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A Note from the Author!

Five of the hottest Feminization erotic stories ever!

Stories about sissies and ladyboys…and have you ever wondered at the difference between the two?

Then we have stories about politicians and vampires, and there isn’t much difference there…their both blood suckers! Although, in my stories something besides blood is being sucked!

And, finally, the dream of every man, a fellow is feminized against his will!

But, really, what man doesn’t want to be feminized? I tell ya, pop a bra on some stud and he’s suddenly weak, starts begging, and is putty in your manicured hands.

So have fun, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I Feminized a Politician!

It was a life or death matter

and he chose life!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Normally, I hate politicians. Hey, we all do, unless you are a politician. I mean, they take and they take, and never give anything back.

But don’t get me started.

Then there’s Tom Lansing. He’s a nice boy with a nasty, little secret.

Years ago he dabbled in crossdressing. Then he betrayed his girlfriend, and she’s out to get him.

She lays her plans, sets her trap, and…bam! She’s got him.

Or does she?

You know those dirty politicians…they always figure a way out!

Durn it!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Tom Lansing was 25 years old and the world was his oyster.

He was slender, short, wore his hair fashionably long, and was elected.

He stepped out of the limo and looked at the governor’s mansion.

It was a classy thing of slabs and big windows, a big pool in the back, a yard full of hedges and roses, and…he would be living there for the next four years, which would become eight, and then he would be able to run for president.

President. If the whole durned US of A.

Youngest president in history.

As he stood there reporters clustered around him.

“Governor! What’s the first bill you’ll sign?”

“Governor! What are you going to do about the homeless situation?”

“What about the state debt? How are you…”

And on and on and on.

Tom smiled his boyish smile, nodded to some, waved to others, and ignored all questions.

He was a politician, damn it. He was only concerned with getting into office. After that, let the people figure it out for themselves.

He strode towards his new home, and he didn’t see the figure in the dark dress watching him.

A dark dress, a dark veil to cover her features.

Underneath the dress a killer bod. Behind the veil red lips that nibbled upon themselves.

So you got yourself elected, eh? Bastard!

But Tom didn’t hear any of that.

At the front door Tom turned and waved, and the figure in black walked away.

The first thing Laura tried was getting a job in the governor’s mansion. That was difficult, because there was already a staff, and they had all been in service for years.

Still, she put in her paperwork and waited.

No go. And she knew it, and she was already working on plan B.

Become a vendor. Though the governor’s mansion was a private residence, enough work went through there that it had a fully functioning basement. A basement which needed deliveries of soft drinks, laundry, and so on.

She watched the mansion for a week, applied for work in various companies that would service the mansion.

Nope. No joy. Got to try something else.

The blueprints for the mansion were open to the public so she studied them for weeks.

She timed all deliveries.

And, in the end, she threw the schedules and blueprints in the trash.

No, she was going to have to try something else.

She was going to have to kidnap the governor, or bust into his mansion, or something.

She began to plan.

Five years previously…

Laura was taking a class in Aikido.

It was an elective that would replace the boring physical education classes, and it was fun. Besides, a beautiful young women like her needed to learn self defense.

There had been a rape on campus just a month before, and all women were warned to be careful.

Studying martial arts was just being careful.

On a Wednesday afternoon she put on her uniform, looked like white pajamas, and stepped onto the mat.

The class was warming up and she stepped into a vacant place next to a friend of hers and started stretching.

“You just made it, girlfriend.”

“But I made it,” she returned cheerfully.

The sensei stepped on to the mat. He was followed by a slender fellow with long hair and full lips. they both wore the black dress called a hakama that black belt Aikidokas wore.

“What we got here?” asked Marsha, eyeing the boy like he was fresh meat. Which, to her, he was.

Laura chuckled, “Forget it. We’re here to learn to beat boys up, not screw them.”

“Speak for yourself sister. I want a piece of Mr. Hunk.”

The class started and the girls went through the routine of rolls and break falls.

Laura was a good athlete, and she was enjoying herself. Nothing like a good sweat, and—

“Turn your wrist like this, then drop your weight.”

It was Mr. Good Looking, and she studied his move. And tried not to notice his soulful brown eyes.

It was a simple defense for a grab from the rear. Grab the forearm, drop your weight and turn into a kneeling stance.

She turned her hand, and it felt good, but when she tried the throw it didn’t work.

“You didn’t drop your weight. Here, grab me.” He turned his back to her.

She put her arms around him, and it was instantly different.

She had grabbed students before, and it was all martial arts, no thought of sex, but suddenly she was aware of his back, her breasts pressed into him, smelling his long hair. The back of his neck looked soft.

He grabbed her forearm, turned his wrist so the hold was locked in. “Like this, see,” he made sure she could see what he was doing, which involved her pressing harder against him.

Then he dropped, twisted, and she went up on his shoulder and…

He stopped and she flailed.

He lowered her back down.

“Simple.” He smiled at her and she fell in love. “Want to try it on me?”

“Sure.” Of course she did. She couldn’t wait to get her hands on him.

He stepped behind her reached around and grabbed her with a forearm across the throat.

She could feel his flesh, and…was that a lump in his bottoms? holy fuck!

She reached up, twisted her grip in his uniform, then knelt and twisted.

He flew up and would have gone over, except he stopped the technique with his other hand.

“He stepped away, grinned at her. “Nicely done, Miss…”

She took the hint. “I’m Laura.”

“Very good Laura. I’m Tom.” He moved on.

She went back to practicing, but she kept an eye on him. She watched as he helped other students.

He grinned a lot, and there was something insincere in his grin, but he was so handsome it didn’t matter.

Tell me the truth, honey, just don’t tell me the truth.

After class she walked to her next class with Marsha.

“I’m jealous,” murmured Marsha. “You got a personal lesson.”

“He just helped me with a technique. No big deal.”

“Yeah, no big deal. His hands were all over you, and you had your hands on him.”

“Well, maybe he does like me,” she spoke humorously, haughtily.

“Bitch!” Marsha pinched Laura’s bottom.

After their next class they had a break so they went to the cafeteria. It was crowded, every table taken except…the far corner, and Mr. Handsome, Tom, was there.

He saw them, standing with trays and looking around, and he stood and waved to them.

“Oh, my God!” Marsha whispered. “I think my panties are going to be wet.”

“You slut,” Laura commented, never taking her eyes off Tom. They made their way across the big room and sat down.

“Hey, it’s my favorite students. Sit. Eat. Cast all hope aside!”

“All ye who enter here.” Laura finished the quote and Tom’s eyes opened and his grin twisted. “A great athlete and a scholar, too.”

They discussed Dante briefly, and then other subjects.

It was obvious, in a short time, that Tom was interested in Laura.

He wasn’t rude to Marsha, but he was focused, and Marsha finally got the hint.

It saddened her, but, hey, there’s always more fish in the sea.

“Think I’ll head over to the library,” Marsha offered her excuse, and left the couple to their own devices.

“You’re very graceful,” she said.

“For a boy?” he quipped.

She laughed. “For a boy in a skirt.”

That remark seemed to spark something in Tom, and his eyes glittered for a moment. Then he nodded ruefully. “For a boy in a skirt.”

But there was something more there. Laura could see it. But she didn’t know how to ferret out his secrets, and, at this point, she wasn’t really interested.

He was a hunk, worth flirting with, but nothing more.

So she thought.

But by the end of the lunch she had agreed to go to a black and white festival on Friday.

“They’re going to show Sanjuro and Yojimbo. Great samurai movies,” he explained. Then, to make it even easier for her to accept, he added, “Bring Marsha, or anybody else.”

“But no boys?” she injected slyly.

He just smiled. “No. No boys. Especially no boys in dresses.”

Again, that glitter in his eyes.

She stood up, told him she’d see him Friday, and left.

Her heart pounding.

He was not just handsome, he was beautiful. His long, dark hair framed his soft, oval face, and his fingers were slender and even feminine.

A beautiful man,” she thought. And she smiled.

Friday came, and an Aikido class in the afternoon, during which he checked to make sure they were still on for that night.

“You betcha,” she said.

But he didn’t help her with her Aikido that day.

But that was okay. Marsha was already jealous, and he probably didn’t want to show favorites, and…she wished he had.

She wanted his arms around her.

She walked across the quad and met him at his fraternity. It was quicker than him picking her up, then going back by the frat house on the way to the movie house.

She waited on the porch and heard a young man call up the stairs for him.

“You better hurry, Tom. She’s too good looking for you.”

She hid her smile. It was the kind of insouciant compliment that every girl loves.

He stepped out on the porch and her heart gave a little dance.

He was in shorts, and he had nice legs. He was wearing a sweat shirt, a bulky one, and his long hair hung down on his shoulders.

“Hey!” he greeted her. Started to give her a hug, then was embarrassed, first date blues, if you could even call it a first date.

He did hold her hand, however, as they left the quad and headed off campus.

It was a warm night, too warm for the sweat shirt.

Obliquely, she wondered what he was wearing underneath the sweat shirt. “It’s pretty warm. Did you want to get a tee shirt?”

“Nah. I’m fine. Do you know who Toshiro Mifuni is?”

She shook her head. Her hand was warm in his, and she felt ooshy gooshy down there.

Damn. She had heard girls talk about getting wet, but she hadn’t ever experienced it.

Well, she was experienced now.

He explained about Toshiro Mifuni being a big actor in Japan, then he gave her some information about Japanese cinema and how important they were.

He was smart. unusually smart.

If she had a question he invariably had the answer. If she made a remark he synched with it.

He was definitely a dream to be with.

They entered a small theater which wasn’t really a theater. It was a big room with a projector and rows of folding metal chairs. There was a home made counter at the side of the room and they were selling popcorn and Coke and candy bars. Nothing fancy, just good American fare.

They sat in the front row, which was fine with Laura, and the movie started.

It was a blast. The guttural way the Japanese growled their sentences. The swords and armor, and…the dresses.

“Look,” she whispered at one point, “They wear dresses, just like you.”

Again, she felt it. She felt something in him, something sharp and hard and glittering.

It was a secret.

She stared at him in the dark.

Was he blushing?

In the flickering light of the projector she thought he was.

Suddenly, spontaneously, she leaned towards him, brushed his hair back and kissed his cheek.

And felt the strap under his sweat shirt.

He was surprised, and pleased, and had no idea what she had felt.

A strap? A thin ribbon of material over his shoulders?

It felt, she couldn’t believe it, like a bra strap.

She stared at him out of the corner of here eye.

He watched the screen avidly. He was no doubt memorizing the way the Japanese swordsmen were moving, and how it related to his study of Aikido.

She focused on the movie.

She watched the expressions on the actor’s faces, and read the shaky, little white captions on the bottom of the screen.

It was thrilling. It was a look at another culture. It was immersing and soul shaking, and…and she could stop thinking about what she had felt.

A strap. Probably an excuse for it. Maybe a harness for a pulled muscle, a hernia or something.

The first movie ended and he turned to her. They talked about what she had seen, and he explained a couple of things, then he stopped talking.

“What?”

“You look like…I don’t know. Like you’re thinking of something else.”

“Nah,” she said. “I’m just thinking about men in dresses.”

She said it carefully, tossing it in freely, and observed him.

He blushed. The lights were low, but she could see the color in his cheeks.

He chuckled, covering his embarrassment up. “Yeah, but men with skirts who carried some very long, knitting needles.”

They laughed at that, and she could see that he was covering up.

Now she was sure. He was hiding something. But…what? Dresses? Bra straps? Something else?

After all, she was working off a quick feel of his shoulder and assumptions based on blushes in the dark.

And long hair and slender fingers.

And his graceful way of moving.

They settled in to watch the second feature.

They walked back to the campus slowly. Other students left them behind.

They were hand in hand.

She wanted him to put his arm around her, but she figured he wouldn’t. Secrets, you know. He wouldn’t hug her until he wasn’t wearing straps over his shoulders.

They were almost back to the campus, cutting across a park, and she stopped.

He stopped and turned to her. “What?”

She moved towards him. She put her hands on his cheeks and moved her face closer to his. She kissed him softly, tenderly, and their breaths quickened.

Then she stood back and placed her hands on his shoulders.

It was quick, premeditated, and though he wiggled, he couldn’t stop her from feeling his shoulders.

“What are you wearing, Tom.”

He broke into stutters. “Nothing. I’m fine. We need to go.”

But she had hold of his sweat shirt, it was knotted in her fist, and suddenly his expert Aikido was doing him no good.

“Let go,” he whispered.

“Show me,” she murmured.

“No!”

He was close to tears.

“I know anyway, so show me. Get it over with.”

Then, him frozen, unable to move, shivering, she lifted his sweat shirt.

He had a training bra on. It was white in the dark. No cups, but then he had nothing to cup.

“Please,” he begged.

She placed her hand on his pectoral, felt the thin material, felt his excited nipple.

“It’s okay,” she said, and she kissed him again. And this time meant business.

They sat on a bench on the quad and he explained, as best he could, his needs.

“I don’t know why,” he confessed. “On the outside I act studly, but on the inside I have these conflicts. I don’t want to, but I can’t stop myself.

“So why fight it?”

“I come from a family where these things are frowned upon.”

“So tell your family to take a hike.”

“I can’t. They’ve got plans for me.”

“What kind of plans?”

“Politics.”

“Really?”

He nodded.

She giggled. “I can see you at the governor’s mansion, making speeches with your bra and panties on underneath your dark suit.

He smiled, but it wasn’t that funny to him.

“So are you going to go out with me again? Now that you know?”

“Of course. I like it. I like that there’s something soft and wonderful about you.’

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For understanding.”

“Huh! Nothing to understand.”

They were silent for a while, just thinking their own thoughts, then Laura said, “I’ll help you.”

“Help me?”

“Sure. I can get you female things, things you wouldn’t normally buy. I can teach you about clothes, and lingerie, and…and make up.”

“Make up?”

His eyes came alive with the thought. Make up. Then he frowned. “But I can’t let anybody know.”

“I’m not going to tell the world that my boyfriend is a pansy.”

She was joshing him, and he could tell it, and he started to relax more and more.

A lifetime of bound up desires was coming unbound.

They dated. They held hands, swung their hands, and grinned at each other.

His secret was now their secret.

She gave him panties that weekend. Used. With the command to sniff them whenever he wanted to be with her.

He laughed, sniffed, and wore them.

He had a collection of bras. He had them hidden in the basement of the frat house; he didn’t want any of the fellows to know that he was a sissy.

He shaved his legs, and she introduced him to Nair and had him clean up his groin and his armpits.

“Tell everybody it’s for swimming if they ask,” she told him.

Swimming. He was swimming in new waters now.

She bought him nylons and he rolled them up under his Levis.

She painted his toes, and he was terrified a shoe would slip off and everybody would know.

“Everybody already knows,” she told him. “They just don’t want you to know they know.”

Which didn’t reassure him.

And they made love. Grand, glorious, wonderful love.

He fucked like a woman, soft and gentle, a little too considerate.

She fucked like a man, taking him with ferocious hunger.

They lived a secret existence in front of everybody.

And it seemed that there was no end to the joy of their existence.

There was, of course.

“What if she doesn’t like me?”

“How could she not like you?”

“Maybe she knows I dress you up?”

He stuttered, and she laughed. “Gotcha.

“Okay,” he grunted. “Maybe she won’t like you.”

Over summer break they hopped a plane and flew half across the United States.

It was brisk in Connecticut, and his family lived in a massive three story mansion.

“Old money,” he explained.

“Old money is okay,” she answered as they walked up the walk, her head craning back to take in all three stories.

It was an old mansion, but kept in tip top shape.

“We’ve got gardeners and cooks and maids for the maids,” he said, as he opened the front door for here.

The rooms were large, high ceilings. The wood was first growth from the last century, polished to a fare thee well. The fireplace, one of two, was stoked and the room was quite warm.

Warm enough to take off his sweatshirt if he had been wearing one, but he had refused to wear any feminine things, or even have his toes painted.

“You must be Laura.” His mother came down the grand staircase, a cane in one hand, thin and scrawny and peering through Coke bottle lenses.

“Hello,” blurted Laura, suddenly nervous.

Tom had described her as harsh, as a disciplinarian, and Laura was nervous.

“Well, stand out here. Let me look at you.”

Laura stepped forward, and felt like a convict being inspected by the warden.

“Humph.”

Adequate is what she meant, but with reserve.

Judgments were made on the spot here, but they were made on the same spot day after day after day.

This was a place that brooked no nonsense, and suddenly Laura understood many things about Tom.

Why he was soft and avoided conflict.

Why he sometimes followed her words as if they were commands.

Why he held himself back.

Because his mother was in charge.

And she had decided he would go to college, fast track through law school, and go to work in politics.

With an eye towards running for office, and not in the far future, but pretty damn fast.

“Dinner will be ready shortly. Thomas. Show her her room.”

Her room. She would not be sleeping with Tom this trip. Now that was a frustrating thing.

As young lovers they were eternally horny, and always groping and feeling and kissing and searching for places to play ‘hide the salami.’

Tom took her upstairs, the third floor, and reassured her.

“Just play it cool,” he said, kissing her.

“We can get horny during the day, then sneak off somewhere when it’s dark and everybody is sleeping.”

She reached down and groped him, played with him, made sure he was good and horny.

“We better,” she warned. “I’m getting pretty, damned horny.”

He nodded, and groaned.

“I wish I was wearing the right underwear.”

“Me, too. how about a blow job?”

But the maid was making up beds and Tom shushed her and they giggled.

Dinner.

Dinner with pot roast and fresh veggies and the most scrumptious pastry Laura had ever eaten.

Dinner with sultry looks between Tom and Laura whenever Jane, his mother, focused her coke bottle lenses on her plate.

Dinner with toes touching and her nylons tracing the shape of his hard penis in his pants.

“What are you studying in school,” Jane interrupted their activities.

Laura’s face was a little flushed, and she answered, “English.”

Right on the heels of her answer Jane snapped another question.

“What do you intend to do with your education?”

Laura wasn’t put off. She said, “I would like to teach. I love children. Maybe Chaucer would be disappointed, but—“

“Teaching is for morons.”

Silence.

“Mother?” Tom tried, but Jane was on a roll.

“Those who can’t do teach, I always say. Great Uncle Ira was a teacher, at Boston. He did nothing, left nothing. A blot on the family.

“I…I…” Now Laura was tongue tied. Such a quick show of vitriol.

“Mother,” Tom was more firm, and Jane glared at him, then focused on her pot roast.

Dinner ended eventually, and Laura was grateful. She didn’t want to endure any more conversations with Jane.

Later, walking in the great sward behind the house, heading for the creek, Laura spoke her mind.

“Good Lord. I felt like Torquemada was counseling me. I expected her to leap over the table and claw my eyes out.”

“I’m sorry,” breathed Tom. “She can be a bit harsh. But wait until you get to know her.

Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, Laura wasn’t going to get a chance.

Tom and Laura played a game of chess and listened to an oldies station on the back porch. It was screened in, the night was mellow, and they teased each other mercilessly.

There was no sign of Jane.

By ten o’clock they were looking at each other. Hunger. Desire.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” Laura said.

“A surprise?”

“Yes. I brought something for you.”

“Well, let’s have it!”

“Not here, silly. It’s not that kind of a present.”

“What kind is it?”

“It’s the kind that gives and keeps on giving.”

That was a code word, a word for the act of fucking. His dick was the gift that gave and kept on giving.

