leotard hid his loose skin, and his boobs showed through the material.

It was all the girls could do not to fall into hysterics.

He was…cute.

Someone, once, asked the frog what it felt like when he was boiled to death.

“Oh, it was great. I was sitting in this cold water, then it got warm and comfy, and finally, it got so hot that I just went to sleep.”

That’s what the next few months were like for Jimmy.

He wore the leotard, and after a week he realized his boobs were sagging, stretching the material.

“What do I do about this?” he asked, hefting his boobs.

“Wear a bra,” Kelsey answered, not even looking at him.

He blinked, and in his mind he was sure he would never do that. But when Samantha brought over a training bra the next day, he tried it on and…didn’t like it.

“It doesn’t work,” he told her on the next day.

“What do you mean? It doesn’t do anything. It just sits there.”

“Yeah, but I’m not sure how to say this, but…”

“He needs cups. He’s past the training stage.”

“We should have given him a bra a month ago.”

“That would have been easier.”

Jimmy looked back and forth between the two women.

“I’ll get him one with cups. Is that the right size otherwise?”

He was wearing it under his leotard to show her how it didn’t fit, and she placed a hand on his boob.

“Hey!” He pushed her hand away.

And she pushed his away. “Easy, slick. This is a fitting, not an orgy. Let me feel the fit.”

So she adjusted the s traps, felt the lack of support in the cup area, and frowned and figured out what he would need. Then she took her hands off him and they did yoga.

Except that he was terribly excited all the rest of that day.

Excited, over Samantha touching him. That sure screwed his bolt the wrong way.

He was liking her as a friend, but to get excited because she had touched him?

No…no.

The next day she showed up with a couple of bras. When he came into the living room wearing one both girls smiled.

“That’s what I’m talking about.”

He was supported. He was out there. He had mammary glands as big as soft balls, and they were standing up to be counted.

“This is weird,” he said.

“Nah. It’s sorry of sexy in a way, but you’ll need a bit more work to really pull it off.”

“Pull what off?”

Samantha looked at Kelsey.

“Go ahead. He’s your game.”

“I’m…say, what’s going on here?”

But Samantha just reached into her purse and took out a brush and some hair spray.

“Sit down and shut up.”

“Sit…? What?”

Kelsey chuckled and pushed him onto the ottoman. He sat and Samantha began brushing his hair.

Jimmy had always preferred long hair. Now, with his ‘accident,’ and with staying mostly in the house or work, he had not bothered to get a trim. The result was that his hair was extra long. Longer than he preferred, but just the right length for what Samantha was doing.

She brushed, twisted, flipped, and asked Kelsey, “You have some water?”

Kelsey brought in a spray bottle and Samantha got his hair slightly damp and kept curling and brushing.

“You hold the curl and I’ll spray the hair spray.”

Jimmy’s brows were dipped as he tried to figure out what was going on. Were they making his hair more…feminine?

Kelsey sprayed, and said, “We really need to pluck his eyebrows.”

“Hey!”

“Some day,” Kelsey finished.

Samantha laughed.

Then they stood back and pushed him into the foyer.

He stood there, stunned, and realized what he looked like.

His body was thin. Maybe a little chunky, but the estrogen treatment had given him more flare on the hips, and on the bust. And he did have a bust. A real bust.

His tits were protruding proudly.

And his hair was curled under and…he looked like a woman.

“What the fuck?”

The girls stood on either side of him.

“He’s quite beautiful.”

“Yes, he is.”

“I need to trim some of that hair. A little trim and I can really do him up right.”

“Don’t you mean her?”

“Do her up right.”

“And we need to do her fingernails.”

Jimmy was now shaking. He was distraught. The changes were too much and he felt like crying. Of course, that was probably the hormone treatment he was undergoing.

“Hey, honey, take it easy.”

“Yeah. If you were ugly we could understand it. But you aren’t ugly.”

“No, he isn’t.”

“I need to…I need to…”

“You need to do some yoga. Give us that. We’ve prettied you up, now let us enjoy you for a while.”

They walked him back into the living room. He was stuttering and shaking, but they assumed the first posture, helped him follow along, and…they did yoga.

That experience was a world shaker for Jimmy. To be feminized, to have breasts and wear women’s apparel, it was almost more than he could stand.

In fact, he probably wouldn’t have done anything more, except that after the work out he sat on the sofa between Samantha and Kelsey and they sipped Cokes.

And Kelsey gripped his groin.

“See? You’re excited!”

He was terribly excited. To sit between two women, like a woman, with his hair done up and wearing a bra under a pink leotard…his little cock was going crazy.

“Can I touch it?” asked Samantha.

Jimmy and Kelsey both looked at her.

“Hey, I won’t rip it off, but…you have to admit. It’s cute.”

Cute is what no man wants to hear about his penis, but…he was fresh from a world shattering experience, and this was one of the women who had instigated it, and… “I guess.”

Kelsey removed her hand and Samantha put hers in place.

She felt the little boner under the leotard. She moved her fingers and felt it wiggle, and she grinned. “Oh, man. That is super. You’re not wearing panties, are you?”

He shook his head.

“Okay. I’ll get you some. Take your leotard off so I can size you right.”

Jimmy’s mouth opened. The truth was panties don’t need much in the way of sizing, but he didn’t know that. Women’s clothes were always weird.