He sprang to attention down there, and grinned, then he stood up and yawned. “Well, I feel a little tired.”

“Oh, shucks,” yawned Laura. “I’m feeling a bit tired, also. It’s been a long day.”

“Yes, and we worked so hard.”

“Tilled the fields and milled the grain.”

“Plowed the north forty and milked the bulls.”

“Don’t you mean the cows?”

“Oh, yeah, them, too.”

They risked holding hands as they walked back through the house.

He walked her up to her room, kissed her hard.

“Are you sure we don’t have anything to worry about?” Laura asked.

“Not a thing. When mother hits the sheets she’s gone with the wind.”

“Well, okay. Make sure, pretend to go to bed, and I’ll see you…some time.”

He kissed her again, sneaked a feel of her breasts, and headed back down the hallway.

He descended to the second floor, which was where the family slept, checked that his mother was snoring—she was, and pretty darned loudly—then went into his own room.

He undressed, put on a robe, and lay on the bed and waited.

The night crept along, not in any kind of hurry, and he stroked himself and counted his heart beats.

Finally, the downstairs hall clock bonging twelve, he stood up, went to the door and peeked out.

Nothing. No sounds but his mother sawing logs. Big logs. With a chain saw.

Good. He didn’t want her waking up and catching him with Laura.

He crept along the hallway, avoided the squeaks, and mounted the stairs.

Down the third floor corridor to Laura’s room.

He didn’t tap, he just turned the knob and slipped in.

It was dark, just a sliver of moonlight coming through the drapes.

He tip toed across the room, put his hand out to the bed, and…she grabbed him around the waist.

He gave a squeak of surprise, but managed not to yell.

“Heysoos!” he whispered, “You scared me.”

“You should be scared. You’ll be scared when you see what I’m going to do to you.”

“Oh, yeah?”

They tumbled onto the bed, rolled across the thing, and he felt it.

“What’s that?” he asked, and he felt between her thighs.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

“Shhh!” she giggled.

“You actually got one?”

“Six inches, and some lube.”

They had been talking about this for ages.

She was the forceful one in their relationship, and she wanted to use a strap on on him.

“Oh, my god!”

He was dazed from the thought, and his heart pounded so hard he felt dizzy. “You’re really going to…to do me?”

“It’s what we talked about, isn’t it? Or do you want to back out? I mean, it’s okay if you do. We don’t have to…”

“No! No. I want to. It’s just, I’m so nervous!”

“Honey,” she soothed him. “In a minute you aren’t going to be nervous. Not at all.”

They giggled, tried to keep their voices low, and she knelt on the bed and let him inspect her tool.

“Oh, my god!” He whispered, feeling the shaft. “I know I keep saying that, but…Oh, my God!”

“Suck it,” she commanded happily.

He went down on all fours and aimed his face for her junction.

He gripped the thing with his hand and opened his mouth.

For a long minute the room was filled with the sound of slurping.

Laura sighed. Even though it wasn’t real, there was a sense of satisfaction that she couldn’t explain.

It felt good to have him bow down to her, to worship her.

Then she gripped his head and lifted him. She kissed him, then said, “I’m not going to do you as a man.”

He knew what she meant.

She got off the bed and opened her suitcase. She tossed lingerie at him.

He quickly put on a bra, then some nylons and a garter.

She brushed his hair, then put some lipstick on him.

He sighed.

He was happy now.

Thoughts of his mother faded, and there was only this moment.

She took him to the window and opened the drapes, the moonlight flooded in and he stood, feminine, happy.

“All right?” she asked.

“All right,” he confirmed.

She took his hand and led him to the bed.

They climbed onto the bed together, faced each other.

“How do you want to do this?” he asked, blushing and shy like a bride.

“Let’s go back to that blow job. Suck my cock, and let’s see what happens.”

She knelt again, and he went to all fours. He moved forward and placed his red mouth on her dildo.

He sucked, making soft sounds, moving back and forth on the bed. She placed her hands on his head and helped him, guided the rhythm, and it felt so good.

This was what it feels like when a woman gives a man a blow job, she thought.

And he: This is what it feels like to suck some one off.

Then the lights went on and their heads spun towards the door.

Jane.

Her shriveled, prunish face glaring.

Her squinting eyes showing the ultimate judgment.

Her only son dressed like a tart, his mouth red and full of cock.

And the hussy that led him down this path.

That hussy!


Part Two

Laura realized she was going to have to trap him. She was going to have to break in and confront him.

But how do you break into a house with the latest security system, and outside guards?

You don’t.

The solution, when she finally figured it out, was quite simple.

On a Friday afternoon she simply walked up to the front door and knocked. She was holding a small business satchel and was wearing a pencil skirt, a jacket, and her hair was up in the French style.

Tom was at a campaign meeting and would be gone for hours. And probably hours after that. Late night dinners and such.

A maid opened the door and peered out. She was impressed by Laura’s appearance and opened the door wide.

“Tom told me to wait for him,” in friendly but professional tones.

“Okay.”

Bingo. She was in. No breaking and entering, only a light bit of subterfuge, and she was there.

“Mr. Lansing won’t be back for a while,” the maid said, leading Laura into a small waiting room.

“That’s okay.”

“And I leave at five o’clock. If he’s not back by then I’m afraid you’ll have to leave.”

“Not a problem,” answered Laura. “If he’s too late then I’ll probably sneak out before then.”

The maid smiled, and Laura sat down and read a Sunset magazine.

For the next half hour Laura sat and read.

The maid look in on her from time to time., and Laura smiled, and shrugged, and checked her watch.

Being it was Friday afternoon the rest of the staff were taking off early. Politicians always take off early, and that breeds the same attitude amongst their workers.

By four o’clock Laura was alone except for the maid and the outside security.

She noted the movements of the security guard through a window. He spent most of his time in a little shack at the end of the drive.

The maid seemed to be going between the pantry and the downstairs.

Downstairs, where the wine was, and Laura suspected she was sampling the wine collection that belonged to the governor.

Excellent.

On one trip down the stairs to the basement wine collection Laura stood up and went to the front door. She opened the door and left it ajar, then she simply went up the stairs.

She knew the lay out. The maid hadn’t been upstairs the whole afternoon, so she took her time.

She checked each room out, taking her time, listening for the sounds of the tipsy maid.

The house was a marvel. None of that old wood crap, it was polished chrome and glass, and the only sign of age were a few paintings.

One painting, in the hallway, was a depiction of Waterloo. It was big and detailed and Laura admired it for some minutes before moving on.

Another painting was an impressionistic mess in the style of Van Gogh. She wasn’t a fan of impressionism, and sniffed at the monstrosity. Thank goodness it wasn’t big.

The furniture in the rooms was modern, sort of a classy IKEA.

And there was no sign of a woman’s presence.

Laura’s lips were a bit compressed during this whole time, but when she saw the lack of a feminine touch she relaxed.

He hadn’t changed. He had just stuffed all his desires under the rug. And nailed that rug down.

Good. She didn’t want some idiot running around and screaming while she did what she had to do.

There were several bedrooms on the second floor, and they were mostly used for business.

Most of the business was conducted downstairs, but there were two rooms with computers in them and a guest bedroom. One room was used for storage, and then there was master bedroom.

A small concession to age, the bed was a four poster monstrosity. In fact, it looked like the bed he had slept in back in Connecticut.

She went through the bedroom slowly.

She opened drawers and examined his underwear. Staid BVD stuff.

Drawers with dress shirts in them. A few light colors, a few shirts still in the wrapping.

A drawer with odds and ends, a blood pressure machine; that was a necessity for politics.

She smiled. politicians often had strange hobbies to relieve their blood pressure. Herbert Hoover wore dresses and such, and he wasn’t alone. Apparently he had a complete file on the similar habits among congressmen.

Congressmen. Huh.

Tom was going to the top. She had read all about him, how he was handsome, politically astute, and had no vices.

Hunh! What they didn’t know, and what Tom had kept carefully hidden from everybody.

Sure, he could go all the way. Maybe.

She gripped the satchel she was carrying. There was a gun inside.

She walked into his walk in closet and touched the fabric of the rows of suits. She put her face to one of his expensive suits and rubbed her cheek.

Soft. Luxurious. Old money.

She even took off a high heel and slipped her foot into one of his Oxfords.

Her foot was swallowed by the shoe and she smiled. Big feet meant big…and she knew that first hand.

She examined the closet minutely. Even tapped on the walls to check for secret panels.

Nothing.

She went to his dresser and opened the boxes on top. Cufflinks. Watches. Necklaces. All modern and tasteful.

Nothing slutty.

No butt plugs or lingerie.

No hidden trove of dresses.

Not a fake boob in sight.

Yes. He had hidden well.

She went into the bathroom and examined his personal products. She looked at his toothbrush, his Waterpik. She opened the shower door and noted that the tiles were scrubbed clean. No mold here.

Finished with her inspection, she left the bathroom and stood by the bedroom door. She gazed at the room and made her plans.

She could hide in one of the other rooms on the floor, but she didn’t want to. She wanted to be in his room, his presence.

She wanted to feel him when he came home, when he walked into the room.

There was the bed, under which she could crawl. Lots of room. She could even take one of the pillows off the bed, there were enough that he wouldn’t notice, and catch a few winks.

But she wasn’t there to sleep.

She could step into the closet.She could hide behind the row of suits and…but he would be wearing a suit when he came home. He would take it off and come into the closet and hang it up, and he might catch a glimpse of the toe of her high heels, or pull the suits aside and see her face to face.

No. She didn’t want this meeting to just happen, she wanted to create it, to control it.

The bathroom? Inside the shower?

But he might take a shower.

In the end she chose a chair, an old Chinese thing, shouldn’t have anywhere near the house, but there it was. Dragon carved arms and a hard cushion. Very uncomfortable.

It was between the door and a dresser. There was a robe hanging from the back of the door and that blocked off sight between the crack of the door, between the jamb and the door itself.

The door was open and when she sat down her knees were behind the door, she couldn’t be seen unless he deliberately moved the door back and looked, and who checked the ornate Chinese chair in their bedroom when they went to bed?

She snickered.

She could imagine him checking the closet, the bathroom, even under the bed, and never seeing her.

She sobered and sat. She opened the satchel and took out the gun.

The gun. A ladies pistol. Pink. Just right for her hand. It fired small caliber bullets, but that was fine. Little holes worked just as good as big holes.

She pushed the satchel back between the chair and the dresser, held the pistol on her lap, and waited.

And thought of that time four years previous.

The light went on and Jane stared at her son and that…that hussy!

Tom sat up, left Laura’s dildo sticking out like a real dick. His mouth was smeared from sucking, and his eyes were shamed.

“Mother.” A simple word, but in it the end of civilization.

Jane crossed the room. She stopped in front of him and he could feel the sparks coming from her.

“Clean that mess off your face. Get dressed. I will talk to you downstairs.”

Tom got off the bed and stood, slump shouldered. He was still wearing the robe, and his pecker stuck out.

Jane slapped it. Hard.

Tom dropped to his knees and sobbed.

Then Jane slapped him in the face. And slapped him.

Not a word, just that ferocious glare, that rage that filled the room.

Laura had fallen back and was against the headboard, her fake dick still sticking up.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Tom took it. His face was red and mottled, but he didn’t do anything.

“Tom!” Laura protested, telling him with her tones to fight back.

But Tom was cowed. He was a soft person who followed his mother’s orders.

“Get out,” Jane snarled at Tom.

His mouth showing a bit of blood at the corner, Tom stood up. He opened his mouth to speak, but Jane again slapped him. Not on the face this time, but on his tool again.

He went to his knees.

“Stop that!” Laura moved forward.

Jane glared at her.

Laura climbed off the bed and stood in front of the elderly lady. “You don’t treat Tom like that!”

Jane slapped Laura’s dick.

What Jane was thinking of, if she was thinking at all, was not clear. It was a fake dick, and Jane hurt her hand more than the inanimate object.

But Laura stared down in shock, then up at Jane’s face.

Jane slapped her.

So Laura slapped her back.

Splat! A good, solid slap that left a mark.

Jane stepped back, but was not hurt nor scared. She touched her wrinkled cheek and whispered, “You will regret that.”

Then she turned to Tom, who was kneeling on the floor and crying. “Clean yourself up. I will talk to you later.”

She turned back to Jane. “Get out. Take your bags and leave. You will have nothing to do with my son again.”

“You…”

“Gerald!” Jane called out.

The ruckus had awoken the servants and a large chauffeur, Gerald, stepped into the room. He was only wearing pants and a robe, but he was very large. Six foot six and big muscles.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Take this woman tot he airport. Put her on a plane.”

“You can’t…”

“Or call the police. I’ll press charges.”

At that point Laura could have done something. She could have held her ground, but she was in a strange woman’s home, and that woman had a lot of power.

Laura didn’t realize that Jane couldn’t call the police because her precious son’s nasty habit of dressing up and sucking cock would be revealed.

Gerald, who for all his size was a kindly sort, stepped forward and said, “Ma’am?”

Tom slunk out of the room.

Jane glared her way out of the room.

And Laura was left, sobbing, seeing the love of her life walk out on her, being torn from her heart.

Gerald carried her bags and took her to the airport in the big limo. He paid for the ticket and watched Laura get on.

He didn’t say anything, there was nothing to say. He just watched, and when the door closed on the plane he turned and left.

But Laura’s problems were just started.

She was in the air for five hours, and when she debarked a representative from the college was waiting.

He was young, younger than her, still had pimples, but he wore the college blazer and he said, “The Dean would like to see you.”

Laura blinked, and followed the young man. No limo now, just the kid’s Chevy, and she was taken to the college admin offices.

The offices weren’t open, but the light in the dean’s office was on. The young man escorted her up the stairs. “I’ll be outside, and your bags are safe.”

He seemed to know something, but he wasn’t talking. He looked at Laura like she was a pariah.

Laura was ushered into the august presence Dean Nelson.

He sat, wreathed in pipe smoke, and pursed his lips around the stem of the pipe.

“Laura, I haven’t had the pleasure of meeting you, and this will be a sad occasion, I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” she asked, a little round-eyed at being summoned and put on the carpet.

“The college has decided that we must part ways.”

Laura stared.

“We are sorry about this, of course, but we will support your endeavors to find another institution that…”

Blah, blah, blah.

And Laura suddenly understood the long reach of old money.

In the five hours of her plane flight Jane had called the Dean. Maybe she had threatened to rescind her donations. Maybe she had offered more donations. But whatever, Jane had just canceled Laura’s education. Bingo. Just like that.

Laura left the Dean’s office in shock.

“I’ve got your bags. We can pick up the rest of your stuff on the way to the airport.”

Laura stared at the pimple faced brat. In spite of the shock of being dealt with in such a mean manner, she was recovering. The core of her, a proud, hardy girl with a real spine, was starting to spark.

“You’ll drop me off tonight. And after a good sleep I’ll leave on my own accord. And you can tell the dean that, or that I will raise a ruckus that not all of Jane Lansing’s money can fix.”

Laura walked out of the admin building in front of the kid, him struggling to keep up.

And that was that.

Laura heard a sound. She straightened up and gripped the pistol.

The sound of far away doors being opened and closed. A bit of a chuckle. He had a night staff, one fellow with muscles, and they were probably in the kitchen, joking over bologna sandwiches.

She waited. She practiced controlling her breathing. She heard the sound of Tom coming up the stairs.

She saw him in her mind’s eye. A suit, maybe a tux, the tie loosened, taking off the cufflinks.

She heard his footstep grow closer. She took a breath and sat up even straighter. She held the pistol at the ready.

Tom entered the room. He walked past the door and didn’t look back, he didn’t see her.

He walked to the dresser and deposited his cufflinks in the box that held so many.

He sighed, and he looked tired.

Tired, but happy, sort of.

She remembered that he was a man stunted. A man controlled and stopped a rerouted.

How did that sit with him? Did he wonder at his prison ever?

He took off his shirt and put it in the hamper just inside the bathroom.

He took his pants off and entered the walk in closet.

Humming. Hanging up his duds.

Hello, Tom. It’s time for your comeuppance.

He exited the closet and entered the bathroom.

Amazingly, he still hadn’t seen her. She was in his line of sight, but he was not thinking of burglars or home invaders. He was probably thinking of donations.

He turned on the shower and felt the water. A moment passed and he stepped in.

Laura waited while he soaped and rinsed and shampooed his hair.

Tom always was a clean freak. Back in college he had always insisted on showering before bed.

Not a bad habit.

He stepped out of the shower and toweled himself off.

This whole time his face hadn’t shown much emotion. Just a man come home from a day’s work. Cleaning up. Getting ready for bed.

He turned, put the towel in the hamper, then brushed his teeth.

She watched as he made his pearly whites extra white. He was always proud of his teeth. His smile.

His politician’s smile.

He put his toothbrush away, looked at himself in the mirror, turned his face this way and that, then, satisfied with himself, he stepped out of the bathroom.

And stopped.

“You,” and the word came out like it was punched out of his gut.

Laura pushed the door and it swung easily into place, clicked.

She stood up, took a sidestep, and locked the door.

“Laura,” he breathed.

“Hello, Tom.”

“Oh, my God!” He took a step forward, then stopped as she lifted the gun.

“What’s that for?”

“What are guns usually for?”

“But…”

“Sit down, Tom.”

She sat down on the Chinese chair, and he looked around for something to sit on.

“On the rug. Right there.”

He sat down, naked, cross legged, and his cock started to get hard.

“Same, old Tom,” she remarked, watching his meat inflate.

“Laura! You left college! I couldn’t find you!”

“I didn’t leave, I was kicked out, by the big boot of your ever loving mother.”

“What? But I came back. I looked for you!”

“Not hard enough.” It was hard to keep the bitterness out of her voice.

Now his cock was big and hard. It bobbed, like it used to whenever they were alone.

“I was sent home. I got off the plane and they were waiting for me. The Dean, he kicked me out, and the next day I went home. Home to a small town community college. Home. No Ivy League diploma. I had to work at the local Dairy Queen part time, and you know what happened when I graduated?”

“What?”

His eyes, his soft, chocolate eyes, were focused on her. He had emotion for her, but she was negating it. She had suffered enough.

“Instead of having people offering me high priced jobs I was in the unemployment line. Instead of being feted as a grad of an Ivy League school, I was struggling for scraps. A degree from a state college means nothing.”

“But, Laura…I didn’t know! I didn’t know where you were!”

She grunted. “Doesn’t matter now.”

A small silence took over the room, and Tom asked, “What are you going to do?”

His meaning was clear: are you going to use that gun?

“Heysoos, Tom. I loved you. We were going to do things. Then you let your mother…”

“Yes.” he admitted, showing sorrow. “I let her. I didn’t stand up for you. I was weak. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve thought of that night. We were so happy. We were going to do it, and then…”

“Then Jane happened.”

He looked at the floor. His cock was throbbing.

“Is this exciting?” she asked, morbidly curious.

“It…no….but when I think of you…and now you’re here.”

“Do you still do what mommy says?”

“Pretty much. I’m not a strong man.”

She snorted.

“I’ve tried, but mother just runs right over me. It’s like I don’t exist, and she just takes over.”

Laura contemplated him. Same Tom, but deeper. Now he was seeing his faults. Accepting them.

And she realized: There’s some things you can’t do anything about.

He looked up at her. His brown eyes. His hair was shorter, but a fashionable shag, not long enough.

She remembered that night, him in lipstick and a robe, so hard, and she was about to…she shook her head.

She reached down for the satchel and pushed it towards him. “Open it.”

He unfolded from the cross legged position and she realized he was trembling. He opened the satchel and gasped.

“Empty it.”

He didn’t reach in, he turned it over, and the contents spilled onto his bedroom floor.

A bra, garters and nylon, a robe.

And a lipstick.

“What are you going to do?” Now his fear was tempered by excitement. His desire for kinky sex was greater than his fear of a loaded gun aimed at him.

“We have unfinished business,” she said.

He didn’t have to be told.

Now he was trembling like he was naked in a snow storm.

He picked up the bra and put it on.

“That’s the one you wore at college. A duplicate of the one you were wearing that night. Do you remember?”

He nodded. He was flexible, and he reached behind and fastened it.

It looked good on his bronze skin.

The garter and the nylons.

He put on the garter, then sat on the edge of the bed and rolled the nylons on.

“I looked for a stash. you don’t have one.”

“I haven’t worn anything since that night.”

“Scared of your mommy?” She sneered.

He didn’t answer, just looked down and finished rolling the nylons.

He stood up. A slender man, pink in nature, looking more and more like a woman. His penis jutted out from the robe and his nipples were hard.

God, even now, after all that had happened, she lusted for him.

Wet. That’s what she was, and breathing hard.

He was breathing hard.

“The lipstick.”

He bent, picked up the gold tube, and walked to the mirror over the dresser. He rolled on the lipstick quickly but competently. He remembered.

He turned to her, and she said, “In the side pouch of the bag. Get it out.”

He went back to the satchel and found the side pocket. He unzipped it, looked in and gasped, and took out a strap on.

“That’s the same one I had on that night. Do you remember.”

He nodded, and was fascinated by what was in his hand.

A dick. Plastic, but…a dick.

“Toss it here.”

He did, and she caught the straps and dildo easily. She had worn it often enough, and dreamed of this night.

“Go to the window and lay down.”

He did.

She put the gun on the chair, easily within reach, and put on the strap on.

“Come here,” her voice was harsh to her ears, but that was the excitement.

He turned.

“On your knees.”

He gulped, bent to his knees, and knee walked across the bedroom.

She held the gun ready, aimed at his head.

“You’re going to suck my dick,” she said.

He eyed the plastic penis, and whispered, “You don’t need the gun.”

But she wasn’t convinced.

He moved forward and engulfed her tool. His head bobbed, his mouth moved up and down the shaft, and his eyes closed.

She felt it then, that wonderful sensation of power and love all mixed together. She was wet now, really wet. She felt like the oilman right before the gusher comes in.

He took his time, and he loved that penis the way she remembered he  had loved her. Kissed every inch. Sucked, used his tongue.

She was trembling now, gasping, and he looked up. It was his trusting, brown eyes that did it.

The gun lowered, her arm went limp and descended to her side.

He stood up, “I’ll go to the bed.”

He turned and walked to the big bed. He didn’t get on it, he just bent over it. He waited.

She left the gun on the chair. Moisture was seeping out of the corners of her eyes. She moved up behind him.

“I forgot the lube,” she said.

“I don’t care,” he blurted, shame and misery in his voice.

She realized he was crying, his tears making the bed wet.

“Take me, hard. I don’t care…I deserve it for what I did to you.”

They were both crying, and she said, “Stand up.”

He stood and turned and she went into his arms. She kissed him, and they cried.

Then she went into the bathroom and found his lubricant, and they finished what they had started so many years ago.


Epilogue

A reporter stood in front of the mansion and smiled into the camera.

“Governor Lansing is not going to be going home for the holidays. Word has it that he has a paramour, and they will be spending the holidays alone.”

The camera zoomed past the reporter and focused on the mansion.

Two stories, stately in spite of being modern, lots of glass and concrete surrounded by environmentally friendly bushes.

There was a pool in the back yard, and lots of hedges.

Inside the mansion the last of the staff wished Tom happy holidays, and left for their own retreats.

Tom shut the door and locked it. He closed the drapes and headed upstairs.

Laura was in the kitchen. She prepared a couple of sandwiches, fixed a couple of drinks, then followed him.

When she arrived in the bedroom Tom was ready for her.

His body was depilated, he was wearing the wig and a bra and panties. His cock pushed the panties out obscenely. Which made Laura grin.

He stood in the bathroom and put on make up. Laura put a drink down on the counter and stood back and watched him apply his make up.

“Nice,” she murmured. “You learn fast.”

He smiled at her in the mirror. “Good teacher.”

“And you’re going to go all the way to the White House.”

“I hope so.”

“And what’s Jane going to say about me? The First Hussy?”

He turned to her, his lips plump and red, his eyes properly shadowed and his cheekbones highlighted. “I called mother last night. She knows that if she doesn’t behave she’ll never be invited to the White House.”

Laura smiled. “That must have cooked her pork chops.”

He turned back to the mirror. “Probably. But you better go get ready to cook my pork chop.

Without a word, but with a wide smile, Laura headed back into the bedroom.

Five minutes later Tom stepped out of the bathroom.

He was beautiful. His wig was long and luxurious, his face was more feminine than hers, and his penis was rock hard and dripping.

She was standing by the window. It was one way and she could see the reporters packing up. She turned, and he could see the strap on, big and ready for him.

“Come here, honey,” she said. “I need to do something nasty to you.”

He came.

END
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She Made Me into a Ladyboy!

Complete feminization was her goal!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Anybody who doesn’t know what ladyboys are has been on another planet.

They are the most delicious creatures this side of a bed, and the ultimate in feminization.

They are considered a legitimate third sex in Thailand, and work not just in the sex trade, but as performers.

Tourists will always rave about the ladyboy productions they have seen.

So, this story is for the ladyboys!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t think you can keep up with me.”

Ben stared at Amy.

Amy was a babe. Slender but with curves in the right place. Breasts that were perky and pointy, an oval face framed by brunette locks, pale grey eyes that looked right through Ben.

He wanted to marry her, but she didn’t want him.

“That’s BS,” he responded.

Amy sighed. They were sitting in a restaurant, nibbling breakfast and thinking about how horny they were.

Amy stared at Ben. He was a catch. A bit on the slender side, but wiry. Dark brown hair and eyes, and a round face that was a bit feminine.

Feminine like she liked it.

And he was a catch. Smart, sexy, and almost horny enough for her.

“Look, Ben, the truth is I’m a woman that likes sex.”

“And you think I don’t? After the last month?”

Amy smiled, “It has been fun.”

“How many places have we done it?”

Amy was not loath to count and name the places.

“Every room in the house. Several times in the back seat. Five times at work when my boss went home.”

“Several times on the weekend. Before and after that concert.”

“In the library.”

“That was good. Everybody’s studying and you’re riding the big hog.”

“And it is big. But that’s not the point.”

“What is?”

“The point is that I’ve been holding back.”

Ben stared at here.

A girl too good to be true. Sexually compatible. As horny as a guy, and not afraid to sate those desires. But now she was claiming that they weren’t really sated.

“You think I can’t do it more?”

“I don’t.”

“Okay, the proof is in the pudding. Try me.”

Amy eyed him, buttered a muffin, sipped from her water with lemon.

“You sure?”

“Hey! If you can outdo me then I’ll slink off like a whipped dog. Tail between my legs. You won’t hear from me again. I’ll migrate to Siberia and live in a dog hut.”

Amy laughed. “Yeah, right.” Then she grew serious. “Look, Ben. I’ve held myself back for every man I’ve ever dates. I’m not a nymphomaniac, but I’m pretty close. You’re going to be knee deep in pussy. You’ll be servicing me several times a day. On one hand, I’m scared of what this could do to our relationship. On the other hand, I don’t want to marry somebody if we’re not compatible.”

“Okay,” he said confidently, feeling a spark of lust in his loins. “It’s game on, then.”

“Game on.”

It is believed that most men are always more sexually driven than most women. But the fact is that women are driven, and with modern times freeing them from societal restrictions, women are equal to men in sex drive.

And…more.

Ben and Amy walked out of the restaurant holding hands. It was only a couple of blocks to the beach, and they had intended to spend the morning there, walking and talking at the street fairs at Venice. Maybe a beer or two, and just enjoying life.

“How about in the alley?” Amy suggested, putting her hand in his pocket.

Ben was wearing loose shorts and she slipped her hand over and tickled his fancy.

Ben just grinned and aimed for the alley.

It was about fifty yards long, just a walkway, really, but within ten feet of the beach end was a dumpster.

He pulled her into the space, pushed the dumpster out a couple of feet, and she heard the sound of his zipper.

She grinned, and he hoisted her up and down.

They stood there a for a moment, enjoying the feeling of being connected. Well, he stood, she sat, then she began to move.

Ben watched over the lid of the dumpster and humped her against a cinder block wall at the side.

They listened to the sound of people walking on the cement walkway where the street fair was held. Conversations about buying cheap tee shirts and sandals.

Once they heard a loud fart and they stopped, leaned into each other and giggled.

Then they continued, and summated, and Ben put Amy down.

Amy reached into her wrist purse and took out a liner. She scrunched over a bit and slid it into her panties. “Men are so messy,” she said with a grin.

“It’s our revenge.”

Revenge for what?” she asked as he led her out to the walkway.

“For not giving us enough sex.”

“O ho! You’re going to be that way, eh?”

He shrugged. He felt very alive.

They exited the little alley and sauntered through the morning crowds. They went in and out of the little booths. They examined cheap jewelry and she bought a sweat shirt for him. It was maroon with the slogan ‘I’m with stupid,’ and an arrow that pointed down.

He laughed. “I don’t know if I can wear that.”

“What if I refused you sex unless you wore it?”

“Should I put it on now?”

She laughed, and pulled him towards the bathrooms.

The bathrooms were cinder block, painted brown, and had locks on them.

She looked at him.

He looked at her and smiled.

“Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes.”

They entered a bathroom together, she looked around but he just followed her, and they locked the door.

It was quiet in the bathroom. There was water and sand on the cement floor, and the toilet was made of stainless steel.

Amy was already pulling up her dress and lowering her panties.

Ben was ready for her.

She put her hands on the lip of the toilet, her hair hung over her face, and she felt him fumbling behind her.

She was already moist from a half hour before, and he slipped right in.

It took her breath away, and she ground back.

He smiled. Again, the sound of people.

Doors closing. Somebody trying their door.

“I saw them go in, mommy!”

They snickered, and he rumped her mercilessly, until she gasped, shivered and shook, and was done.

He hadn’t loosed his juice, but that was okay with him. He enjoyed being horny, and this was definitely going to make him horny.

She took out another liner.

“How many you got in there?” he asked.

“Enough. If you’re man enough.”

“If you’re woman enough,” he threw back.

They opened the door and bright sunlight burst through the door. A ten year old looked up at them. She was skinny, pre-puberty, and had a snotty look on her face.

“Why were you in there together?”

They ignored her, walked past a mother with a scrunched and accusing face, and laughed as they went around the building to the basketball courts.

They watched the basketball players for a while, and it was exciting. Venice Beach, Muscle Beach, actually, drew big, strong basketball players from miles around. These were top notch players. Players whose careers ended with college, who were just a shade not good enough for the bigs, but still wanted to play against good players.

From there they watched a guy dismounting the rings. He jumped up, grabbed the rings, and swung until he had a long, long journey, then he let go, did a somersault in the air, and landed on his feet. Every flip was a 10.

“You ready?” she asked him.

“Of course,” he answered.

They walked down the fair hand in hand, looking for places to screw at, but now it was getting crowded. They considered a book store, but a hawk-eyed, old biddie glared at them.

They went out on the beach and headed for the water.

“You want a salt water fuck?”

“I guess so,” she said dubiously. “Will the salt sting my pussy?”

“Now who’s chicken?”

She couldn’t let a dare like that pass her up, so they took off their shoes and socks and his shirt and they walked into the ocean.

They were up tot heir waists, and the war was a little chilly, but they needed to go further out of they were going to do it.

They were up to his chest, and her boobs, and it was deep enough.

She faced the beach, pulled her dress up down the panties, and he simply moved in behind her.

She poked her butt back, and she accepted him.

They swayed back and forth, chuckling because people were staring at them.

“They’re jealous,” he said.

“I want that stud by the tree.”

“Are you trying to make me jealous?”

“Is it working?”

“I want that MILF with the boobs.”

“Good Lord? You’d take an older woman?”

“All women get older, I might as well get started right now.”

She groaned and pushed back at him.

She turned her head and they kissed.

Then he held her, they watched the beach, a surfer paddled out twenty yards to the right, and he asked, “Aren’t you scared a fish will swim up your…you know?”

“Shark!” she whispered. She was having trouble talking.

“That’s no shark,” he nibbled on her ear.

“Can you cum?” she asked, gasping.

“Not yet.”

“Too…too…bad!” She grunted, and he had to hold her up. She would have fallen right off his dick and drowned.

Finally, she recovered, found her footing, and they walked back to the sand. Her legs were weak, and he had a boner problem.

“Hold on a second,” she said. “Let the water wash me. I won’t need a pad.”

He waited, and she watched him with one of those secretive smiles.

“What?”

“You haven’t squirted but once.”

“Yeah, but it’s good. I like being in love.”

“You like being in lust. When are you going to shoot the juice?”

“When I can.”

“I like you hard. I like you being ready to service me whenever I want.”

“Well, don’t get used to it. “I’m on the edge now. Another time or two and…” he smiled.

“Ooh, on the edge. This is working out better than I thought.”

A few minutes later they were wading up to the sand.

Ben had a lump in his wet pants, but it wasn’t too noticeable. He tied his tee shirt around his waist to help disguise his ‘problem.’

Amy’s dress was wet, and so was her boy beater. Her nipples were poking through the thin materials, and she enjoyed the way they were rubbed and stayed hard.

The day was now pretty warm, and they knew they would be dry soon.

They wandered for a while, watched the muscleheads lifting at the Muscle Beach building, the one that was shaped like a pair giant barbells, then headed for their car.

And a fuck.

Now Amy was feeling it. Her pussy was a bit sore, and it was probably because of the salt water.

Still, Ben drove, and they found an alley that looked pretty deserted and she sat on his lap.

“Oh, God,” she whispered. “I love it, but it hurts.”

“Well, don’t hurt until I unload.”

But she couldn’t. It hurt too much, and she finally pulled off him.

His peeny was thick and swollen. the veins stood out and he said, “God! I’m really on the edge! Just another half minute.”

“I’m sorry, honey, but…I just can’t!”

“I know.” He was disappointed.

“But when we get home I’ll take care of you.”

“Really?” he grinned.

“Of course. “I started this, and I’m not going to let you down.

So they headed for their house, but when they pulled into the driveway Amy wasn’t feeling well at all.

She got out of the car, scrunched a little, and headed for the front door.

Ben frowned and followed her.

She was in the bathroom, worshipping at the porcelain throne.

“Ra-a-alph!” she blurted, losing part of the sub she had eaten on the way home.

“Ra-a-a-alph!”

He knelt next to her and held her hair out of the way.

“Honey, I’m sorry for you.”

Amy nodded, wiped her mouth, and looked truly miserable.

Finally, she was empty.

She didn’t feel well enough to take a shower, so Ben just used a washcloth and cleaned her up. Then he helped her get undressed and put her to bed.

That afternoon he worried. He loved her so much.

And it didn’t help that he was extra horny. God, just a little more in and out and he would be okay.

But it wasn’t Amy’s fault. She had been a rocket all morning. Then…he frowned.

He went to the computer and googled a simple question. ‘Is it harmful to screw in salt water.’

Oh, shit! He stared at the screen.

Saltwater was sort of an anti-lubricant. Letting saltwater into the vagina dried it out, and it was then prone to small ‘cuts.’ These lacerations could easily become infected.

He knew what had happened to Amy. She had become infected by their tryst in the ocean, and she was really having a bad reaction.

He left the computer room and peeked in on her.

She was sleeping soundly, all curled up and comfy. He closed the door and left her alone.

And went back to the computer.

And porn.

God, he was horny.

But…he felt guilty.

All the talk of who could come the most…he actually had a guilt trip going on about jacking off.

It just didn’t seem fair!

If they were trying to get each other off then him getting himself off with Madam Palm and her five daughters just wasn’t right!

Still, it woudn’t hurt to do a little surfing, enjoy the sights.

If he could restrain himself.

But, could he?”

Sitting in front of the monitor, about to call up all his girlfriends, he wondered.

Could he just look and not squirt?

He knew he wouldn’t feel guilty then. In fact, he’d probably feel proud, being able to resist temptation.

And it would be like he was being true to Amy.

Smiling, he went for a bourbon and Coke and returned to the computer.

He started with visits to the old standards: Julia Ann, Brandi, Richelle. Then he slipped over to a newbie, Billi Bardot, and played with his nipples while she moved that sexy red mouth and proudly displayed those awesome breasts.

God, he was turned on. He wasn’t even stroking, but he felt close.

He wondered if it was possible to ejaculate without stroking.

Probably.

Wouldn’t that be cool?

If he could do that he could brag about it, and he wouldn’t be guilty of masturbating, and…he decided to try it.

The afternoon went slowly. Amy slept, and he put his dick in a toilet paper holder to keep his hand off it.

He sought out a couple of red lipped lovelies, Shalina and Liza Virgin, and he could feel the pressure rising.

But he was wasn’t ready to spontaneously squirt when Amy poked her head into the room.

“Hey, babe?” she looked sleepy, and a bit miserable. “You getting porned up?”

“A little,” he admitted. “I was wondering if I could squirt without touching myself.”

“Oh, that would be fun,” but her voice revealed she wasn’t having fun. “I think you…you should…oh, fuck!”

She ran for the bathroom again.

Ben followed her in quickly, and again held her hair.

“Ra-a-a-alph!”

She was dry heaving, nothing left.

“Try to breath,” he suggested. “Relax. Nothing’s coming up.”

She nodded, “I’m try…Ra-a-alph!”

For a half hour she knelt at the throne, her stomach rippling and trying to throw up what wasn’t in it.

Ben stayed at her side, got a damp wash clothe and cleaned her off.

“Do you think we should see a doctor?”

“No,” she shook her head. Tears  were falling from her eyes.

“Okay, but if you’re still feeling bad tomorrow…”

“Tomorrow,” she nodded. “Ra-a-a-alph!”

Finally, she went in and lay on the couch.

She didn’t want to sleep, she just wanted to lie there and listen to the TV. She held the remote, and after a while, when it looked like she was dozing, Ben got up and went back to the computer.

Ladyboys. Men who liked anal fisting.

BDSM.

House of Gordie.

He had another drink, and just sat back and refused to touch himself.

But, Lord, did he want to!

After an hour he was feeling a little tired, and he drifted off. In spite of his boner, he slid into dreamland.

The sounds of people taking fists up the heinie were in the background, and he had a dream.

Amy was behind him. “You want to play, eh?” She was grinning, and he stared down at the big tool between her legs.

“Are you…are you a shemale?”

“I’m a futanari,” she said proudly, “and we need to talk.”

“Talk about what?”

He was backing up on a bed, pushing with his arms and legs, trying to get away, but the bed was so-o-o long.

“I need sex, and you need to give it to me.”

“But…you’ve got a dick now!”

“That’s okay. You’ve got a hole!”

He looked down between his legs. Oh, my God! She was right! His penis and balls were gone, and all that was left was a moist looking slit!

She crawled on the bed after him.

He backed away.