Kelsey compressed her lips, exchanged looks with Samantha, and said, “Yeah. She’s got to make sure she gets the right size. Take off your leotard.”

“Well, but…”

“Come on. Don’t be a stick in the mud.”

“Hell, I’ve seen a dick before.”

“Not one that big,” and Kelsey made a fanning motion in front of her face which, considering the diminutive size of Jimmy’s weenie, was ludicrous.

They began helping him, pulled at the leotard, and Jimmy began undressing.

His body got a little larger with out the restriction of the garment, but it was still getting thin. And she gasped when she saw how big his boobs were without the leotard on. They were bigger than softballs.

Then she knelt and examined his butt. And groin, and hips, and everything.

“I think a size ten might do it,” she said. Panties usually came in small, medium and large, but Jimmy wouldn't know that.

“I don’t know. Might be small.”

“He’ll grow into it.”

All the while Samantha was placing her hands on him, lifting up his penis, then his balls, reached a hand between his legs and cupping his ass.

“Or shrink into it. You’re right.”

Jimmy stood there and was consumed by feelings.

Samantha was just a friend. Or, maybe, she was more than a friend. Whatever she was, he was enjoying being fondled and massaged.

“What are we going to do with this little fellow?”

She held up his penis.

“We could push his balls up into that canal they came from, then use that stretchy surgical tape.”

“That’s a good idea. A long range solution might be to suture his penis to his perineum.”

“Oh, I like that. Honey? Would you mind if we sewed your cock between your legs? Just until things get back to normal?”

“Well, I…isn’t that sort of drastic?”

“You want to have a shapely figure, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…I guess.”

“Then we have to remove the boner bump this little fellow will make.”

“Well, I don’t think…an operation…that’s…”

The girls let him sputter for a while, then agreed to discuss it later.

The odd thing was that all the while his cock was thrusting and throbbing. Discussion of sewing his cock up was exciting more than anything he had ever done in his life.

Then, his cock pounding, his heart beating fiercely, they did their yoga.

The die was cast. The path had been set. Jimmy was enjoying what was happening to him.

It was inevitable, considering the reshaping of his body. Considering that he was now wearing panties and bra and a pink leotard. Considering that he was brushing his hair in a style every morning, and that Kelsey and Samantha had trimmed his locks, then, while they had him sitting so complacently, they plucked his eyebrows.

Not a deeply feminine pluck, if you will, but a gentle reshaping, a more unisex plucking.

He sat in front of a mirror that afternoon, studying his new look, and feeling his dancing cock.

The truth was…he liked it.

He liked the new, gentle look. He liked looking this face, the fat redistributed by his hormones, rounder, pretty.

And he actually thought about what make up might do to him. For him.

His lips were plumper, would they look good with lipstick?

His eyes had changed slightly, they looked bigger in his face, and they sparkled.

That was one thing he worried about. Or wondered about. The doctor had told him his eyes would change, and that of all the things about his body that changed, his eyes might not change back.

How would he look as a male with female eyes?

“What you doing, honey?”

“Imagining myself,” he answered honestly.

She picked up on it.

With his growing femininity she could feel him. Feminine intuition at work.

“With make up?”

He looked embarrassed.

“Want to try it?”

He shook his head.

But she knew he was on the edge, ready to go. And she liked it.

But she stayed her hand and just nodded.

The next few days she walked around the house with full make up on. Smiled at him with red lips. Looked out from dusky eyes that sparkled. And waited.

The next morning it came to a head, but not in the way Kelsey expected.

They were doing Yoga, the three of them, and Jimmy blurted, “How do you work with those long fingernails?”

A short argument, Samantha goading him, challenging him, and… “You won’t know unless you try it.”

He looked back and forth. He knew, instinctively, that Kelsey wanted to do his nails. Nails were part of the make up thing, and they had talked about that.

“Come on, stud. Sit down. We’ll work out when your nails are all pretty.”

He sat patiently at the kitchen table, one girl on either side of him, and watched as they painted first his toenails, then gave him long stilettos and painted them.

That session of yoga was amazing.

He felt amazing, and he stretched further, and he held  his posture longer, and he was fascinated by his new claws.

And that was the point at which he tipped over. When Kelsey asked him that night if he wanted a complete make over he didn’t hesitate. “Sure.”

“Okay. Samantha and I will give you one.”

Jimmy sat at the vanity table and watched himself in the mirror. He was wearing panties and bra and

“This is cleanser,” Kelsey explained as she scrubbed his face with little sponges. “It will clean your pores.”

He watched as the sponges turned dark.

Then Samantha applied primer.

“What we’re doing is making your face into a canvas. We need the perfect texture and shade for this to work.

They alternated, going through the various steps, and Jimmy found that he was fascinated.

Finally, his eyes done, his ears pierced, his face looking as timeless as the Mona Lisa, Samantha put lipstick on him.

He stared at himself, and was recognizable only as a woman. He looked exactly like a woman.

That afternoon they sat around and talked. They discussed female things, and Jimmy had never felt so good in his life.

Women were kind and patient, and it almost made him ashamed when he thought back to some of the ways he had acted as a man.

They went out to dinner. They chose a restaurant with a small room in the back, and Jimmy let the girls do all the ordering and interactions with the waitress.