She pursued, boobs swaying as she crawled, bigger than he remembered, and he kept catching glimpses of her member, swaying between her legs.

“I don’t think…I don’t think…”

“Don’t think,” she whispered, getting closer, closer. “Don’t think, just lay back and let me love you.”

Now she was really close, grabbing his legs and pulling herself up, wedging her body between his legs, gripping that big thing with her hand and aiming it, her breasts enormous…and…and…

He blinked.

Awake.

What the fuck was that dream?

He felt like shit. The combination of staying up late, of watching over Amy, of…of not coming? Whatever, he didn’t feel all that hot.

He looked at the computer and stood up. It was still playing porn, and he turned it off. He walked into the living room.

Amy was sitting, curled up at the end of the couch, and shivering.

“Honey!” he rushed to her.

“I think I’m in trouble,” she whispered.

Now terrified, Ben picked up his cell and dialed 911.

Amy’s doctor was female, which was good for Amy, as they were talking about female things.

Bad for Ben, because he was embarrassed.

They talked about female parts, then, through intensive questioning, Amy admitted they had made love in the ocean. She didn’t bother adding that they had done it in a bathroom and behind a dumpster. But she sort of knew that the damage to her pussy had happened in the ocean, that’s where she first felt pain.

“So it’s just an infection,” he finally blurted.

The doctor smiled wanly, “Yes, but it’s the mother of all infections. The only thing I can think of is that they dump a lot of sewage into the ocean in Mexico, and all that bacteria just washed up the coast to good, old Cali-for-ni-ay.”

Ben glanced at Amy and she had a twist of humor on her mouth. He knew what she was thinking. ‘You put your dick into a sewage pit.’

Gross, but Amy had a gross side to her. She was one of these people—idiots, Ben liked to call them—who opened their mouth to show unchewed food. And she absolutely loved to fart and gross him out.

“I’ve given you a super shot of antibiotics, and it should handle it, but I want to keep you 24 and make sure. Also, you’ll be on antibiotics for a while.”

“How long a while?” Amy asked.

“Depends on how well you respond. You’re not out of the woods by a long shot.” Then she turned to Ben: “It goes without saying that sexual activity is out of the question.”

Ben turned red, but managed to mutter, “How long?”

“Until I say. We need to give Amy complete rest, and that means no sexual activity. Understand?”

He nodded.

Shortly after that the doctor left and Ben and Amy were alone. Amy lay in the bed, propped up against a pillow, and Ben sat in a chair next to the bed.

Amy looked at Ben, and the old sparkle was back in her eyes. “Oh, poor Ben. No fuckee fuck.”

“And we were playing that stupid game of how many screws we could do.”

“And I got off a lot, so I’m good. But how’s that boner in your panties?”

“Panties,” he snorted. “My boner is just fine, thank you.”

“Well, it won’t be after a couple of months of doing without.”

“A couple of months?”

“Well, at least a month, but she was pretty open ended in her time frame.”

“Oh, crappola!” Then he grinned. “Madam Palm and her five daughters.”

“No! You don’t!”

“Why not?” He was surprised at how quickly and viciously she stomped on the idea of masturbation.

She grinned. “Because I don’t want you to. If I can’t do it…then you can’t do it.”

“But why not?”

“Because it’ll be fun!”

“Says the girl who already got her rocks off. Do you know how hurting I am? The boner in my ‘panties’ is screaming for relief.”

“And you are not to get it.”

“But, why?”

He was begging out of desperation. It was odd, he could have just gone home and choked the chicken, but he didn’t even think about that.

She leaned slightly towards him, groaned with a bit of pain—she was up on dopey drugs, but it still hurt a bit. “Because I like the idea of you being true to me. You shooting your squirt all over the place is like…like cheating on me.”

“But—“

“Come on, Ben. It’ll be fun. You’ll be so horny and your balls will turn all blue—do they really turn blue?—and it will be fun. Come on, agree. No squirting until you get to come in me. Agree.” She squeezed his hand hard.

He sighed, he looked around, he wished there was rescue from this nutty idea, then he nodded.

“But if I go without…you’ll marry me.”

There it was. Moment of truth.

Amy studied him. She liked him. She was pretty sure she loved him, but…she didn’t want to get married.

“I’ll marry you on the day we make love again, but…”

“Yes?” His eyes were glittering with joy.

“…but I’m in charge of sex.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we do it when I want, no complaints. Or we don’t do it. And if I want to play stupid games…you have to play.”

He didn’t think about it, but he should have. After all, she liked to screw in weird places, and explore positions, and her favorite porn channel was kink(dot)com.

But he didn’t think, and he nodded happily, and thought the world was his oyster, even though he had never seen an oyster and didn’t know what they tasted like.

Amy stayed overnight and all the tests were positive, so she was discharged the next afternoon.

She still had a bit of dope in her, her pussy had really taken a beating, so she was happy enough.

She got dressed, took a wheelchair out to the curb, and Ben took her home.

At home she lay on the sofa and giggled and demanded chocolates and soap operas. And for Ben to wait on her hand and foot.

He was happy enough to do that.

Then the happy juice wore off and the dull grind of pain in the pussy started up.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered.

“Honey, I’m sorry, what can I do for you?”

“You know the terrible thing?” Amy said when a particular nasty spasm of pain had passed.

“What?”

“I want you to lick me.”

But, of course, he couldn't do that.

He wanted to, he was horny enough, but…no sex, and a bout of cunnilingus would have led to fellatio would have led to fingers and penis and…it was against the doctor’s orders.

Finally, she slept, and it was a good sleep, and Ben wandered into the computer room.

When he opened the computer room the windows he had had open were still open, and he grinned.

Ladyboys. He liked those soft, female faces, and for them to have peeny’s…it was like looking at Futanari’s.

So he surfed, and had a bourbon and cock, and stroked, and cursed the fact that he had agreed not to cum.

“O ho!” Amy blurted.

Ben jerked. He hadn’t heard her enter the room.

She came to his shoulder and watched the activity with interest. “I was hearing this kind of thing the other night. I think I even dreamed some of it. Is this what you want?”

“No! It’s just…interesting.”

“It must be. Your dingus is drooling.”

He looked down at his lap. He had a puddle of precum in his pubic hairs.

“Hey! I’m just horny because of what we were doing before…you know?”

“I know. But I don’t think so.”

“What do you mean.”

She sat in the chair next to his. He swiveled to face her, and she said, with the broadest grin he had ever seen, “I think you’ve got deep rooted sexual problems.”

She was laughing, enjoying, and he blushed. “It’s just porn. I watch all sorts of things. Didn’t you have a month where you were watching horror porn?”

“Different.”

She pursed her lips, then said, “Ben, I’m in charge.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. Just what he was afraid of. She was in charge, and she was wicked. Wicked funny, but wicked.

“Come on, Amy.”

“I think I’ll call the doctor and see what it would take for you to be made into a lady boy.”

“What?”

“You’re slender enough, we could get you a pair of boobs—you’d like some big, old implants, wouldn’t you? And, hmmm. We need to think about what we’re going to do with your cock and balls.”

“You’re going to leave them alone.”

She put a hand in his lap and held Mr. Happy.

“Be careful, he warned. “I’m on a hair trigger.”

She gave him a hard squeeze and he groaned. “You start to squirt and I’ll stop it. Now, let’s talk about your upcoming sex change.”

The problem was that he thought she was joking, especially about something like this, but with Amy he could never be sure.

“The marriage is off,” he tried. But just saying that made his heart hurt. God, he loved her.

“No, it’s not. In fact, this makes me want to marry you all the more. Just thinking about you all feminized is making me feel good down there.”

“But—“

“Do you understand? I’m in dreadful pain, but thinking of you all changed is relieving me of all pain. Your sex change is curing me.”

“It is not!”

`”Then how do you explain how good this conversation is making me feel?”

He whispered, “Are you…a lesbian?”

“I could be. If you were a girl I would be.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

And Ben was starting to think that she wasn’t fooling.

Then she made him know she wasn’t fooling.

“Ben, I can’t wear panties for a while. It hurts too much. So I’m going to just hang around and let it all hang out. You’re going to get to look at my pussy all you want…but you can’t touch it.”

“Yeah, I know.” He felt like a shoe was dropping on him.

“However, I have a wonderful drawer full of panties, and we need to use them.”

“Huh?”

“Yes. After all, use it or lose it, and I don’t want to get all better and find out that my panties don’t work any more.”

“That’s ridiculous! Your panties aren’t going to become ‘unusable’ just because you don’t wear them for a while!”

“Oh, yes. They will. My mother told me that, and my mother never lies.”

“Your mother never told you that!”

“Are you calling my mother a liar?”

Her hand was closing on him, slowly, harder, he was losing the argument.

“So I want you to go in and get a pair of my panties. I want you to wear them around the house.”

“No!”

“I’m in charge.”

He muttered, he complained, but in the end he asked, “For how long?”

“Until I tell you to take them off. Nothing but panties.”

“Honey, this is silly. Didn’t the doctor give you some pain pills? Some Vicodin? I think you better pop a pill and relax. I’ll even go buy you some more chocolates.”

“Ben, you’ll buy me more chocolates anyway. And when you do, when you walk through the supermarket you’ll be wearing my panties. All stretchy and pink, your dick and balls having a hard time staying in them.

“Honey, you can’t make me do this!”

“Do you want me to get better?”

“Yes! But that has nothing to do with—“

“Then you will do what I say.”

“But—“

“Do you want to get married?”

He went silent. He started to open his mouth to speak, but closed it.

She watched him.

And he caved in. Gave way. Bent his head and nodded.

Amy smiled, relaxed her grip, gave him a stroke, and said, “Go now. And come back and show me. God, this is getting me wet!”

Ben stood up, grumbled, and left the room.


Part Two

Ben wore panties, and he looked cute.

His body was the right size and shape, and he had found a pair of panties on line that had a slightly larger pouch. It was actually sort of comfortable to be all snugged up like that.

Amy, of course, loved it.

She loved to see him walking around the house clad only in panties.

She loved to see him tuck himself in, then pull on a pair of pants so he could go outside.

She couldn’t keep her hands off him.

She fondled him, held his pouch in her hand, kissed him passionately, played with his nipples, but refused to let him cum.

“Oh, honey!” he would beg.

But she would just love him lightly, and hold him, and watch the desperation in his eyes.

“You’re cruel,” he said at one point.

“I know,” she giggled.

And it was all too good to last.

A week after her hospital visit, him accoutered in panties, them sitting on the couch and watching Fifty Shades, she whispered into his ear, “Bra.”

He shuddered, turned to her, and hoped she wasn’t serious.

She was serious, and she followed up with, “Now.”

For an hour they sat on the couch, arguing, but it was a one way argument. He begged, and she was adamant.

He whined and whimpered, she held his package and insisted.

He cried that she was making him less than a man.

She smiled and countered with, “I’m making you more than a man!”

In the end he went into her drawer and got out a bra. He had never worn such a thing, and he couldn’t figure out how to put it on.

He turned it this way and that, got the cups backwards, and finally managed to get it clasped in the back.

When he went into the living room Amy snickered. “Come here, turn around.” She adjusted the straps, straightened out the clasps, and pushed him away. “Now you look good,” she said.

He felt…horny. He never would have believed it. The panties didn’t do anything for him, but the bra turned him on.

“The only problem is you need to fill your cups.”

“I’m not going to get implants.”

“Want to get married?”

“I don’t know,” he sulked.

But she was ready for that. She cuddled with him all night, played with him till he dripped like a faucet, kissed him and his nipples and brushed his hair and told him how pretty he was.

“Just like a real ladyboy,” she said. “I can’t wait to put a little make up on you, brush your hair out, you’re so beautiful.”

Oddly, even as his cheeks burned, it made him feel good.

At the end of a month Amy was due to see the doctor again. Ben drove her and they sat in an exam room and the doctor entered with a file and a smile.

“You’re coming along, Amy, but I would give it another month on no sexual activity.”

“Really,” blurted Ben.

The doctor grinned. “Sorry, Ben.” she didn’t look that sorry.

They talked over Amy’s case for a while, then, before they left, Amy asked, “Doc? Do you do breast implants.”

Ben turned crimson. She wasn’t…she wasn’t…she was!

“I do. Are you considering enhancement?”

“Well, not really.”

The doctor tilted her head in puzzlement.

“Ben is.”

Ben choked up. He wanted to protest. He wanted to jump up and run out.

“Ben, eh? Well, from a glance, he would be a good candidate, but we would need to do a vacation procedure first. Those are temporary boobs so he can see how he likes them.”

“Doc—“ began Ben.

“It’s okay, Ben. I see that you’re embarrassed, but a lot of trans men want to get enhancement. Relax, and let me take some measurements.”

Ben was caught. He wanted to say ‘no,’ but Amy held his hand and glared at him in a fixed way.

Marriage.

Was he really going to have to go through this to get her to marry him?

The doctor took out a tape and began measuring him.

“Your chest is the perfect size, good fat to muscle ratio, but we will have to give you large breasts.”

Amy gave a little gasp of pleasure, and asked, “How come bigger?”

“Male chests are just a little wider. If we put regular sizes in him they would look small, and a little silly. No, he’s going to have to have large boobs, and in the end I would recommend Chyna 2000s.”

“Chyna 2000s?” Ben asked, bewildered.

“She was a wrestler. Very famous as a ‘wonder of the world.’ Beautiful woman.”

“So how do we go about getting these vacation boobs?”

“I can do the procedure here.”

“Now?”

“If you wish. I was supposed to go to a dinner, but I’d really rather do something like this.”

Ben: “I don’t think—“

“Shush, Ben.” To the doctor: “Ben has been wanting to be a ladyboy for the longest time. I think we’ll take the vacation boobs today.”

Ben opened his mouth, but he was stunned, and when the doctor left the room to check to make sure she had all the necessary tools, she gripped him by the arm and growled into his face.

“Ben. Stop your whining. You want this. I want this. And I don’t want you carrying on. Got it?”

Ben stood, ready to cry, but didn’t say anything.

The doctor returned and said, “We’re good to go. Hop up on the table.”

With a look from Amy, Ben climbed onto the exam table.

“Take off your shirt and lay back.”

Now Ben was trembling. He was scared…but something else was happening, too.

In his mind he kept saying he didn’t want boobs, but Amy had nailed him.

There was a part of him that was fascinated. There was a part of him that wanted it.

It was a small part, but Amy was overpowering him, and he and she wanting him boobs was greater than him not wanting boobs.

He lay back and tried not to shiver.

The thin paper on the exam table was cold, and he couldn’t believe it…his penis was hard!

The doctor told Amy to have a seat, and went to work. She made marks on his chest, circling the nipples. She asked Amy, “Do you want the nipples to be hard all the time?”

“Oh, yes.”

Ben noted that the doctor was looking to Amy for decisions, and not questioning him at all. It was humiliating, but…he didn’t really want to talk, anyway.

She began injecting a solution into the marks around his nipples. She took her time, letting him know what she was doing.

By raising his head slightly he watched as his pectorals grew larger, then began taking on a more rounder shape.

“If you don’t like these, or if you want the implants bigger or smaller, you can let me know. They’ll shrink in a month, and we can put the regular implants in at that time.”

He felt the pressure as the needle emptied its contents into his chest.

Amy was sitting for a while, but she eventually stood up and watched. It was utterly amazing to watch boobs grow. It was like a crash course in puberty, but without all the bad side effects.

For an hour the doctor worked. Sometimes she talked, but mostly she just estimated, measured, and Ben’s tits grew larger and larger.

By the end he didn’t have to raise his head to see them. He just lowered his eyes and saw the monstrous mounds sitting on his chest.

Finally, the doctor was done. She slipped off her latex gloves and said, “I’ll get you a bra. It’s a sturdy milking bra, big enough for you, and you can look into getting your own bras on your own.”

Gently, she helped Ben sit up.

He looked down.

He had footballs on his chest.

Well, they looked like footballs to him. In realize they were only as big as coconuts.

And the nipples, they were swollen and distended.

“Okay, Ben. I’m giving you some antibiotics, and three pills for pain. I want you to get plenty of rest, and drinks lots of water. Three days, and if you have no soreness, you’re good to go.”

Amy thanked the doctor profusely, to which the doctor just smiled and admitted that she loved doing these types of operations. Then she added, “What were you planning to do about his penis?”

“What about my penis?” Ben blurted.

“You can’t go around erect all the time.”

The doctor looked at Amy.

“What do you suggest?”

“A simple shot and he could be, uh…soft.”

“Are you talking about me?”

“How long?”

“A month. I could do three or six or even a year, but most people want to try it out before they decide on longer terms.

“No,” said Ben, and they both looked at him. It was in his eyes. Overload. Too much.

Amy sighed. “We’ll wait.”

“Okay. If you change your mind then just give a call. It’s just an office visit. The government pays for such things.”

Amy thanked the doctor, then put her arm around Ben’s waist and walked him out of the office.

Ben had been wearing training bras for a couple of weeks now, so that was no big deal—even though the bra was larger and carried a lot more weight.

What was a big deal was his perceptions. He felt like his boobs were entering a room a minute before he did.

He felt like everybody was staring at him, which they were.

Most of all, he felt like he was out of his body, dazed and spinning and wondering what the fuck was going on.

Amy smiled as she realized how dazed he was, and she put him in the passenger seat and took over the driving.

She hummed as she drove home, and kept looking over at his chest.

Some people think boob surgery is an in and out thing, no big deal. They have no idea.

Ben staggered up the walk towards the front door. His whole sense of balance was off.

Also, the bra was rubbing his nipples, and…it felt good.

It felt so good he wanted to rip off the bra and jack off his nipples. If there was such a thing as jacking off nipples.

He opened the door, rushed to the sofa and lay down and groaned.

Amy entered, closed the door, and put her back to the door.

“Well,” she said, eyeing Ben like he was a steak and she was a carnivore.

“Well, what?” he moaned.

She crossed the room, trying not to look like the predator she was. She sat down next to him, leaned over, and sucked face.

She couldn’t stop, she was out of control. She held his face and munched on his lips. She felt his boner, which was about as bony as a boner could get.

She ran her fingers through his hair and said, “I think I’m going to squirt.”

“No sex!” he said wildly. “The doctor said no sex for…for a while!”

“This isn’t sex,” she said, pushing him back, crawling on him, feeling his boobs gently. “This is spontaneous combustion.”

For long minutes and she kissed him, made out with him, squeezed his gonads, then she abruptly sat up and straightened out her dress. “I cant’ do this.”

“What? Do what?” Ben looked around wildly.

“No sex for you. Not yet. Not until you’re done.”

“Done? What’s done?”

“And I can’t have sex anyway. At least, not for a while.”

“But you could let me masturbate! Or maybe give me a blow job!”

“No, no. That would let off the pressure. I need you stoked if we’re going to do this.”

“Do what?”

Ben was officially crazy now. He wanted sex. Bad. Now.

He was horny, and now these things on his chest, they were making him even hornier.

“As a matter of fact,” she said, “We need to take precautions.”

Ben sat, almost crying, looking around the room wildly. “What precautions?”

She pushed him back, sat on him, put her hands on his chest and said, “Honey? You need to wear a chastity tube.”

“What?” His voice was a near screech.

“You don’t want to get a shot, and we do need to get you to keep a…lower profile.”

“My profile is fine.”

“It won’t be when you wear nice clothes.”

He stopped talking and stared at her. Nice clothes. She meant dresses.