Finally, the night waning and time to go home, Samantha leaned over to Jimmy and looked him in the eye.”

“What?” he said, trying to ape the higher voice of women, and succeeding pretty well.

“Do you know how women make love?”

“Uh…they lay down and a man—“

“No, no. Let me rephrase that. Do you know how to make love as a woman?”

“Well,” his mind was starting to tilt a bit. “They…” he stopped and rephrased… “They have to have a weenie and…” he stopped.

“And you call yourself a woman!” Samantha laughed and sipped her drink.

“Well, what are you really talking about?”

Kelsey took over. “Honey, if I wanted you to fuck me, how would you do it?”

“Well, I’d put my…if I had a weenie…in your…” he was getting more and more confused.

“Do you know what a strap on is?”

“Of course I…oh.” He turned to Kelsey. “Would you like me to wear a strap on? Is my eating you out not enough?”

Both women laughed, clinked glasses and sipped.

“Well…what?”

“Honey. We want to use the strap on on you.”

Jimmy did the big blink.

“Could we have another bourbon and Coke over here?” Samantha pointed in front of Jimmy.

Jimmy sat as if in a stupor. They wanted to…”

The drink arrived and Jimmy picked it up quickly and drank the whole thing.

“You’ve got to admit, honey, you’ve gone so far…you might just as well go the rest of the way.”

Jimmy said nothing.

“Have you ever thought about it?” asked Samantha? “Taking it up the rear?”

“Uh…”

“Come on. Be honest. Be a woman. Have you ever thought of a little anal sex?”

He nodded, and it was like his world was coming undone.

Kelsey laughed delightedly, and Samantha said, “I knew it.”

Jimmy looked down at himself. His breasts, his waist, his groin where his balls and cock had been shoved back and taped, then his high heels.

He was a woman.

He looked at Kelsey. “Did you want to…” then he looked at Samantha? “Did you both want to…do me?”

They both nodded, and eyed him with excitement.

At home Jimmy freshened his lipstick and waited.

The girls made up the bed, which consisted of making sure there were enough pillows and that they were placed properly.

“You should go first, being the wife,” suggested Samantha.

“Yeah, but you’ve done it before. Maybe I need some pointers before I do him.”

“It’s all natural. Just strap it on, have little foreplay, then show him where the sun doesn’t shine.”

“Yeah, but what about…”

They argued about who should go first for a while, then Jimmy cleared his throat.

They both grinned.

“Okay, me first,” said Kelsey. “But if I screw it up…”

“How can you screw up screwing?”

They both chuckled, then escorted Jimmy to the bed.

“Why don’t you do him on all fours, then I’ll turn him over and we’ll see which way he likes best.”

Jimmy got on the bed on all fours and the ladies moved up behind him.

“Back on the floor. Just stand on the floor and lean over.”

Jimmy followed directions.

“Okay, I’ll dab a little of this on…”

Jimmy grunted as Samantha smeared lubricant onto and into him.

“Man, look how he likes this.”

“His little weenie dripping.”

It was true, his cock, so small, was dripping tiny drops onto the bed.

Kelsey quickly put a towel under him, then moved up behind him.

The entry was quick and painless, and it was obvious that Jimmy was ready for this.

Kelsey held on to Jimmy’s hair and sawed into him.

Jimmy groaned. It felt good to be pulled a bit roughly, and he grew more and more excited.

For long minutes Kelsey enjoyed the sex. She liked being in charge. She liked the way Jimmy moaned and groaned.

Finally, she backed up, undid the strap on and handed to Samantha.

“Okay, girlfriend. Let me show you how it’s done.”

Samantha was rougher than Kelsey. She gripped Jimmy’s hair and pulled him back. She turned him and pushed him back on the bed. “Get up there, slick, if you know what’s good for you.”

Jimmy backed up and lay on the bed. Samantha was eyeing him like the one-eyed cat in the fish store.

She crawled up on him, and gave him head.

Jimmy looked down, then looked at his wife.

“Hey, honey. I’m just here to observe.”

“But…you don’t…”

“I don’t mind.”

That said, Samantha unmouthed his little pee pee and clambered up his body. She kissed him now, fully, as she felt his breasts.

Jimmy felt the surge of excitement. He was making love to a strange woman, except he wasn’t. She was making love to him, and he finally understood how short sighted men were.

He had been softly sexed up by his wife, but Samantha was showing him a whole new world.

Samantha spoke harshly. “Put me in him.”

She lay on him, squeezing his tits and watching him closely.

He felt Kelsey moving around under his groin, then he felt the strap on being pointed into him. Then Samantha shoved and he gasped.

“Oh, yeah,” muttered Samantha. “Let’s have some fun.”

She began to screw him hard, relishing the expressions on his face, kissing him on the lips every once in a while.

“He’s squirting!” blurted Kelsey.

“Nah,” said Samantha. “It’s his prostrate. He’s just leaking.”

It was true. He wasn’t having an orgasm, he was being drained. And while he didn’t get the orgasm, the relief of being drained was enough in itself.


Epilogue

They lay on the bed, all three of them, entangled about each other.

They were resting, eyes open, and wondering.

They had both screwed him, then Kelsey and Jimmy had screwed Samantha, then Samantha and Jimmy had screwed Kelsy.

It had been wonderful. Eye-opening. Earth shattering.

“Did you like that, honey?” asked Kelsey.

“Oh, yeah.”

“Good, because from here on out, whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man, that’s all you’re going to get.”

Jimmy thought about that. Yeah. He could live with that. But…

“One thing.”

“Yes dear?”

“Are you really going to make me have my cock sewed back between my legs?”

There was silence for a moment, then Samantha answered in a. lazy voice. “Absolutely”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Horn Dog Comeuppance

The cure for bullies is simple…feminize them!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Baby, I love you.”

Sherry stared up into his eyes. They were so dark and beautiful. She felt like she could believe anything he said, and what he was saying now…her heart was pounding with excitement.

“I love you, too, Tommy. But…isn’t this a little fast?”

He put his drink down on the coffee table and slid across the sofa and took her hands in his. “I know, you’re scared. I’ve got a bad reputation. But, I swear, this is different. I know that I’m in love with you.” He leaned forward, moving slowly so as not to scare her. He touched his lips to hers.

She almost swooned from his kiss, the only thing that held her steady was the fact that there was a little niggle in her mind. Just a small voice that said, ‘Wait a minute…Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!…Too good to be true. Too good to be true.’

She leaned back from him, and he was wise enough not to push it. He was an expert at seduction. He knew all the tricks. And he wasn’t about to fall in love. But chicks, they had to think you loved them or they wouldn’t put out.

“What is it, baby.”

“I, uh…nothing. I just have to pee.”

He smiled. That was usually code for ‘I have to put in my diaphragm.’ Or ‘I need to take my spermicide.’ Or, worst case scenario, ‘I have to call my girlfriend and talk about this.’

“Oh, sure,” he leaned back and gave her plenty of room to stand up.

The truth of the matter, however, was that she really did need to pee. She stood up and headed for the bathroom. Just before she turned down the hallway she glanced at the big picture window. In the reflection she saw Tommy lean forward and drop a pill in her drink.

She blinked because, quite honestly, she couldn’t believe her eyes.

Did he really just drop a pill in her drink?

She walked down the hallway unseeing, her mind roiling. He loved her…and he dropped a pill in her drink.

What? A roofie? Rohypnol? So he could mentally control her and physically take her while she was so addled she didn’t know what was happening? So he could rape her?

She entered the bathroom and just stood there and went over possibilities in her mind.

She could excuse herself and try to leave. He might let her leave, he might not. She had heard a rumor once that he had gotten physical with a girl, but she had discounted it. Now she wasn’t so sure.

She could accuse him, but that might result in him being more forceful.

She sat on the toilet, not taking care of business, her mind trying to grasp what was happening.

KNOCK KNOCK!

“Sherry? Are you all right?”

She jumped. “Yes, sorry, give me just a minute.”

Fuck. He was already suspicious.

Quickly, she raised her dress and lowered her panties. She sat and tinkled, and finally came to a decision. Her mother had warned her of times like these. And she had given her something to be used in defense.

Fortunately, she had brought her purse with her, and she rummaged through it and found a small bottle. She flushed the toilet, wiped herself, and unscrewed the cap. She poured a single pellet into her hand.

She didn’t smile, she didn’t exult, she just tried to stay calm. This had to work.

“Hey, Tommy. Sorry I took so long. She sat down next to him, the pill caught in the folds of her hand. All she had to do was pass her hand over his glass, and stall him for 30 seconds. The pill would dissolve, and the shoe would be on the other foot. If she could avoid drinking her own drink, of course.

“That’s okay,” he said.

She sat down and leaned forward to pick up her drink. Then she paused, her hand right over his drink, and looked at him. “You know, you’re a lot nicer than I expected.”

Plip, she heard the little pellet hit the bourbon and Coke in his glass. Oh, fuck. She hoped he hadn’t heard anything.

She sat back without picking up her own drink, making it look like she was more interested in saying something than drinking.

He leaned towards her, but didn’t make a move. He was obviously waiting for her to take a drink and make his job, his assault, easier.

“What did you expect?” he asked with an innocent smile.

“Oh, I don’t know,” mentally she was counting the seconds. “I heard rumors that you, you know, ‘loved ‘em and left ‘em.’”

He sat back, trying to appear relaxed rather than defensive. “Loved ‘em and left ‘em, eh? You know, I’ve heard those rumors, and in all honesty, I’ve had a lot of girlfriends. But I’ve never met anybody like you.”

Thirty seconds had passed, give it more time. If there was any residue in the glass her pill would fail. He would notice, and then he might really get violent.

“You say that, but…I was talking to Janey Harkins the other day.”

“Oh, yeah, Janey. She is such a beautiful person, but we didn’t click. I hope she isn’t upset about our break up.”

“Well, she might be,” she leaned forward to pick up her glass, but stopped and faced him. Better make sure the pill totally dissolved. “But the fact that you’re so open and willing to talk about it, I think I can understand. She’s not a bad person, things just didn’t work out, and I can understand if she’s a little grumpy about you.”

“Yeah, grumpy,” he was starting to look a little anxious.

She leaned forward and picked up his glass. She put a thoughtful look on her face as she swirled it a bit, making sure there was no trace of the pill she had placed in it. She looked at him.

It was obvious that he saw she had picked up the wrong glass and was about to say something. She blurted, “But I think you’re nice!”