“Speaking of which, we should probably go play for a while.”

“Play?”

“Play dress up.”

But Ben needed time. He was on edge, and he didn’t want to do anything.

They spent the day watching TV, and Ben went out and swam in the pool, and couldn’t believe it when his boobs floated on the surface.

It felt so odd.

He looked so weird.

He was…flamboozled.

And she didn’t push it.

She just treated him with kid gloves, fed him dinner, gave him a drink, and couldn’t keep her hands off him.

He didn’t mind her not keeping her hands off him. He wanted human touch. He wanted compassionate fleshy sensation.

And they went to sleep.

He tossed and turned for a while, then slipped off to a deep sleep.

And Amy plotted, imagined, fantasized.

Ben was coming along, she loved him, she just wanted to keep going.

Ben woke up, and felt his chest laying a bit sideways. He hadn’t worn a bra to bed, but he got up and put one on quickly. That was a lot of weight to be heaving around.

“Okay, honey, it’s time to try on some clothes.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You’ve had a good night’s sleep, and it’s time to get over it. Now just sit there.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and she got out a peignoir.

He looked at it like it was a snake that would bite him. But he didn’t protest—well, maybe a little—when she put it on him.

“Now, let’s go have some breakfast.

She fixed some pancakes and they loaded them with butter and syrup and dug in. She watched him as he ate.

He moved his hand daintily.

“You need fingernails.”

He shook his head.

“And I really need to do something with your hair.”

He shook his head.

She reached over and placed her hand on his, and squeezed, hard. “You will, or I will bitchslap you!”

“You’ll bitch…”

“We went to all this trouble and now you’re playing hard to get? Grow up, honey. This is your dream. Do you know how many men would love to be in your place?”

He thought about it as he ate, and he had to admit there was truth in the statement.

She had made him use Nair a week previously, so he didn’t need that. He did need fingernails, however, and badly. His fingers were long and slender, but he tended to bite his nails.

She sat him down at the dining room and prepared his nails, then selected some sharp fakes.

“Careful when you wipe your butt,” she said dryly as she glued them on.

“Not funny.”

“Oh, shut up. I know it’s a shock, but you better put your good mood on.”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll take you back to the doctor and have her shrink your little weeny.”

“It’s not little!”

“Not yet,” she grinned at him.

He studied his nails as she did them, and thought about what she had said.

Could he live with a shrunken weenie?

“I don’t think you realize how important a hard cock is to a man.”

“Probably not. But you should at least try it. A soft cock, I mean. It would make you softer, as a person. Men with small cocks are almost always quieter and kinder.”

“And you know this how?”

“By experience, honey. I went through a lot of men before I found you.”

“You find a guy with a big dick and you want to shrink it.”

“Yep.” But she wondered at herself…but didn’t change her mind. She wanted him to try the ‘go limp’ shot.

When she was done she sat at his feet and painted his toenails red. When she was done he stood up, and his weenie was harder than ever.

This feminization stuff was really taking him to town.

“Okay, let’s go through my underwear and see what fits you. Probably not much, at least not top side, but maybe there’s an item or two you can use.

Actually, there were a couple of things. One was a corset, he loved the way it pinched his waist, and the other was a bra. Actually, a half bra. It made his breasts bulge, and his nipples poked over the edge, and…he loved to feel his big nipples in the air.

She put him in the corset and bra, then rolled up some nylons. He looked sleek, and his figure was more feminine than hers. The corset narrowed his waist which made his boobs bulge even more, and his legs went all the way down. Or up, depending on your viewpoint.

She got out outfits from her closet and began having him try them on. As he slipped in and out of dresses, blouses, skirts, and whatnot, she said, “I was doing some research the other night, while you were sleeping.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. Did you know that in Thailand ladyboys are considered an honorable third sex?”

“They are?”

“Oh, yes. While there is a big sex trade, they are also performers. Sometimes world renowned.”

He grunted, but his mind was working.

“So we need to get you some ballet lessons, or something, and you need to become a Buddhist.”

“What? Why would I need to take up religion?”

“Because Buddhist, in Thailand, believe that transgender people are a legitimate third sex.”

“No!”

“Yep. They believe that transgenders are making up for transgressions in earlier lives.”

Ben was silent at that. It was a lot to think about. finally, he blurted, “So what’d I do last lifetime? Kill a king or something?”

“I don’t know. Maybe step on an ant? The Buddhists are pretty open on that kind of stuff. And I think we’ve got a couple of dresses for you.”

She had picked out two dresses, a pair of culottes and two blouses. The blouses were a bit flimsy, but they sure were pretty.

“Okay, let’s get dressed, I’ll do your make up, and we’ll head out.”

“Head out?” he squeaked.

“To the mall. You think this paltry offering,” she motioned to the female clothes on the bed, “are enough for a budding ladyboy?”

She let him wear the culottes, but insisted on a red blouse.

“But why?” he protested. “You can see everything! You can see my…my…”

“Your boobs. No, you can’t. The color hides your nipples, but anybody with an eye will be able to see your gorgeous nips standing up.”

He complained, but she had pushed him this far, and was willing to push some more.

When he was dressed she brushed his hair. She flipped it under and gave it body, and he couldn’t believe the change in his mop when he looked in the mirror.

“I’m not going to give you a lot of make up, just a little powder, and…I do need to do your eyes a little, and lipstick.”

So she did. She darkened his lids, outlined his eyes, and put lipstick on his lips.

“There’s a built in plumper,” she said. “Don’t be surprised if your lips burn a little, and then they’ll be a little swollen.”

He felt the burn, and when he looked in the mirror he was surprised. He had full lips before this, but with the plumper and the bright red his lips were perfect.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked.

“Oh, yes.” She smiled.

And she tugged his hand and dragged him to the car.

Walking through the mall he realized that he was a woman.

He was slender, but the boobs were big. Scary big. And people gave him a second look.

Amy talked him through such things as how to walk on a line, how to keep the knees together when sitting, how to wait for somebody to open the door, and so on.

And he enjoyed it.

As he walked through the mall he stared at himself in the big, glass windows.

He looked exactly like a woman.

He was better looking than the ladyboys he had seen on the net.

They shopped big time, actually had to make a couple of trips to the car to leave full bags.

They visited Victoria’s Secret, and nobody guessed he was a man.

They went to a kiosk and got make up, and the girl there treated him exactly like a girl.

He figured out how to go with it, how to giggle, how to look wide-eyed, how to walk with the right amount of sway and jiggle.

They went to several dress shops and bought dresses, scarves, bangles, shoes, and…and everything.

And, the final crowning achievement, or indignity, depending on how you looked at it, they stopped at a sex store on the way home.

Two beautiful women giggling as they looked at and handled the big dildos and discussed vibrators.

“Are you sure?” asked Ben as Amy selected a strap on with a very large dildo.

“Honey, this is what it is all about. If you thought putting your penis in me was a thrill, you got another think coming!”

“But…it’s so big!”

“Is this where I get to act like the Big, Bad Wolf and say things like ‘The Better to—“

“Shhh!” he laughed and squeezed her arm.

“Don’t want people to know what a sex hungry bitch you are, eh?”

He was red in the face and looked around.

Amy just laughed, however, and headed for the front counter.

Back home they had a little fashion show, and Ben tried on all the things he had bought.

Amy even worked on his make up a little, and showed him things he could do.

Now he was silent, listening, trying to learn.

“Okay, honey, I’m done for a while. I worked on you, so why don’t you get the drinks.”

He did, and they sipped and sat on the couch. Every once in a while one or the other of them would giggle.

Amy turned to him, put her hand on his cheek and guided his face to her lips. She kissed him softly, not wanting to mess up his lipstick.

“You realize, don’t you, that tonight is the night?

“What night?”

“The night I use that strap on. The night I christen you as a woman. The night you make up your mind.”

“Make up my mind about what?”

“Do you like having your dick tied down?”

“Well, not really.” It had actually been very uncomfortable, and a couple of times he had been scared it might just flop loose. “But didn’t you say you wanted me in chastity?”

“There’s that, and I’m not saying it won’t happen, maybe even while you’re limp. I like the idea of no one being able to touch your cock except me. But I want you totally feminized. I don’t want that big dong of yours popping up at uncomfortable times.”

“But don’t you want me…don’t you want to feel it in you?”

“Honey, I’m so horny now, and I love it. I’d like to stay horny. I don’t mind experimenting for a month. I can use a dildo…you can use the strap on on me…and…I just love the idea of you being helpless, not able to screw. I’ll be honest, there is something so incredibly potent in the idea of a man being totally emasculated.

He sat silently. Thinking. Emasculated.

He wouldn’t be able to screw, but if what she said about anal sex was true…he wouldn't want to.

It would make him even more of a lady boy.

He thought about the ladyboys he had seen on the net. Some had big cocks. But he loved the look of the ones with tiny, little nubbins.

If she liked his cock limp, he knew what the next step would be. She would insist on hormones, and his weenie would end up a nubbin. Not much more than a male clitoris.

Could he handle that?

It was an exciting thought, but was it more exciting than sex?

“Well,” he said, “I guess this is something we’re going to have to find out about.”

She waited.

He said, “So if you can convince me, with that strap on, that I don’t need my normal penile sex…”

“Oh, baby,” she said, licking her lips. “Oh, honey, stand up, let’s go give it a try.”

She led him into the bedroom and he sat on the bed while she put on the strap on.

“You want to suck it before we grease you up?” she asked with lifted brows.

“Sure.”

She stood in front of him and he learned how to suck a cock.

It was strange, but natural. He figured out how to keep his lips moist, how to slide his mouth along the shaft, how to nibble on the head, then she lifted him up.

“You’re pretty good at this.”

“I had a good teacher,” he whispered.

She kissed him, then turned him around. “Just bend over and let me do the work.

He bent, and she got the lube and started stroking her plastic peeny. Then she put a finger in him and started going around and around.

He gasped. It felt good. There was no denying that.

Of course it was, or men wouldn’t have been doing it for the history of men.

She increased the number of fingers, and with each extra finger he gasped, and started wanting more.

By the end of five minutes, him properly prepared, he understood why the people he saw on the internet liked things like fisting and giant dildos.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to be a proper woman?”

He nodded.

She grabbed his hips and started to wiggle forward.


Epilogue

Ben sat on the lounge chair and sipped a fancy drink. He didn’t know what the drink was, only that the man next to him had bought it and was flirting.

They were at a hotel in Cabo, enjoying some special time.

His weenie was limp, and he liked it that way. He was going to ask the doctor to give him a six month shot next time.

And it was time to let the man next to him know what he was getting into.

He looked at Amy, who was on the lounge next to him, and she understood.

“Well,” said Ben in a sultry voice, “this might be your lucky night, or not.”

“Why’s that?” asked the stud. He had muscles on muscles, a handsome face, and a big bulge in his pants.

“If you prefer ladyboys you’ve got me. If you’d rather have a woman, this is my wife next to me.”

The fellow swung his feet around and placed them on the cement.

Yes, he had a bulge. A big one.

He took a moment, pursed his lips, then said, “And what if I want both?”

Amy and Ben glanced at each other and giggled.

A lucky night, indeed.

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


Making a Man into a Sissy!

Feminization and crossdressing

go a long way!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Actually, it’s only a matter of time before all men are sissies.

I’m not kidding. Apparently the chemicals in our food, our water, air, and wherever, are destroying testosterone and enhancing estrogen.

So that hunky man of yours who’s so macho…it’s only a matter of time until he takes an interest in lingerie and dresses and make up.

And, what’s even worse, there are people who claim it is a government conspiracy!

They think women are easier to handle than men.

Silly politicians.

If they think we’re easy to handle just wait until we get them in dresses!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You’ve lost that lovin’ feeling.”

Rob sighed. Then, “Nah.”

He and Shiela were in a tent. Rain was pattering on the covering and occasional rumbles of thunder warned of incoming rains.

“Yeah,” she responded.

They were lying on the air mattress, but in their separate sleeping bags.

“Come on,” he complained. “We’re here to camp, not play some soap opera game.”

She was silent for a minute, then: “You didn’t even zip our bags together.”

“I didn’t think about it. That means nothing.”

“It means everything. Used to be after a day of hiking and fishing and swimming you’d be all over me. I remember once I forgot to pack my bag and we spent the night in your bag. All night long, flesh to flesh, you were all over me.”

He suddenly sat up and reached to the side for the cooler.

She watched as he poured whiskey into a glass, then Coke. There was a bag of ice cubes in the bottom of the cooler and he scraped some together.

“Oh, you made me a drink, how nice.”

He looked at her. It wasn’t for her. It was for him, and she knew it. It was so he could stand listening to her nag.

But he was caught, so he handed her the drink and made himself another.

They were both sitting up now, and they sat, semi-cross legged on the edge of the mattress, and sipped.

He didn’t looked at her, but she was wearing him down.

“You know how I know?”

“No,” he grunted.

“Because you didn’t zip the bags together, you didn’t make that drink for me, and I’m sitting here with my boobs out and you don’t even notice.”

Now he turned to her and looked.

Shiela was, indeed, sitting with no shirt on. Her breasts were large, pendulous, and Rob had spent many a night reveling in her charms.

Now he stared, and realized he was caught.

He didn't have any sexual desire.

“Are you cheating?”

He blinked. He was true blue, and he hadn’t expected that little shocker. “Oh, God! No!”

He was so quick and vehement that she didn’t doubt him. But that left her with the question: why wasn’t he boning her?

“Okay, honey, then perhaps you’d better tell me why you aren’t interested in sex with these?” she lifted her boobs with one hand and pointed them at him.

Sproing.

He was hard.

But when he reached for her she pushed him away and said, “Now that I have your interest, come clean, bub. What’s the problem? Has your pencil run out of lead?

He frowned, sipped his drink, and considered his wife.

She was an incredibly beautiful woman, and for him, the most beautiful woman in the world.

She had an oval face with full, red lips. Her eyes were even and blue. Her hair was blonde, shiny blonde, and went down her back.

“Let’s get friendly and I’ll tell you.”

“Ha! Let’s tell me, then get friendly.”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Then I don’t want to fuck.”

Stand off.

But it was a stand off that she would always win.

He might not want her now…well, a minute ago, but he would want her tomorrow, and the day after and the day after. The longer she denied him the hornier and more malleable he got.

She smiled. She knew she had him.

“Well, okay. We’ll see how you feel in a week or two.”

She watched him, her lip quivered slightly, and he knew she was laughing at him.

Damn! It was unfair. Women always had the advantage.

“Okay!” he finally muttered.

Yet he said nothing for a minute.

“Well?”

“I don’t know what’s wrong. I just don’t have the desire.”

“Until I make the first move, until I suckle your grapes and chomp on your salami.”

“Come on,” he said.

“It’s true. And that’s not the way it’s supposed to be.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. You’re the man. You should be the aggressor. You should make the first move.”

“But I don’t have the …the drive.”

“So I’m ugly.”

“No! God! You’re the most beautiful woman in the world!”

Again, his passion showed he truly felt that way.

“It’s just…I don’t know.” he sounded a little miserable, like it bothered him. But, of course, did it bother him enough?

“So I’m boring.”

He let out a big breath. “No! you’re not. It’s…it’s…”

She waited.

“Look, if you’re bored, then who’s fault is it?”

“I give up.”

“It’s the person who’s bored. They’re the ones that are bored, so they are the ones that are boring. You can’t blame somebody else if you’re bored.”

“Sure you can. There are boring people in this world.”

“Yeah, but they’re not in this tent.”

She liked that. And he had made points with his argument. And he was trying, that was for sure.

She took his glass, which was as empty as hers, and dug through the cooler again. She put ice and whiskey and Coke together and handed it to him.

They actually clinked glasses, the little talk was working, and sipped some more.

But the talk had pretty much ended. He had been as honest as he could, as honest as he understood, and he had a boner.

What else could a girl want, eh?

They were sitting on the mattress cross legged, but now facing each other.

Her chest was enticing him.

His chest was bristly, and she thought, not for the first time, that she wanted him to shave his chest.

Hell, shave his whole body.

She wasn’t fond of hair.

That said, she raised her hand and ran her fingers through his hair.

And touched his nipples.

Turn about being fair play, he touched hers.

Then they kissed, long, slow, focusing on the moment.

Then they sat back and regarded each other.

“Are we going to fuck?” he asked.

She wanted to, but she liked the way he had responded when she had threatened him with no sex.

“Not yet,” she smiled. “Here, hold my glass.”

He held her glass and she wiggled out of her jammies, sat back down cross legged, and now her pussy was on display.

Her legs were spread and her labia was a slit downward. Her lips were deliciously loose, making her pussy always looking swollen and wanting.

He was watching her, his head facing downward, and she held in a grin as she took her glass from him.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said, looking up at her face. “Except I want to fuck you.”

“So you’re interested now.”

“Yes,” he gulped.

“Too bad. I’m not.”

“What?” his voice gave a slight squeak.

“I like the way denial got you interested, so I think we’ll deny you a while longer.”

“Oh, honey…”

He leaned forward, but she held him off, showing her quirky grin.

“So I’m not boring, but you’re bored.”

“You know I didn’t mean it that way.”

“Well, you sorta did. The question is, what are we going to do about it?”

“Take advantage of the moment?” he stated hopefully.

“Ha! You’re bored, and I have to take charge and create the fun.”

He sighed. The fact of the matter was that she was sort of right.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what, let’s play a game.”

“What kind of a game?” His eyes narrowed slightly.

“An interesting kind of game.”

“Not truth or dare or anything like that.”

“No. Well, maybe. I don’t know. Let’s just play and see what happens.”

He said nothing.

She sighed, “Okay, once again I have to start the ball rolling. Once again I have to interest you, un-bore you.”

He groaned.

She smiled. “Go shave your chest.”

“What?”

“We’re right next to the stream, there’s nobody around, and it’s a beautiful night.”

The rumble of far away thunder.

“Quick before the storm arrives.”

“But the water is cold!”
“Not that cold.”

“But…” he made up excuses.

She said, “And if you refuse then it will be a month before we screw.”

“What?” Big squeak in his voice.

“And this is just the first part of the game.”

“What is this game? I have to do everything you say?”

“Yep.”

She hadn’t thought that, of course, but now that he stated it, it was  a perfect game.

“That’s not fair! When do you do what I want?”

“When you do what I want enough that I start to get interested.”

He figured that out, wasn’t happy about it, but…she held the upper hand in this game; he knew she wasn’t going to put out, and she would hold him to a whole month. And that might be just the start.

He looked down at his chest.

He wasn’t super hairy, but he was hairy enough.

“I need to get drunker.”

“Not a problem. I will bring you drinks in the stream. Now put your sandals on and get going.”

He stood up and stripped his pants off.

Yep, he was hard. Hard as a frozen elephant turd.

She reached out and touched him, and he turned, and wanted to jump her, but she was just teasing.

He picked up his razor and headed for the stream.

Shiela made another drink for them, then followed him.

Rob was sitting in the water. He had lathered up his chest, placed the soap on a nearby rock, and was scraping away.

“I’m glad I got a new razor,” he muttered.

She gave him his drink and he quaffed half, then set the glass on the rock next to the soap.

She watched as he pulled the razor, swished it in the water, lathered up.

She could see his bare chest shining through, and she felt a warmth in her crotch. Oh, yes.

“Do your legs while you’re at it.”

“Really?”

“It’s making me horny.”

He smiled.

But his boner had gone down. Standing in the stream, paying attention to the razor, his excitement had waned.