He smiled. “Well, thanks.” He opened his mouth to point out she was holding his glass, but she noticed herself before he could. “Oh, this is yours, here you go.” She handed him his glass and picked up her own.

He grinned. She could see the relief on his face.

“Well, bottoms up!” She started to tilt her glass, and saw that he was lifting his own. She quickly lowered her glass and poured half the contents on the carpet. She hoped he wouldn’t see the wet spot, there was no reason he should from his position on the couch. And he was wearing shoes, so he shouldn’t feel it. And he was drinking so he shouldn’t smell it.

He lowered his glass, and the Coke and bourbon was half gone. He smiled and smacked his lips.

She had brought the now half empty glass to her lips and now she lowered it. “Wow, that’s strong. I’m not used to really strong liquor.”

He said, “Don’t worry, baby. You can drink as much as you want. I’ll take care of you.”

She controlled herself. She couldn’t believe he had said that…and after lacing her drink with an unknown substance which, let’s face it, had to be a roofie.

She placed her drink down. He didn’t seem to mind, apparently he thought she had drunk enough for the drug, whatever it was, to be effective.

He finished his own drink. Now he didn’t seem so anxious to close with her. Now, she thought, he’s just waiting for me to go unconscious so he can do what he wants to me.

“So what did Janey really say about me?”

“Well, she said you went out on several dates, and…”

She blathered on waiting for the pill she had administered to take effect.

Tommy just smiled and let her blather.

After a half hour she said, “Wow, it’s getting hot in here.”

He showed fake concern. “Are you alright? I feel fine.” Though he really didn’t. It was actually getting a little hot for him.

She fanned herself and sat back.

He leaned forward, anxious now, and she knew he was just horny and waiting for her to go under.

“It’s just so hot. Aren’t you hot.”

“No…no. Do you want to take off your clothes? Get a little cooled off?”

“Why Tommy,” she giggled, and put on a show of lightly reeling. “Are you trying to get into my pants?”

“No! I’m just worried about you.”

He leaned forward and unbuttoned one of her buttons.

She brushed his hand away and giggled drunkenly. “That was really strong liquor.”

“Just normal, babe. I can get you a drink of water if you want.”

“No, no. I just…”

“You should take off your clothes. Get comfortable. It won’t be so hot if you take off your clothes.”

He was speaking more directly now. She knew he was figuring that she was going under, and the veneer was coming off.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Come on, Sherry, take off your clothes.”

“Well, I would, but…you should take off yours first. She acted like she was dizzy. She blinked, and she laughed like she was trying to laugh the whole thing off.

He was grinning now. “You want me to take off my clothes? Sure.”

He stood up and stripped off his shirt. He was well built, and proud of his muscles. He tossed the shirt aside and staggered. “Whoa. Guess I drank a little too much.”

“Did you?”

“Yeah,” his words slurred and he tried to stand on one foot and pull his jeans off. He almost fell, but he caught himself and managed to get one leg out. Then the other one. He was having more and more trouble standing. He put a hand on the end of the couch and gave a shiver. “Wow.”

“What’s the matter, Tommy?”

“What?”

“Didn’t your roofie work?”

“What? What are you…roofie?” He was trying to appear innocent, but it was difficult with the world spinning around him.

“What were you going to do? Rape me? And tell me that I enjoyed it?”

“I don’t know what…” he staggered across the room. His belly felt like it was imploding. His head felt like it was exploding.

Sherry stood up and followed him. She held the half finished glass in her hand.

“Is that what you did with the other girls?”

“No…I…don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Well, Tommy, I’m going to have this analyzed, and if it is a roofie then I better not ever see you again. Ever. You got that?”

“I don’t feel so good.”

“Then you’d better go lie down.”

“Yeah, yeah.” He staggered into his bedroom, bouncing off the door jamb, tripped and fell the last foot, belly flopping on his mattress. The mattress he had planned to rape her on.

Sherry followed him, sat down next to him, shook his shoulder and he managed to turn over. The room was spinning wildly, life was a collidoscope, and everything was tilting and spinning. Worst of all his belly was roiling, making him sick, but not in a way that included vomit.

“What is happening?” he muttered. “Wha’s happnin…wha’s…”

“We could have had a good time, Tommy, but not now.” She looked at his body. His penis was nice-sized, she could have enjoyed it. She wished she could have. But…a guy that gave drugs to women?

“Please…plea…hep me…pea…”

She put her hand around his penis and hefted it. So nice…and so gone.

“Good night, Tommy.” She dropped his penis, let it lay on his belly, and stood up and walked out of the room.

Tommy moaned, and the world went round and round, and he felt things happening.

His groin hurt.

His chest hurt.

He felt like he was being turned inside out.

And his face…his face felt like it was turning into hot butter and being stirred. Violently.

What…what…

He suddenly bent at the belly. He would have barfed, but any extra juices in his body were being rendered for the extra energy that was required to change him.

“OW!” he wailed, not caring if anybody heard him. Let people hear him…he needed a hospital.

His stomach roiled, and it felt like he hadn’t eaten for a week. He felt like his belly was shrinking.

Then the pain in his belly lanced out. His arms, which he had lavished so much attention on in the gym, felt like they were turning into strings. Pain shooting through them, and…they felt like they were shrinking!

But how could he be shrinking! People didn’t shrink!

He groaned again, and rolled over.

Surprisingly, his dick didn’t flop. In fact, he felt nothing down there now, except a deep, bone chilling pain.

Heysoos! What had happened? Did he drink bad liquor?

Pain exploded in his pectorals and he grabbed his chest. Fuck! He felt his chest expanding…and shrinking. But how could that be?

He tried to roll over, finally succeeded, and felt his chest. It was growing! It was getting bigger, but he could feel the sheet underneath him sliding, and it felt like his body was getting skinnier.

“Fu-u-u…” His throat hurt and he stopped emitting sound. He didn’t try to yell for help now. It felt like somebody was grabbing his throat and squeezing it, making it smaller and smaller.

He tried to sit up, and his hair flopped over his eyes.

But he didn’t have long hair! How had it gotten long?

Finally, the pain getting to be too much, the changes assaulting him more than his mind could grasp, he passed out.


PART TWO

The first sound Tommy heard was a groan, and he figured out it was him. Then he woke up, it didn’t sound like him.

He sat up suddenly and two things happened. One, his brain felt like somebody had thrown it splat into a skillet. Two, his chest flopped. And bounced. And…he looked down.

“AIIEEE!”

He had breasts. Boobs. Tits. The things that went on women’s chests.

But he was a guy! He wasn’t supposed to have boobs!

Or long hair! His hair was supposed to be short, almost bald, and now it was hanging down over his face.

Or a smooth face. He always wore a scruffy beard, it looked cool, like he was half a caveman, grrrr. But now his beard was gone and his face was soft and smooth.

Real soft.

He scrambled to the edge of the bed and stood up, and almost fell over. He was shorter, and slender, and his hips were big and…and the tits!

He turned to the mirror, and it was like a scene from a horror movie, the camera slowly showing the monster looking through the window.

Except it wasn’t a monster, and it wasn’t a window. It was the mirror over his dresser, and the monster was…he was…a girl!

He brought his hands up to his face and stared in horror. Long hair, soft, oval features. His strong jaw was gone, his aquiline nose was gone. Now he was pert and…and…sexy!

He felt to his knees, and his boobs bounced mightily. They were large. They weren’t little pimples, they were blimps!

The weight of his breasts, so unfamiliar, dragged him over and he caught himself on his hands. His boobs fell and his nipples brushed against the floor.

He shivered as sexual feelings shot through him.

He bent his head down, managed to get it low enough to look between his ginormous boobs, and saw his crotch. His male-less crotch. His groin empty of dick and testicles.

A snatch. He had a pink, little slit.

He felt faint, dizzy, and he tried to crawl back to the bed. Slowly, he used his hands to lift himself up, then he stood up.

Swaying, his mind totally blasted.

He was a girl! What had happened?

He had been with a new girl, one he had never gone out with. Her name was Sherry, and she was a looker, but a little slow to make love.

He remembered putting a roofie in her drink, just to help her along, and then…then he had woken up like this!

Sherry…it had to be her.

And he knew he was going to have to track her down, find out what she had done.

He sat back on the bed, sort of collapsed, and took note of the way his tits bounced and unbalanced him. He folded his arms under his large chest and supported himself, and he knew why women wore bras.

He sat for a long time, not worrying about work. Not thinking about anything. Just wanting to do something, to get to the bottom of this terrible situation, to…to change himself back.

It’s a dream, he thought at one point. It’s a dream and I’ll wake up.

But he didn’t wake up because he was already awake.

An hour later, finally understanding that he had to move, to do something, he decided to get dressed.

He went to his dresser and opened it. He held up a pair of boxers and snorted. He would be lost in those.

Next, he held up a pair of tighty whiteys. They had been tight the day before, but…he slipped them on, but when he let go of the waist band they slipped right off.

Okay. No underwear.

He took out a pair of jeans. Oh, crap! He was six feet tall…before. Now he was only an inch or two over five feet. He tossed the pants aside and picked out a pair of shorts. He stepped into them, and found himself wallowing in the waist band. He had stretched the waist before, now he had to gather in handfuls of material to keep the shorts up.

He had an old robe hanging in the closet and he took the sash out of it, ran it through the loops and tied the shorts up. Crap, it was still baggier than an old man’s ball sack, but if he was careful it would work.

He looked down below the shorts. His legs were bare. And curvy. Crap. What happened to his muscles?

He went to a drawer and pulled out a shirt. It would be like trying to wear a tent.

He went through his tee shirts and picked the smallest one. It was still baggy, but it would do to cover him up. But when he looked in the mirror he could see that his boobs were sticking out, and his nipples were outlined, very erect and poke-y.

He found another tee shirt and slipped it on. He was a little better hidden, but…but he was still so big and bouncy under the material.

He realized, with a shock, that he needed a bra.

But he didn’t have one.

He looked at socks, and gave it up.

Then he looked at shoes, and almost cried.

Finally, he took a pair of flip flops, cut the back end off, and looked down.

His feet were cute, petite, and they…they…needed polish!

Oh, God! The idea of polishing his nails, of coloring them some sexy red color, shot through his mind.

That was the moment he knew he was REALLY in trouble.

It was one thing to wake up in a different body.

It was another thing to have a feminine thought. Polish his nails. Color them. As a male he NEVER would have had such a thought.

He went to his dresser and grabbed his wallet and car keys, then went out the door.