Soon his chest was done and he was standing. He bent over and she couldn’t keep his eyes off his erect tool. And his baggy testicles. And when he bent over his cheeks parted and she could see his brown button.

He brought the shaver up his soapy legs and she was surprised. Without the hair his legs looked, well, feminine!

“We’re going to have to put you in nylons,” she commented, watching his flesh in the moonlight.

Sproing!

She blinked.

His cock had jumped up like a spring unsprung.

He smiled, and kept working.

“Do your groin,” she said. Now she didn’t know what impelled her, but she was getting truly excited, and the way he had responded at her quip…that was interesting.

He faced her, the razor in his hand.

“I mean it. Shave your balls and everything. I want you clean all over.”

He shrugged, and started shaving his groin.

And his penis started going down.

Even with him handling it, moving it out of the way, lifting it to get at his balls.

Finally, he was done. He had a few places he couldn’t reach, so she called him over.

She stood in the water with him, and he sipped his drink as she scraped his back and other hard to reach places.

“This is sexy,” she said, her tongue sticking out of the corner of her mouth.

“Oh.”

She blinked.

After all this, and he sounds so bored.

Not thinking, just determined, she sunk to her knees and turned him to face her.

She reached into her glass and clawed the biggest ice cube in the glass out.

He didn’t see her, he just thought he was going to get a blow job, and he grabbed her head.

He was going to get a blow job, all right. Suckee suckee fuck fuck. but, first, she had something else for him.

She placed her mouth over him and began to move her head.

He groaned, and his penis, which had been slack, grew to half a chub.

Then she shoved the ice cube into his ass.

His eyes went open, he yipped, but, most amazing of all, his cock popped. Stiff and straight, and…he came.

Right in her mouth!

Spurt after spurt!

“Oh, God!” he moaned, his hips moving. “What did you do to me?”

She couldn’t answer. Her parents had told her never to talk with her mouth full.

But her mind was exploding.

As the goo slid down her throat she thought about how he had responded, how his peeny hadn’t even gone through the growing stage, it had just…snapped. Popped. Was big. One second a half a chub, the next second all grown up.

And it was because she had put an ice cube into him.

Oh, she doubted it was just the ice cube. Probably helped, but no, it wasn’t he cube.

It was the fact of having something jammed into him.

As Rob held on, as his legs shivered and trembled and grew weak, as he held to her head for balance, she realized something very important, and definitely interesting: Rob had an anal fixation.

And maybe more.

The camping trip lasted through the weekend and labor day, and Shiela took advantage of the time to explore potentials.

First, as she played with Rob, using ice cubes, fingers, and even her vibrator, she realized that he did, indeed, have a love for the anal.

No matter if he had just cum, a little anal play and he was stiff again.

And, the true joy, once he had squirted he couldn’t cum for a while, and for that while she could use his peeny to her heart’s content.

The gift that kept on giving had finally dried up.

No more premature ejaculation.

No more ‘wham, bam, thank you, ma’am.’

No more one trick pony, and her left to wait for him to go to sleep so she could jill off.

No. Now he was hard, and couldn’t cum again, and she could ride him for hours. Literally hours.

Until he begged off because he was sore.

Not her poor pussy, used up and torn up and hurting.

His weenie, used by her, sat upon by her, and she screwed and never had to worry about him abusing her, because she was abusing him.

And, best of all, now she didn’t have to worry about him being interested.

As long as she had a thumb up his butt he was interested. As long as she was exciting the brown button he was standing up and begging for more.

Tuesday morning they drove home, and for the first time in a long time Shiela drove.

Rob couldn’t. He was exhausted. He slept in the passenger seat, and Shiela giggled because even asleep he was hard.

And he mumbled and looked so cute.

But, best of all, she had done this to him.

He had been bored, but now he wasn’t, and she was determined that he never would be again.

They were home by noon and she parked the truck in the driveway, gave him a shake, and said, “Time to unload the truck.”

He was groggy, but he came awake. For the next hour, yawning, a little out of it, he unloaded the truck, but everything away, and he didn’t even complain that he was doing it all.

Being fucked silly he didn’t have any protest left in him.

One more advantage to the new situation.

When he was done he threw himself on the bed and closed his eyes.

“No, you don’t!” Shiela pushed him off the bed.

He fell, his eyes opening, and swore.

“Are you saying that to me?” she asked.

“No, no.”

Yes, yes, but even half asleep and exhausted he didn't want to upset his chances for a little nookie.

“Good, because you said you’d do the lawn when we got back.”

“The lawn? But I’m tired! Let me take a nap!”

“Not a chance. If you sleep now you’ll be awake all night.”

He grinned, stood up and reached for her.

“Yeah, all night.”

She pushed his hands off and said, “Honey, I’m going to the store, and if you mow the lawn I’ll bring you back a big surprise.”

“Really?” He was a sucker.

“Sure. And I guarantee you’ll love it.”

“But what are you going to get? What store are you going to?”

“Ha! No clues, no hints. You just mow the lawn and think about the surprise.”

“Come on! you got to tell me something!”

“I’ll tell you something, for a price.”

“What price?”

“Will you pay it?”

“Sure. Of course. Now come on…what are you going to get me.”

“First, you put on my panties.”

“What?”

“The purple ones. They’re a little stretchy in the front, so you might not suffer too much fall out.”

“Why should I wear your panties?”

“Because that’s the price you have to pay for your hint.”

“That’s not fair!”

“I’ll wear your underwear, if you want.”

“Aw, that’s not all that sexy.”

“Nope. But you wearing mine is. Will you promise to wear my panties if I give you a hint.”

He finally nodded.

“It’s going to make your dick really big!”

“That’s no hint!”

“Why’s your pants bulging?”

He looked down. It was true, he had a large bulge in his crotch.

He looked up, a little embarrassed, “Well, I didn’t cum after yesterday morning, and you really worked me over, rode me all day. Sure, I’ve got an erection. Who wouldn’t?”

“I wouldn’t,” she quipped. She went to the dresser drawer and took out her purple panties.

“Put them on.”

She put a little command in her voice, and she was surprised when it seemed to hurry Rob up.

He stripped off his pants, and she felt her heart beat a little faster at his bare skin. She made a mental note, pick up some Nair, put him on a schedule.

She tossed him the panties.

He put them on, and she near swooned. She actually felt a moment of disorientation as she stared at his package, overflowing, bulging the panties out.

“Okay. Mow that lawn, and I’ll see you in fifteen.”

He nodded and pulled his pants up and headed for the garage and the lawn mower.

Shiela drove slowly. she hadn’t been in this section of town for a while, but she knew the store she was looking for was here. Aha! there it was!

She pulled into the parking lot, got out and strode across the parking lot.

A couple of seedy looking men at the end of the parking lot stared at her.

Good looking, high breasted, tight waisted, and looked like she knew how.

She entered the store and was the only woman in there. Well, except for the overly chubby gal behind the counter. The girl with purple hair and  black fingernails.

She walked down the aisles and after a few minutes she not only had the item she wanted, but ideas for a few more.

But today she was just looking for one thing. She’d come back later if that one thing worked out.

She placed the item on the counter and the girl rang her up, then said, “You’re going to want lubricant.” She held up a bottle of lube. It was a big bottle.

“Absolutely. Thanks.”

The girl rang up the lube, tossed it in the bag, and Shiela was on her way.

Rob had just finished the lawn when she pulled into the driveway. He had emptied the grass catcher and was putting everything away.

Shiela got out of the truck, came into the garage, and kissed him.

“Hey, baby,” he smiled. His pants bulged.

“How’s the panties.”

“They aren’t that comfortable, but they sure make me horny.”

“Good. I’ll let you wear a bra, too.”

He looked about to say something, a protest, but she pulled his hand and led him into the house.

He stumbled after her, his testicles hanging out the sides of the purple panties. His peeny rubbing uncomfortably in his dainty underthing.

She led him through the house and into the bedroom. She turned and pulled down his panties.

His pride sprouted out, and she kissed the tip of it, then she turned him around and pushed him over.

His top half lay across the bed and she reached into the bag and took out the bottle and the item.

“What are you doing?” he asked, unable to see behind himself.

“Making your dreams come true.”

He lay on the bed, his naked upper body feeling smooth against the bedding, and wondered.

Then he gasped. She was reaming him, spreading lube into him, around his ring, filling him up.

“What is this?” he gasped, but when he tried to stand up she just kept her finger in him and pushed on his back.

“God! that feels good!” he moaned.

“You think that feels good, wait until you feel this!”

She inserted a butt plug.

He jerked forward and stopped thinking.

His world was filled with pleasure.

She held it in, wiggled it a little, and he thought he was going to explode with happiness.

She let him stand up, but she kept her hand on his toy and turned him around.

They looked at each other.

“What…what did you do?”

“Do you like it?”

“I…I…”

“Your peeny likes it.”

His penis was rigid as a baseball bat.

And it was dripping.

“Your going to need a pad,” she said.

She let go of his rear end, and he didn’t reach back and pull the plug out.

He stood and stared at her. His legs were quivering, and for a moment he thought he was going to collapse. but he managed to stay standing.

She held him, and he was breathing in big gulps.

“Honey, I realized what you needed to get you interested.”

He nodded, absorbing her words, but unable to think well enough to speak a coherent thought.

“So you’re going to wear this for a while. Every day. Once a week I’ll make sure you get off, and then I’ll ride you until I’m satisfied. Do you understand.”

His butt ring was quivering and he could feel the plug filling him.

“There’s going to be some other changes, too.”

“There…there is?”

“Yep. Me doing this to you is me taking charge of you. So I’ll be wearing the pants in the family. Figuratively. But you won’t. Literally.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Don’t worry, honey. You will. Now let’s get you presentable.”

Presentable meant he wore purple panties, with a liner in them, and the plug, and that was all.

Once he was properly accoutered Shiela told him to go clean the pool and got herself ready.

For her ready meant Nair, a bath with scented soap, her hair washed and her finest and flimsiest lingerie. Then she put on a cheongsam.

A Cheongsam is a Chinese dress. It goes from the neckline to the ankles with a slit leg. This one was red with little butterflies fluttering, and a small porthole over Shiela’s ample boobs. The porthole gave a glimpse of her beauty, but that was all.

She put her golden hair up in the French style, letting strands tickle her neck. She sat down and made herself up, slipped on some high heels, and sauntered out of the bedroom.

Rob had cleaned the pool and come in to watch a little TV. He sat up when Shiela walked into the room.

“I thought I told you only panties when you’re in the house.”

He stood up. He was dazzled by her beauty. He advanced on her, ignoring what she had said.

“Honey, you’re beautiful.”

He reached for her, but she slapped his hands away. Then she slapped his face. Not hard, just enough to make him blink.

Stunned, he touched his cheek, and she repeated, “You’re supposed to be in panties only.”

“Is that why…oh…sorry.”

He was flamboozled, and he quickly took his outside clothes off.

She smiled as she inspected him. “You need to use Nair and really depilate your body.” She stroked him, careful not to push him over the edge.

He groaned and his knees shook.

“But go make me a drink, first.”

She let go and stared at him.

He had no choice. He had been given a command, and he started to move, then stopped. He faced her.

“I’ll get the drink, but…but…”

“But what, honey?”

“But why are you all fixed up? We’re not going out, are we?”

“Sure. We’ll hit all the hot spots, me like this and you in your pretty, purple panties.”

He tried to figure that out, and she finally remarked, “No. We’re not going out. But I’m tired of your eyes seeing me. You lust after me like a high school boy. So I will dress like this, and you will dress like that, from here on out.

“But, honey! What about when we make love?”

“I’ve thought about that. We had our fun this weekend, but it’s time to get realistic.”

‘Realistic?’ he mouthed without speaking.

“I will be getting some very fine lingerie and wearing it to bed. My breasts will be on display, my body will be easily discernible. Unfortunately for you, you’ll be wearing a sleeping mask.”

“A sleeping mask?” he finally managed to blurt.

“Yes. You don’t need to abuse my flesh with your rude eyes anymore. From now on you will not look upon my nakedness. When I am undressed you will be wearing the mask, and if you should take it off, if you try to get a glimpse of me, then I will spank you, and I will make you sleep outside in the old doghouse.”

“But…but…honey!”

“Yes?” she smiled happily.

“Aren’t we married?”

“Of course we are. And I will be taking advantage of your peeny.”

“After I’ve cum,” he realized.

“Precisely. No more will you deposit a mess in me, and if there should be an accident, well, I am a firm believer in cunnilingus.”

“You would make me eat you after…after…”

“Absolutely.”

He tried to regain some of his masculinity, but it was difficult with a plug up his ass. “I don’t think I like this.”

“Oh?”

She approached him, a dragon lady on steroids, a raving beauty, a lush thing that he could not see under the clothes of. She grabbed him by the pouch and shook him.

He shivered and cried out.

“You don’t like this?”

“But…”

She turned him and grabbed the base of his plug.

“You don’t like this?”

She gave him a good shaking. Later she would think about it, and it was like shaking a maraca. She had him by the handle, and with every shake it looked like every cell in his body was rattling.

He fell to his knees finally, and she let him go.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

She leaned down and put her hand around his chin and tilted his face towards her porthole. “And I don’t want you to masturbate. If you do that you’ll be wearing a chastity tube, and I mean quick. And I will keep you in it for a year.”

“A year?” he gulped, unable to take his eyes off the cleavage he was glimpsing through her porthole.

“A year. I might do it anyway, so be careful.”

She pushed his chin then, effectively pushing his face, and he fell over backwards. He sprawled, and stared up at her.

She was rewarded by the sight of his panties bulging, and there was a drip spot, right through the liner. She smiled.

“Now, honey, I believe I told you I wanted a drink, then you had some things to do.”

She turned and walked away.

Shiela sat on the lounge by the pool and considered the situation.

Rob was definitely interested now.

But so was she.

What had started out as just a way to get him to be more affectionate had turned into a power trip for her.

And she liked it.

She was in charge, running things, and Rob wasn’t even trying to resist. So he must like it.

But, at this point she realized it didn’t matter if he liked it or not.

She was getting all the sex she wanted, tons and oodles of it, and so what if Rob didn’t get to cum as much.

And she realized that him not cumming was key to the whole thing.

Yes, she was going to have to let him cum, but not a lot.

So she needed to schedule him, maybe drain him. She knew about that from girlfriends she had that swore by it.

Drain your man, use him, and he will last all day and never get off…never suffer that lack of interest that Rob had shown.

Was that why he had been so disinterested? Because she allowed him sex too often?

Probably.

Well, that was okay. She now understood what was happening, and she could rectify the situation.

Now she could have the work around the house done, and done quickly and properly.

Now she could be eaten whenever she wanted, and screw—correction, she would do the screwing—as much as she wanted.

Yes, this was going to work.

If course she was going to have to go a lot further. She needed feminize him completely.

She needed to train him.

And she knew, at that moment, while Rob was rinsing Nair and hair stubble off his body, what she really wanted.

She wanted a sissy.


Part Two

“Where are my real clothes?” Rob stuttered.

He was standing in his closet, and the closet was empty.

Shiela sat at her vanity and made up her face. She smiled. “Don’t sound so upset, dear. I told you we were going to make some changes.”

“But I have to wear something!”

“I bought you some more clothes. Clothes more fitting to your new status in life.”

Rob stood, naked, a bit wet from a shower, and stared at her. “Honey. You may want me to be a…a sissy, but I’ve got other things in my life. I need to wear clothes that are acceptable by society.”

“Aren’t you always going on how people are sheep? Sheople, I think you called them? How people are in a box, always do the same things? Well, I’m out of the box, and I’m taking you with me. I don’t give a hang what society wants, it’s what I want that’s important.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“And I don’t want you to be one, either. I just want you to dress appropriately.”

“Shiela!” He tried to raise his voice, but it just came out at a higher pitch. It was adorable.

She turned to him, pivoted on her vanity chair, and said, “I bought you a few bags of clothes at the Goodwill. They’re in the garage.”

He sat on the bed, squirmed a bit to get the most ‘comfort’ out of his plug. “Shiela. Look. You started having me wear nothing but your lingerie around, panties, and then…then a bra, but I have to go outside!”

“Why? You work at home. You’re not dependent on your image, and…look at you. Look at how excited you are.”

He couldn’t help but look down.

He hadn’t squirted in a week, not since the camping trip, and he was now officially desperate.

He looked back up. “Yeah. I need sex.”

“You’re getting sex.”

“Running around naked is not sex.”

“It is the way we do it.”

His face twisted a bit and he titled his head in confusion.

“I hate to tell you this, my little sissy boy, but when you cum that’s the end of sex. Sex is the build up. It is the storm before the calm. You’re in the middle of the storm that is sex. You are horny and loving it. You are getting fucked without me even touching you. Come here.”

He couldn’t help himself. He was losing his backbone. He couldn’t stand up to her. He wanted sex that bad, and he equated following directions as getting closer and closer to sex. He stumbled across the room to her vanity table.

She took him in hand and stroked.

He sighed. Was she going to finish him off?

Then she stopped stroking. Held him, his testicles with one hand and his shaft in the other. She squeezed, and he knew that he wasn’t going to squirt.

“Oh, please,” he begged.

“Honey. Sissy pants of mine. Go out in the garage and bring me back the two bags. We’ll go over your clothes options and have a nice discussion.”

“I don’t want to talk…”

She held his shaft and slapped his testicles.

He jumped, and his eyes went wide.

It hurt, but in the best way possible. For a second he even though he might cum.

“Now go.”

He walked through the house. Naked, dripping, stiff, hungry, unable to not comply with her wishes.

He found the bags and returned with them.

She reached in and picked out a small bag. “These are training bras,” she said, holding up new packages of bras. “They will fit you better, at least until we get you some bosoms. I don’t want you super big, at least not yet.

“I got you some more stretchy panties. They’re called sissy panties, and they have enough pouch, but they are so delightfully feminine.” She held out a package of panties.

“We also have garters, nylons, and a couple of tummy shapers. But the real joy are these.”

She held up a handful of thin blouses. They buttoned on the front, on the wrong side, and they looked a little like male shirts, but they were blouses, with pearlescent buttons and slightly delicate, rounded end collars.

“And this.” She took out several pair of pants, but they weren’t the most masculine pants. They were slender, more form fitting. They had only one pocket on one cheek, or no pockets. They were smooth in the front with side zippers.

Finally, shoes. Mary Janes. Flats. Heels.

He stared in shock. Yes, it was possible that the clothes could be construed as male, but…not really.

“Now, I would like a little fashion show. So I suggest you go make us a drink—alcohol does seem to help you accept the inevitable—and get back here and strut your stuff.”

“Strut my…”

She motioned with her head, a quick jerk towards the kitchen, then turned back to her vanity table.

A drink. That was the only thing that stuck in his mind, and he walked back through the house. Shaking his head. Every few steps a drop of pre-cum would splatter on the floor.

Watching him in the mirror, Shiela smiled. This was going pretty much as planned. Resistance, but that resistance was crumbling as she assumed a more dominant tone.

A minute later he was back. He handed her a bourbon and Coke and sat down on the bed.

She turned to him.

“All right, my sweet, little, sissy man, put on a bra. Choose which color you would prefer.”

Stunned, his head feeling loggy and full of…stuff…he bent and picked up a bra.

He picked up a white one for the simple reason that he couldn’t confront all the pretty colors and patterns.