Driving proved to be an adventure in itself. First, he was so damned short. He had to slide the seat forward all the way, and he still had to stretch his feet to work the pedals. Second, this close to the steering wheel his boobs got in the way.

So, stretching his feet, holding his breath, he drove through town. He arrive at Sherry’s house, stopped the car and walked up the walkway. He wanted to fold his arms under his chest and support himself, but if he did that he would have to let go of his shorts, and they would fall down.

He finally cross grabbed his shorts and held them up, while using the other arm to support his boobs and hold his first arm to help in the pants department.

Giggles.

He looked up.

Sherry was sitting on the porch. And she wasn’t alone. Tommy’s eyes widened. Janey Harkins was with her! And Susie Snell! OMG!

“Hi, Tommy.”

`He stood frozen.

“It is Tommy, isn’t it,” the girls all stood up and leaned on the rail.

Tommy’s face was bright red. It was redder than a fire engine made out of sunburned tomatoes.

“Hey, Tommy,” asked Sherry. “Did you want to give me another roofie?” She hadn’t bother to turn the glass of bourbon in for analysis. She had decided this little scene might be even better. When she called Susie and Janey and explained the situation they were all in.

Tommy hung his head. OMG! he breathed. OMG! She knew.

“Of course I knew, Tommy. I saw you drop the little pill in my drink. So I decided to drop a little pill of my own. It’s not a roofie, won’t make you all stupid and rape-able. At least, not yet.”

Tommy glanced up. There was something twisted in what she had said.

The girls filed off the porch and sauntered down to him. They walked around him in a circle.

“Wow. He’s stacked.”

“She. We’ve got to call him a she now.”

“Yes. And she really doesn’t even know how to dress herself.”

Tommy mumbled something.

“What’s that? Thomasina?”

“I asked if you could change me back.”

“What? You don’t want to be a girl?”

“No,” he whispered.

“But it’s fun! Guys look at you…you get to wear make up and heels and everything…it’s fun.”

“But…but I’m a guy!”

“Huh! You don’t look like a guy.”

Tommy finally raised his head and forced himself to speak in louder tones. “Look, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done what I did, but you’re not hurt…and I really want to be a man again.”

The girls stopped and chuckled.

One of them, Janey, asked him, “Don’t you want to get into my pants?”

He shook his head.

“But as a girl you would fit. You could really get into my panties. Don’t you want to get into my panties?”

Moisture filled Tommy’s eyes. “No. I’m sorry. Please.”

“So Thomasina wants to be boring, old Tommy again. My, my.” Sherry spoke drily.

“Please…I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” said Susie. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that’s good,” pronounced Sherry. “Because to undo the effects of the pill I gave you you have to do something.”

“Please! Yes, sure. Anything!” Tommy begged.

Sherry smiled. “If you let us dress you up I’ll tell you how to change yourself back.”

“Dress me up?” He turned white. He had had enough of this girly stuff.

“Dress you up. Nails. Make up. Do your very messy hair…everything. You let us do that and I will tell you the very easy thing you have to do to shock your system back to normal.

Broken, Tommy gave a small nod.

“Oh, goody!” Susie clapped her hands. The other two girls smiled, then they linked their arms through his and walked him up to the porch. Susie ran ahead and opened the door and bowed and made a sweeping ‘enter’ motion with her arm.

Tommy stepped into the house.

Tommy sat in a chair in front of a make up table, frozen, as the girls worked on him.

“You see, Tommy,” Susie explained, painting the long nail extensions on his fingers. His toes were already bright red. “You see, women are smaller, not as strong, so it really is wrong for you to be bully and pick on us.”

Tommy watched in the mirror as Janey styled his hair. It was now not a frizzled mop, but a long, wavy set of curls. “Yes. And giving a girl a roofie? that’s the lowest of the low. How would you feel if we drugged you and took advantage of you?”

Yesterday Tom would have chuckled in glee and said, ‘Yeah, baby.’ Today the reality had hit home and he was thinking, oh no!

Sherry was painting his eyelids, making them sultry and sexy and shadowy.

“We mean, do you enjoy being nothing but a sex object? A toy for us to play with?”

“No,” he mumbled.

“So now you understand. Janey, do you still have that bra you used for the play last year? The one we stuffed until it was bigger than watermelons?”

“Sure.” Janey ran into the back room and returned with a monstrous pair of cups. But even though monstrous, it was a still a little tight on Tommy. He held his breath as Janey fastened it, and was dismayed when she hefted his boobs and they still bounced.

Sherry giggled. “If you’ve got ‘em…flaunt ‘em.”

The other two girls giggled.

Finally, dressed and made up and even wearing heels, Tommy stood up. Interestingly, he was learning this new sense of balance, and he was even able to walk in the high heels.

He realized that this was his girl think coming out. He was adapting to this new body by changing his thought patterns.

“Take a look, girlfriend,” Sherry moved him in front of a wall mirror.

He stared at himself. A sexy brunette with all sorts of curves…and the biggest set of tits he had ever seen.

“You like?” asked Janey.

Tommy was surprised to find himself nodding. He did like. And he felt the equivalent of what he would have felt, a boner, when he was a man. He felt wet. His pussy was…moisturized. It felt slick. Heck, just taking a simple step he could feel the flesh of his thighs slipping against each other.