She smiled, felt heat down there, and watched as he struggled with the fit.

Finally, he had it, and he looked up at her.

Misery.

But, a flash of something in the eyes. Something deep and dark and glittering.

They say the eyes are the windows to a man’s soul, and she realized she was looking through windows right into the true heart of him.

He might protest, but…there was something there. Something that wanted this.

She smiled. “Lovely, Try on the yellow tap pants.”

They were mustard yellow and they slid up his legs like a banana getting dressed. He pulled up the zipper on the side and looked down at himself.

His bottom half, from the beltless waist of the tap pants to the narrow leg ends, was changed. The shape of his legs was visible, very feminine, and the bulge was pronounce.

“Oh, honey, that’s wonderful. You look marvelous. But we are going to have to do something about your peeny.”

“What’s wrong with it?” he pressed on it and groaned.

“It’s so…so…male!”

“But I’m male!”

“Not quite,” she corrected. “Come here.”

He approached her, stood in front of her, and she pulled the zipper down and rolled his pants down.

His dingus stood out and she contemplated it sourly. So much joy, but it had to be handled. There was more joy in having him sissified.

“Okay. I’ve got an idea.”

“What?”

“Me to know, you to find out. Now, try the purple blouse. Yellow and purple don’t go together, except, sometimes, they do.

He put on a pale blouse. Cut sort of like a man’s garment, but not really. He figured out that the buttons were reversed, and buttoned up.

“Oh, that’s sweet.” She pulled down on the mid section, helped the blouse puff out in the right spots, and tucked it in.

“Now be careful how you move. It’s a bit short and might come out. You don’t want to be showing bare flesh. Sit over here.”

He sat, and he felt so weird. It felt like every hair on his body was standing up, but he had no hair!

Except for his scalp and eyebrows, and this was what Shiela wanted to work on.

She took scissors and trimmed his hair and shaped it. “That’s simply lovely. Don’t you like looking beautiful.”

He grunted. But he was feeling a very warm feeling, being worked on like this.

Then she plucked his eyebrows.

“Not a lot,” she said. “After all, a sissy likes feminine things, but he is a delicate balance between male and female.”

“Like a ‘unisex?’”

“Hmm. I would say so. But a little more.”

She took her time, brushing his hair and just making him feel good. Then she said, “Close your eyes.”

He did.

“Now relax, try not to make yourself rigid, especially on your face.”

He sat there and gasped when she started cleansing his face.

“I’m not going to do a lot of make up. Just a bit to cover imperfections, and to heighten your color.”

Now he was super boned, and excited, and her moving her hands over his face, using brushes and creams, made him feel like he was going to orgasm.

She giggled. “Don’t look now, but your ding-a-ling is loving it.”

He blushed.

She put just the barest make up on his eyes, gave them a sultry look, but not garishly. Then she painted his lips with a very pale pink.

“Okay, open your eyes.”

He did, and he was stunned. He was still male, but barely. A blink and he would appear female, but not quite. He was more like an in between man, half male and half female, yet neither.

And he liked it.

For a long minute he stared, and he turned his face this way and that, and opened and closed his mouth and eyes and preened.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

He turned to her, and even she was surprised by the innocence emanating from his innocent eyes. “Do I have to be naked all the time?”

She sat on the hamper next to the bathroom door and pursed her lips. “Well, I want you naked, I like seeing you in the bare essentials, why?”

Now he was really embarrassed.

“You got me so many clothes.”

She nodded. “Aha. Yes. I can see…okay, so let’s try a half and half thing. If I’m in the house you’ll half to be naked, unless I tell you otherwise. After all, what if I have friends over?”

His breath caught at the idea of somebody coming and seeing him.

“But when I’m not around, or when I feel like it for whatever reason, then you wear your pretty clothes.”

He grinned. Then closed his mouth. He didn’t want to mess up his pink lipstick and he didn’t know what the moving of his facial features would do.

“However, if we do this, then you have to let me handle your penis as I see fit.”

What Rob was thinking will forever be a mystery. He probably wasn’t thinking, was just excited, but he nodded, and there went his control over his manhood. It was a gigantic step, and it would be a while before he realized what he had actually given up.

He sobered, “So what are you going to do about my dick?”

“Please, dear, call it your peeny, or your ding-a-ling. I don’t like it when you use crude man terms.”

“Oh, okay. But…what?”

“I’ll let you know…later.”

He frowned, but that was all she would say.

Rob’s life changed. A lot.

He would get up in the morning and have to see to his feminine appearance. He loved it, and it was exciting, but it took time. But over time he learned patience, and that was a good thing.

When Shiela was home he didn’t have to get all the way dressed, just panties, or maybe panties and a bra.

When she was out he would frequently put on his sissy clothes.

And he found that he loved dresses. He loved the feeling of air on his legs, the freedom of his cock swaying under the material.

But it seemed that his poor ding dong was always erect. It was even starting to bother him.

“Rise and shine, honey.”

“What?” he woke up and stared at Shiela.

She was already dressed, made up and ready to go.

She tossed him the outfit she wanted him to wear. Culottes and a sweat shirt. “Come on. We have an appointment. We have to have your peeny taken care of.”

He swung his shapely legs out of bed and she smiled. “But first jack off.”

He blinked. And grinned. “Really?”

“Yep.”

He looked at the bathroom and started to get up.

“Here.”

“Here? In front of you?”

“You’ve come in me, so what’s the big deal.”

“I don’t know. I just…”

“Lower your panties and start stroking, honey, this is liable to be your last cum for a long time.”

His face bright red, he did as she suggested.

He was surprised when he squirted after just a few seconds. “Wow,” he sighed.

Shiela had caught his mess in a small hand towel, and she placed it in the hamper. “Okay, honey, get dressed. And be quick. The doctor managed to squeeze us in this morning, and I don’t want to be late.”

Rob put on the culottes and the sweat shirt. The culottes were dark blue and the sweatshirt was pink with a silhouette of a beautiful woman on it. He slipped on some Mary Janes, black and classic, and brushed his hair.

“Just lipstick,” murmured Shiela.

Puzzled, she usually demanded more, he applied his favorite pink lipstick, then turned and followed her out to the car.

Rob didn't go out much. Usually just for a drive, but when he did Shiela usually drove.

They went through town towards the section with medical buildings. Fifteen minutes later they were walking into the doctor’s office.

Shiela had already taken care of all the paperwork, and they were ushered directly into a back room.

They sat in plastic chairs and Shiela whispered to him. “Try not to talk. Just agree with anything the doctor says, and we’ll get through this.”

“Okay.”

A nurse came in, and she didn’t even blink at Rob’s pink appearance. She was apparently used to soft men. She took his vitals, told them the doctor would be in shortly, then left.

They sat, and two minutes later the doctor walked in.

“Hello, Shiela, so wonderful to see you again. How long has it been?”

So she knew the doctor from sometime before. Probably college, but, who knew.

“And is this pretty boy the one?”

“Absolutely. Lovely, isn’t he?”

“He’s a dream.”

The doctor took his hand and held it for a moment and studied his face. “Good bone structure, he should adapt well.”

“I hope so.”

The two women smiled at each other.

“Well, I suppose we should get to work,” sighed the doctor. To Rob she handed a sheaf of papers. “Just sign on the yellow shaded areas.”

He took the papers and the women ignored him. They partook of small talk, and he glanced at the papers as he went through them. Signing his name.

Operations. He was giving consent. And something called HRT. He didn't understand all the medical terms, but he saw the words breasts on one of the forms.

He looked up at Shiela, but she was busy with the doctor.

So she was going to get him breasts. They had talked, or rather she had talked and he had listened, but here it was.

One of the operations he really didn’t understand. It involved testicular retraction and something about his penis being sutured to…what was a perineum?

But he signed.

He knew he was supposed to, and he didn’t want to make Shiela angry.

He handed the papers back to the doctor. The doctor smiled and placed them on a counter. “Very good. Would you like to be unconscious for these procedures?”

Somewhere along the line Rob had lost his ability to stand up for himself.

“I think he’d like to sleep a bit, if that’s okay.”

“Of course. I prefer it that way. Why don’t you  take off your clothes and put on this gown. Then hop up on the table and lay back, Rob. Or should I call you Robbie? Or…?

“I think Robbie is fine,” said Shiela.

Rob got up on the table and lay down.

The doctor smiled at him reassuringly, then injected a solution into his arm.

Rob tried to stay awake, but he didn’t stand a chance. He drifted off within seconds, and it felt pretty good.

“All right, here we go.” The doctor moved a surgical tray up to the table and spread his legs.

His penis laid there, limp, and the doctor picked it up put a piece of surgical tape on it and taped it to his belly.

“Nice big one. You sure you don’t want to do this another way?”

“I think this is best. If we don’t like it then we can always undo the surgery.”

“True.”

The doctor didn’t have to shave him as he was already shaved. She did have to swab the areas with disinfectant. She coated the area between his anus and his balls, then made a little mark with a grease pencil.

She moved his balls around, and pushed them up into the canal from which they descended. They fit perfectly, and she stretched the skin tight so they wouldn’t fall, and did a couple of stitches.

“He’ll have sacs for a while, but the skin should shrink a bit, then it’ll look pretty normal.”

She then made a tiny cut in the bottom of his penis, right below the head. She made another cut on the perineum between his legs.

“Simple work, but you have to be very precise.”

She placed the penis against the perineum and sutured his penis to the perineum.

“Is this going to be a problem when he starts getting erect?”

“Oh, no. He’ll be uncomfortable, and he’ll probably walk a little bent over, but he’ll be fine. I find that most men actually love this procedure. When he closes his legs the head of his penis will stick out between his legs below his cheeks. You won’t see anything, but it will be constantly rubbing, and it will drive him crazy.”

When the doctor was done Shiela could see how well the penis was fixed. It wasn’t going anywhere.

“Okay, now for the fun. How big do you want them?”

“I’m not sure. I’ve always thought he should have moderate boobs. Nothing glaring, as he does have to be a man sometimes.”

“Does he? Why?”

That made Shiela think. Yes? Why did he?

“Using liposuction and putting his own fat into his chest is the best procedure. There’s no bad effects to having your own body material used. But it is best done all at once.”

“Can you do it and I watch and I tell you when?”

“Absolutely.”

The doctor wheeled a liposuction machine to the table, turned it on, and began making little slits in Rob’s body. She slowly sucked the fat out of him.

He wasn’t a fat person to begin with. He was slender, but he did have a few little things that could be better shaped. He lost all love handles and his waist tightened up. A few other places contributed fat, and then the doctor began putting the fat into his chest.

Rob slumbered.

Shiela watched.

Finally, she said, “I think that’s probably good.”

“Excellent. We’re about out of fat, anyway.”

The doctor shut down the machine and cleaned up Rob’s body. When she was done he had moderate breasts on his chest.

“Are you going to do his lips today?”

“I should. As long as he’s under.”

This was very delicate work, and the doctor used a small needle and carefully plumped up his lips.

“He’s quite beautiful,” the doctor murmured.

“And you’re making him more beautiful.”

“Tell me, how is life with a real sissy?”

“Oh, I love it. Of course we’ve only just started, but we’re talking no more sleeping in the wet spot. We’ll be able to share clothes. And if I raise my voice to more than a whisper he gets a little worried. Makes him wait on me hand and foot.”

“You’re a lucky, lady,” said the doc, putting her needles away. “And he’s a lucky man. While he sleeps let’s talk about the hormone plan you want.

An hour later Rob stirred. The sleep drug left his system and he moved sluggishly, and his face felt funny. His lips felt weird. And his chest…what had happened?

“There you are,” said Shiela. She was reading a magazine in the corner. “How are you feeling?”

“I don’t know,” he responded slowly, showing his confusion. “My face, my lips feel funny.”

“They’re a little more feminine now.”

“They are?”

“Oh, yes. We plumped them up a bit.” she chuckled. “You’ll be buying more lipstick now.”

He didn’t understand, the world was still connecting to him, he said, “And my chest…”

“You’ve got the most wonderful set of boobs. You’re simply going to love them.”

“I will?”

“Sure. Are you ready to sit up?”

“I guess.”

She helped him up, and he felt the difference in his waist, and observed that his chest was much larger.

“I thought you said small?”

“These were the smallest we could do. We didn’t want you to look undernourished,” she smiled.

“Oh.”

They weren’t that big, or that small. They were right in the middle.

He felt his waist. “I’m skinnier.”

“You’ll fit in dresses much better.”

He didn’t say anything then, as he was slightly overwhelmed by what had happened to him.

She handed him a bra. “I brought you a bigger bra, one that should fit.

He felt his sagging boobs, realized that he did need a real bra, not just a training bra, and he put it on.

She helped him stand up, and get dressed, and they walked slowly out of the doctor’s office.

After a lifetime as a man Rob, or Robbie, as he was now called, had expected that it would be difficult to making a medical transition. It wasn’t.

He was used to his new body within two days, and it became easy to walk around, and even exercise.

Even getting used to having two large pillows on his chest was easy.

And it was fun. The doctor must have given him something to make his nipples stand up, and he was constantly horny.

Nothing new there.

What was not easy was getting used to the fact that there was nothing between his legs…and having his penis head constantly stimulated.

He still peed the same, he just had to sit down to do it.

And he had to be careful when he wiped himself.

But he had nothing keeping his legs apart! It made his walk funny, and his thighs rubbed, and, of course, his penis head was rubbed.

And it didn’t help when he put on his stretchy, sissy panties. The rubbing still occurred, and seemed a little worse.

Shiela, however, loved it. Now he had a much more feminine frame, and his clothes fit him even better. And when he walked around the house naked she couldn’t believe how his butt was round, his chest jiggled, and his lips looked so kissable.

A week after the operation the surgery connecting his penis to his perineum was fully healed. He could wear anything, didn’t have to worry, and he was fully into his new life.

Except for one thing.

On Saturday afternoon a week after the operation Shiela walked into the computer room.

Robbie was working, and he looked up.

He was beautiful. He had opted for a redder lipstick, and he was wearing a very nice half bra. His boobs peeked over the top and she loved how his nipples were always so erect.

“Hello, honey.”

“Hi, uh, Ma’am.”

She liked it when he addressed her in a more professional manner.

She placed a drink in front of him, and she had one in her own hand.

“What can I do for you?” he asked, a little surprised to be waited on. Usually it was him doing the waiting.

“It’s time to consummate our marriage.”

“I thought we did that a few years ago.”

“Oh, we did. But everything is changed, and there is a different consummation that we need to do.”

He sipped his bourbon and Coke and sighed.

“Honey, now that you’re a sissy, and now that you can’t cum like a man anymore…”

He was well aware. The horniness had started the day after the operation, and it was driving him crazy. If he so much as walked he felt the rubbing, and he wanted to get hard, but he couldn’t.

“…it’s only right that you learn to cum like a woman.”

“Like a woman?”

She nodded.

“This involves anal sex. I’ve got a strap on, and I can penetrate you in a way that you will love.”

He was scared, but he wasn’t about to speak back to his wife.

“We’ll massage your prostate, and that will drain you of manly juices. I think you’ll really like it. You’ll like it so much you’ll want it all the time, but I think once a month will be sufficient.”

“It will?”

“Oh, yes. Now finish your drink and come on back to the bedroom.”

He glugged, enjoyed the cold fire coursing down his throat, and followed her into the hallway and towards the bedroom.

Robbie stood nervously in the center of the bedroom.

Shiela looked up at him and smiled. She was fastening a strap on around her hips.

“That’s awfully big.”

“You can take it. You’ve been wearing a big plug for the last few days, and…you can handle it. Put on a negligee and let’s get sexy.”

He put on a pale green, see through negligee, and she came to him.

She kissed him, told him what to do, and arranged him on the bed.

He was bent over, supported by pillows at the waist, and his butt was up in the air.

“All right, honey,” she took out his plug and lubricated him, using several fingers to ream him and push lube into him.

He groaned.

Shiela had been preparing him for this, and it felt so-o-o good.

He pushed his back end up to help her.

She spread his legs a bit and moved forward.

“You ready, honey?”

He was.


Epilogue

The two lovely ladies sat on deck chairs on the cruise ship and stared at the water. They sipped fancy drinks with little umbrellas, and felt the ocean lift them slightly, and lower them, in eternal embrace.

One of them, however, wasn’t a woman. One of them was a sissy.

He wore tight pants, women’s high heels, and had light make up on. He looked like a woman with a slightly masculine look. Or maybe a man with a slightly feminine look.

Whatever, he was happy.

END
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Part One

He never should have done it. He knew it when he did it, but the woman was just too good looking.

Rod stared at her across the room. His dingus was full and his heart was pounding. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman affected him this way.

He looked around the bar.

Bunch of bikers. A few low lifes. One table held a gaggle of women with missing teeth.

But he seemed to be the only one that noticed the unbelievably beautiful woman sitting at the corner table.

She wore a dark robe with a hood. The glitter of rain appeared on the robe. The hood was down and her long hair was sheer black, draped down like a fall of midnight.

Her face was pale, bright against the dark of her hair and clothes.

Her eyes were black and glittering. Later, much later, he would think they reminded him of the thousand yard stare.

But what woman has been in such combat?

Her lips were narrow but full, until she laughed. Then a slice of white gleamed forth and her eyes danced merrily.

And he wondered what her body was like.

A face like that, so perfect in geometry and proportion, the body had to match.

“Want another?” asked the barkeep.

He was bald with a face that looked like it had been sandpapered until it was red. His nose was too large and his eyes rheumy.

But he was offering libation.

“Sure.”

The old man sauntered away, had a slight limp, and mixed a bourbon and Coke. He brought it back, wiped the bar, placed the drink on it, and started to turn away.

“Who’s the lady in the corner.”

The old man did a slow blink of his watery eyes. He turned and stared, and said, “Funny, I didn’t notice her. I should find out what she wants to drink.

Having said that the old man just turned away. He didn’t cross the bar and ask the woman anything. It was as if he had already forgotten her.

Rod looked around the bar.

There were bikers playing pool within eight feet of her. Hairy beasts in black leather and colors and engineer’s boots. Men who would be rude at whim, and would never hesitate to hit on a beautiful woman sitting all by herself.

Yet they played pool, laughing hoarsely, chugging beer, and gave her nary a look.

Rod checked out some of the others in the bar. They perched at tables and protected their drinks with their hands. They hovered over the bar, laughing or muttering as the whim decreed.

The old ladies with tattered dentures didn’t notice her.

The ancient couple holding each other up on the dance floor didn’t see her.

Rod sighed. He looked to his glass. That beautiful color of dark amber, Coke and bourbon, a ‘Coke High,’ and thought: Shut up, you fool. You’re married to the greatest woman in the world. You don’t want to mess with some woman you don’t know. You’re not on the market. Drink your drink and hit the road.

He smiled to himself, congratulated himself for his discipline. He would do the right thing. He tilted the glass and drained the nectar. He placed the glass on the counter, sighed happily, was happy with himself.  But when he raised his head she was looking at him.

What’s in a look? What’s in the light that goes from one part of the universe to the other? From a corner in a shabby bar to a man trying to do the right thing?

Whatever it was, Rod gulped.

He felt his heart thudding like a two year old bangs on a skillet bottom.

Her eyes, a thousand yards away, and only thirty feet. Dark and mesmerizing. Shades of midnight in a coal mine.

Arching brows, pencil thin, slightly raised, and a question in them.

It was a question that every man had seen in every woman’s eyes since the dawn of man.

Well?