“Okay,” he said. “You played dress up. How do I change back?”

The girls grinned. “Let’s go party, and we’ll tell you.”

They linked arms with Tommy again and walked him out of the house and down the steps.

“I’ll drive,” said Janey, She was a couple of inches taller than Tommy, and her boobs weren’t so big, so she had no trouble fitting behind and operating the wheel.

They zoomed down the street, top down, hair in the wind, laughing and giggling. Except for Tommy, who felt the tears constantly threatening to overflow.

They entered a bar at the other end of town. It had taken Tommy a lot to force himself into the bar, but with the muscle of the girls and the constant chiding, he managed to follow them in. He stood in the dimly lit entrance and looked around.

Yesterday he would have sauntered in, ordered a drink, and checked out the bitches.

Now he was trembling, terrified, and men were checking him out!

He was not one of the bitches! And suddenly he was sorry he had ever tried to take advantage of a female.

“Come on, Thomasina, let’s grab a booth.”

The girls walked him to a booth, slid in—him in the center—and waited for the waitress.

“Hey, ladies,” the woman with an armful of drinks sashayed by. “Be right with you.”

While waiting the girls occupied themselves by checking out the men.

“There’s a hunky one.”

“Wow, look at the package in his pants.”

“Probably fake.”

“But I can see the head outlined!”

“I’ll take the fellow at the end of the bar. You can really see his muscles.”

The talk went on, and Thomasina tried to follow the conversation, but was totally distracted by his condition.

“What do you think, Thomasina?”

“What?” she blurted.

“Should we try to pick up those three guys at the table by the women’s room?”

Tommy stared at the three men, and horror filled him as he realized he was actually thinking about it, considering men from a woman’s viewpoint.

The waitress finally came and took their orders. A couple  of minutes later she brought a platter filled with drinks for them.

“Hey! That Shirley Temple’s mine!”

“Hands off the spritzer.”

“Oh, give me a sip!”

Tommy stared at the three girls. As a man he had thought they were knuckleheads, hair brains, snatch on the market. Now he was thinking differently. All that ‘valley girl’ nonsense and affectation…it was just an act.

He suddenly realized that all the times he had been on the hunt…he had actually been the prey.

Finally, he couldn’t help himself, he blurted. “Tell me!”

The girls giggled, but settled down.

Sherry said, “It’s really easy, Thomasina. You simply pick up one of the men here. That’ll be easy with those milk sacs of yours. Then you convince them to fuck you.”

“I…what? Fuck me?”

The girls giggled.

“That’s right. If the man puts his dickie in your pussy you stay a woman. It will feel right. But if you can convince the man to put his peeny in your butthole, that will feel wrong, it will shock the system, and you will change back.”

“And fast,” added Janey. “I hope you brought some man clothes with you.”

“But…I can’t…you don’t expect me to…”

“Thomasina,” stated Sherry. “Those are your options. Go get fucked, and which hole you get fucked in will determine whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man.”

Tommy stared at them. Aghast. He had never had anything up his poop chute. The idea of somebody fucking it…he couldn’t handle it.

On the other hand, he had never had anybody up his pussy. Hell, he hadn’t even had a pussy!

“So what do you think, Thomasina? Are those three guys at the table worth meeting?”

Tommy shook his head, tried to speak but only nonsense came out.

The girls giggled, then they stood up. “Well, while you’re thinking about that, we’re going to go meet them. You can come along, or just stay here and wait to be picked up.”

Sherry, Janey and Susie sauntered across the bar. They moved like a group, giggling and goosing each other and having the best time.

Tommy watched them. He gulped his drink. He was totally befuddled and had no idea what to do.

Suddenly a shadow loomed over him. He looked up.

The fellow was a biker, with a hairy, round belly and a beard that smelled of marijuana. His eyes were bloodshot, and Tommy found himself looking down to the man’s crotch. The man’s cock was huge and sharply outlined in his greasy jeans. The head was big and bulbous.

“You like what you see?”

Tommy looked up and opened his mouth, and closed it, and opened it, and closed it.

The big man chuckled. “Come on, baby, let me educate you.”

Then he was reaching down and grabbing Tommy’s arm and lifting him.

Thomas gulped, and tried to keep his bile down. He was scrunched into the man’s arms, and being carried across the room in what looked sort of like dancing, but was just an excuse for the big, greasy biker to hump him.

“Oh, God,” Tommy thought.

Then the dance was over, and the big man had Tommy in the hallway, between the bathrooms. Outside the hallway the girls were laughing and pointing at him.

The brute had him trapped, hands on the wall on each side of Tommy, and he leaned forward as if to plant his big, fat lips on Tommy’s delicate red lips.

“What do you say, baby. How you want to do this?”

Bleakly, Tommy thought about it. How did he want it?

And, the terrible thing, in the back of his mind was a little fascination, a focus on…taking it in the pussy.

Being a girl.

Staying a girl.

He’d never been a girl, and the boobs bouncing on his chest were getting addictive. And the way men looked at him, all admiringly. And…and which way did he want it?

END
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3B7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3BB.jpg
complete
novel!

v =






OEBPS/image_rsrc3AZ.jpg
Five
Sizzling

Stories!






OEBPS/image_rsrc3B8.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B9.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc3BA.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3B2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B4.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B0.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3B6.jpg