A question of insouciance and challenge and awesomeness.

So why was he on his feet and not walking towards the door?

Why was he crossing the room in spite of his stated discipline?

Why was he braving the cluster of beard brutes holding pool sticks and staring at him like he was a chicken sauntering into a fox’s den.

But, arriving at her table, they lost all interest in him.

They laughed, they clicked colored balls, they drank beer and laughed.

Laughter like what was in his head. Cackling laughter, higher pitched than the brutes were capable of, unless they were, under their MC colors, harpies.

And, in this different reality that Rod found himself in…they might be.

“Would you like a drink?” the voice that came out of his mouth asked.

“I’d like a drink of you.”

He blinked.

She was smiling, and her red lips were widening. No longer a cupid bow of sensuality, but a whorehouse of riot.

“You’d like a…?” he was confused.

She patted the bench next to her and the lift of one eye beckoned him.

“I’ve got to go,” he said as he slid in next to her.

“I only need you for a night.”

Now he was terribly conflicted, and immune to reason.

A night? But he had to go home! His wife was waiting!

“She’ll be there tomorrow,” the woman in black said.

“But…but…”

“Yes. I would like a drink.”

Rod smiled. Now he was on firm footing. Buy a lady a drink, then get the heck out. He could understand that.

“I’ll get you one,” he said, but when he stood up the old barman was there, placing a beer and a bourbon and Coke on the shiny table surface.

“On the house,” he muttered, and he took his hound dog eyes back to the bar and forgot about the table in the corner, the woman with the water glistening robe and the man with no discipline.

“On the…” Rod found himself sitting back down, then turning to the woman.

“I’ll take that,” she said.

Rod pushed the beer across the table.

She was wearing long, black gloves, the kind ladies wore to balls, but black instead of white.

She began peeling one glove off, and her long, white, pale skin was revealed.

Rod watched as perfection came to the bar.

He looked up at her smile. She was perfect. Perfect mouth, perfect lips, perfect…teeth.

But a little sharp on the canines.

Then he forgot about her canines and raised his look to her eyes.

Pure black iris, with sheer black pupil, it was like looking into that midnight coal mine, seeing something there, something glittering, snickering, sharpening claws on hidden stones.

“Your name is Rod,” she said, the glove almost completely peeled off. She pulled the material down over her fingers, revealing long, red nails.

Images in his mind. Bloody images. Like the claws of a beast scrabbling through the innards of a kill.

But what kind of a kill?

And the imagery dissipated from Rod’s mind.

“My name is Delphina.”

He watched her slow, languorous movements with an intensity that he had never experienced before.

She watched him watch her, and she was pleased.

The click of a pool hall somewhere…else.

The smell of stale beer…somewhere.

His heart pounding in his ears, and he found himself trying to swallow, to understand.

Her glove lay on the table next to the beer.

She opened her robe and he saw her cleavage.

A deep, pale valley, and nestled un the valley was an upside down cross.

He stared as she took the cross in her red talons and held it to her finger.

“Just a night, you understand.”

He nodded. Or, rather, his head nodded. He wasn’t sure where he was.

The end of the cross was a point, a thin, little needle, and she pricked her finger.

A drop of red formed, grew, and dripped…into the beer.

He watched as the red fluid spread out, swirled like tentacles, and then the beer was the same color it had been. Light amber. Weak spirits for people with weak spirits.

She pushed the beer to him.

“Drink. Drink it all, and then we shall have our night.”

“Just one night?” he asked, not sure who was asking or why.

After all, he was enthralled. He was in love. He wanted forever with this strange and ethereal beauty.

He wanted to suck her finger until all the blood in her body was his.

He wanted to walk in the valley of her breasts, never seeing the daylight outside her robe.

Her darkness.

Hiding behind her pale skin, the darkness of coal mines with no way out.

There was no light at the end of that tunnel.

But there was something else. Something he wanted more than discipline.

He picked up the beer. He put his nose over it and sniffed.

An odd smell, like the combination of sulfur and cinnamon.

She watched, content in her self satisfied knowledge.

He put his lips to the edge of the glass and tilted, and the amber liquid poured down his throat.

He could feel the red color she had imbued it with rasping down his throat, tasting coppery, like an old wound.

Drink…drink…drink.

He remembered seeing the bottom of the glass, and wanting more.

But she had said ‘only one night.’

He placed the glass on the shiny wood, and the bar was different.

She chortled lightly, infecting him with humor.

He turned, and a biker winked at him, and grinned through his beard.

An old couple shaking their shaky bones on the pitiful dance floor suddenly starting swinging. Their thin bones must have been made of titanium, for suddenly the old man threw the old woman over his head, and caught her on the way down.

“Yeah!” screamed a biker, and he pushed one of the other bikers over a pool table, ripped his pants down, and analized him.

Great fun. Great fun.

The bar man lifted a bottle of rum and swigged it down. Now his eyes were like fishbowls, and the fish weren’t at home.

The old ladies suddenly had teeth and were chewing what looked like forearms and calves. Ripping the flesh and eating the meat, blood dripping down the front of their ancient dresses, that suddenly were so old.

Rod turned to Delphina. She had moved closer to him. She was smiling, and her teeth looked so…so inviting.

She placed a hand on his hand.

His blood was rioting in the veins, his heart was playing the drums at a heavy metal concert.

She leaned close.

There was music in the bar, it had been some fifties thing, ‘I’m Mr. Blue…woo ooh ooh oooh.’

Now it was Eddie Van Halen, and his fingers were mad!

Drums pounding in his head, his blood coursing through him, heating him up, robbing the heat from his bones.

She said, “Just one night.”

He met her eyes, and nodded.

She took his hand and pulled it into her robe.

He felt her breasts. They weren’t hot, but he was, and it was like she was pulling the heat from him, keeping herself warm on the flame of his soul.

He touched her nipple; she pulled his palm across the rough, little thing.

It was like scraping fingers on a chalkboard, and his soul vibrated and his head felt like it was too full.

She kissed him.

It felt like she was sucking the warmth of his body out through his tongue.

Yet…it felt good.

Is this real? he thought.

Only for a night, she thought back at him.

Her lips chewed on his, her hand was on his cheek, her long nails scratching down, drawing blood.

No, he thought.

No…no…

But it was too late. And the last thing he thought, before he descended into the melee of her mind, the chaos of her eternally damned soul, was… only for a night.

But some nights can last a long time.

He awoke with the dawn. As the light increased over the horizon, through the boarded windows, across his slumbering eyes, so increased his awareness.

I am here…but where is here?

The bar…the woman?

Where is she?

He groaned

He was sprawled in the booth. He had no clothes on, and he remembered the night as if it was a dream.

She had taken him, enjoyed him, tossed him aside like a used condom.

Then the others in the bar had taken him.

Kisses with growling teeth.

Caresses with furry things with eight tits.

Something chewing on his penis…and he remembered looking down and screaming “Don’t eat it!”

And the answer bouncing through his mind. Only for a night.

He struggled to sit up.

There was nobody in the bar. The door was locked from the inside; a set of sturdy chains with thick padlocks.

He groaned louder, and stood up.

He looked down.

His penis was still there. It was okay. Nobody ate it.

But it was curiously soft. Like everything, more than just juices, had been drained from it.

But his body felt like somebody ate it. Ate it and regurgitated it.

Clothes were scattered everywhere, and he toed through garments and found his own.

Had he really felt her breasts? Kissed her?

And had she flung him over and tossed him on the table, ripped his pants off, sat on him?

His pants were ripped, so…had she?

He held his ripped pants together, didn’t bother to tie his shoes, and headed for the door.

Locked.

He looked around. Clothes on the floor, over the chairs. The remnants of an orgy.

Poll balls were scattered on the floor, as were several broken pool sticks.

He walked behind the bar and picked up a glass. It was dirty. All of them were dirty, or cracked, or somehow broken.

But what had he drunken out of last night?

He held the dirty glass under a faucet, but when he turned the spigot only a spurt of dust came out.

“What the fuck?” His voice was lonely in the bar.

He looked in a cabinet and found broken glasses, empty beer cans.

There was no sign of the proud bottles on the ledges behind the bar.

He tried a light switch, but there was no light.

But it had been a bar the night previous! It had been functioning! And he had sipped bourbon and Coke and…and a beer.

He remembered the beer. The coppery taste of a single drop of blood.

Now…nothing. the bar was a wreck.

As shards of daylight came through the boarded up windows he could see better. Broken chairs, overturned tables, carpet ripped up and…debris.

He staggered, his mind protesting, to the entrance.

He couldn’t get out through the chained front doors, so he threw a chair at the front window, then he used a table leg to bash at the boards covering the windows.

He crawled out of the window, and cut his hand on a piece of glass.

He swore, and wiped his hand, but it didn’t bleed much. Just a quick spurt, then it…dried up.

Weird. He must not have cut that deep.

He staggered across the parking lot to where his truck sat.

He turned and looked at the bar.

Last night it had been awake, alive, lights shining through the windows, spirits pouring, and people…there had been people there.

Weird people, but…people.

Now it was a falling down shack.

And where had gone Delphina?

Where had gone the pale beauty with the blood red lips and the long, long fingernails?

Where had gone those midnight eyes?

He opened his truck and started to get in, then he backed up so as not to dirty his vehicle, and spewed.

Spew, spew, spew.

Then he got into his truck and drove away.

He staggered into his house and stuck his head under a faucet.

“Rod? Where have you been?” Shelly was a beautiful woman.

Not as beautiful as Delphina, but an opposite kind of beauty. Kind eyes that held blue daylight. Shiny, gold hair that sparkled under the sun. A firm body that he loved to make love to.

He held her, his face dripping onto her shoulder, and he wanted to cry.

“I almost called the police! Did you get in an accident? Where have you been?”

“I…I got hung up.”

“Hung up?”

She pulled back a little and looked at him with beautiful but questioning eyes.

How could he tell her? How could he admit to infidelity, and worse.

And what had happened at that bar was definitely worse. It was so worse that scenes were imprinted in his mind forever. And some things were so bad he couldn’t even remember them.

“I need to clean up.”

“Of course, come…”

She helped him to the bedroom, got him undressed, then actually got into the shower and helped scrub him.

“Honey? Can you tell me?”

“That’s just it,” his voice broke. “I don’t remember. I went to a bar, I was going to get a beer and a burger, then I woke up this morning and…and…”

“Are these bite marks on you?”

He had several gouges on his flesh, even arches of little pits that could only be made by teeth.

“Oh, my God!” he shuddered, remembering that it was all real.

Shelly got out of the shower, and when he got out she started dabbing the teethmarks with peroxide. But the peroxide didn’t bubble. The marks were just marks now, though he thought that, at one time, they had been deeper, deep enough to bleed.

It hurt, but the memories of how he had gotten them hurt more.

Then he found himself sitting on the toilet and sobbing. And as he sobbed, as his terrified wife comforted him, he remembered one thing: just one night.

He awoke in the late afternoon, almost dusk.

He lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

Except for the turmoil in his mind, he felt fine.

The bite marks didn’t hurt, his rectum didn’t hurt, though it had been abused enough, but…he felt a deep sense of unease.

Something undone. Or done, and needed to be undone.

He listened, and he heard Shelly on her cell. She was talking in a low voice, it sounded like she was talking to her mother. Probably her mother.

He sat up and swung his legs around. He put his feet on the floor, and it was like the whole world shuddered.

What had happened to him?

He had been to a bar, he had the bite marks to prove it. But how had the place turned into an abandoned wreck?

And he remembered fucking Delphina. That was the worst of all, because even as he hated himself for cheating, he felt a thrill course through at the memory of her, of what she had done to him.

He had thought he knew what a penis was for, but she had showed him something else. God, had she shown him.

He stood up, wavered, realized he was hungry, and got dressed.

“He’s up, mother,” Shelly hung up the phone and came to him.

She held him, comforted him, comforted a cheater.

He wanted to cry all over again.

“You must be starved. Sit down and I’ll make breakfast.”

Breakfast, at four in the afternoon. Breakfast for dinner. Yet there was a curious harmony to the thought.

She whipped up pancakes and sausages. He covered everything in syrup, used lots of butter, and ingested the mess.

Then he told her some of it.

Not all of it. There were things that were overshadowed in his memory, and under shadowed. And he couldn’t tell her about the things that Delphina had done to him.

He couldn’t tell her about how he had so willingly, eagerly, stuck his penis in her.

He couldn’t tell her of how he had suffered a blowjob, watched his flesh peel off his penis under her two canines.

But he told her of other things. Of bikers and old ladies and a couple of nonagenarians who could swing with the best of them.

When he was done she just said, “They must have put something in your drink.”

“The odd thing,” he said, “Is that when I came home this morning I only had partial memories. But now that I’m awake I seem to remember more.”

“Well, it’s all over.” Then: “Should we call the police?”

“I don’t think so.”

“So we just chalk it up to…to hallucinations from whatever they gave you?”

He was satisfied by that.

And not satisfied.

And, when he was finished with his breakfast Shelly said something odd.

She reached forward and brushed his hair back and said, “You need a haircut.”

It was odd because he had just gotten one the week before.

Why was his hair getting longer? Or was the haircut really just a memory? A part of the grand hallucinations he was suffering?

He didn’t know, and he didn’t care. He just wanted to forget the whole thing.

But he couldn't forget it, and things started happening that made him remember.

He took a day off, then returned to work. He was a foreman in a warehouse, and work was good for him. Work took his mind off his troubles, his memories.

As the days passed he threw himself into shipments and inventories. He was glad, and he felt good, though he wasn’t sleeping well.

And his boss called him in and told him to get a haircut or style it.

Hardee har, the boss had a sense of humor. But he didn’t know what effect his joking words had on his number one foreman.

Rod went home and looked at himself in the mirror, and he blinked.

“Honey?”

“Yes?” Shelly entered the bathroom.

“I’m changing.”

“What do you mean you’re changing?”

“I’m…changing. How tall am I?”

“Six foot.”

“No. I’m shorter. I’m shrinking.”

“The incredible shrinking man,” she scoffed.

“No, I mean it. I compare myself to the height of the fridge and I can no longer look over the top of it.”

“Well, that’s ridiculous.”

“And how much do I weigh?”

“I don’t know. A couple of hundred pounds?”

“I was a couple of hundred pounds, but look at this.”

He stepped onto the scale and they looked down at the display.

187 pounds.

“That’s got to be wrong.”

“You step on it. Let’s check it.”

She did, and her weight was 120. Exactly right. She was slender, a 100 pounds, with 20 pounds of tit.

She looked up at him with surprise in her eyes.

“And now that I’m looking at myself, it looks like my arms are thinner. Not as much muscle. And I even have trouble lifting certain things at work. Things that I could lift easily last month.

“We should see a doctor.” She felt his forehead. “You might be ill.”

“No. No. I feel great. I mean, really great.”

“So what do you want to do?”

“I don’t know.” Then: “Have a drink.”

So they had a drink. It wasn’t a solution, but sometimes the dumbest non-solution is the only thing one can do.

Now that he noticed it, the changes kept happening.

He put his long hair up under his ball cap the next day, and everything fit just fine. There was plenty of room under the cap for his extra hair. Until that evening.

Then, driving home, he realized that his ballcap was loose.

With all that hair under the lid the thing was shifting around.

He stopped and made the cap a little smaller, tightened the strap in the back, but he had the thought that this wasn’t going to do it.

At home he checked himself on the scale. 175 pounds. He had lost 12 pounds in one day!

But he didn’t feel weak!

Well, he wasn’t as strong, but he felt healthy, good, just…he couldn’t pick as much up.

He slept a fitful night, and dreamed of looking at his watch.

It was midnight, and he was standing in front of a coal mine.

He entered the coal mine, and the darker it got the better he could see. His night vision paled before his midnight acuity.

He walked down, down, and he heard whispers, murmurs, things going bump in the night.

He was at the bottom, as far as he could go. Beyond this point was a vast pit, darker than dark.

“Come on in, Rod.” the voice drifted up to him.

And: “It’s only for a night.”

He looked into the pit and saw eyes. Eyes darker than a coal mine at midnight. Eyes that searched for him, saw him, beckoned him.

And he woke up sobbing.

For all the dreams, for all the restless nights, he felt physically top notch. He felt better than he had in years.

He just wasn’t male strong.

And he noticed that his lips were swelling up. Just a slight enlargement. Like somebody had slipped him some botox.

And his eyes looked…different. Sort of larger.

And when he stepped out of the shower Shelly was staring at him.

“What?”

“Your chest?”

He looked down.

It was skinnier than he remembered, and…it was fatter.

His pectorals had swollen up a little. And his nipples were standing up. They were standing up so stiff it actually looked like they were larger.

But that was ridiculous. Nipples didn’t get larger!

“What?” he said, firmly ensconced in denial.

“You’re growing…breasts!”

She could hardly speak.

“No,” he tried to laugh it off.

But as the days passed he couldn’t deny it.

“Are you getting shorter?” asked his boss?

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. Probably not. People do get shorter as they age.”

His confused demeanor confused his boss, and he looked at him, started to say something, then stopped and walked away.

Shorter? Older people get shorter? But Rod wasn’t that old!

And his chest got larger, as it got skinnier.

And his butt started to get rounder. It got so round he had to buy new pants. Shorter pants with a bigger waist band.

But, worst of all, his penis started to shrink.

Since that night he had not made love to his wife.

Guilt.

Fear of a disease.

Shame.

And when she finally got him to lower his pants she blinked and stared.

“Rod!”

Rod stared down, and couldn’t believe it. He had been a healthy eight inches.

Now he was six. And his penis was skinnier. And, worst of all, it was red and flaking and the head was a little swollen.

But it was smaller.

“Rod! You’ve got to go to a doctor.”

But Rod didn’t want to go to a doctor.

“No.”

“But there is something wrong!”

“I know.”

“If you know, then why aren’t you doing something about it?”

Rod was now five ten, and closing in on five nine. His weight was down to 160, and his chest was noticeable.

And he knew when it had started.

It had started on that one night.

Just one night, she had said to him, but now he knew she lied. And he knew it was time to tell his wife the truth. The whole truth.

So he poured some whiskey, for both of them, and he sat her down, and he confessed. Everything. And when he was done he was crying helplessly.

Shelly stared at her husband.

Her first thought was drugs!

But he didn’t do drugs.

But whoever that woman was, if there really was a woman, she might have given him something.

Maybe she had even given him something that was changing his body.

Rod sat, his head on his forearms, and cried. The table was pooling with his tears.

She placed a hand on his forearm. “Rod, it’s okay.”

“It is?” he looked up at her, his cheeks streaked.

“Of course it is.”

“Then you believe me?”

“I believe that something happened, and I don’t think it was all your fault.”

“But…”

“Look, Rod. I’m not saying I believe everything you say, but I do believe you believe it, and I’m willing to accept what you say on that basis.”

He thought about that, and nodded. He began wiping his face with a sleeve.

“But, there’s something I need to see.”

“Sure,” he snuffled. “What?”

“I want you to trust me, and do what I say.”

He blinked, and nodded, and she noticed that his eyelashes were longer.

“Come with me.”

She left him into the bedroom and sat him down at her vanity table.

“Rod. you’re changing, and I think I know what you’re changing into. But I need to see you…brought along. As a finished product. to be sure.”

He looked at her, at the vanity table, at the cosmetics laid out.

“You think I’m changing into a girl?”

“Yes.”

He was silent.

“You’ve got breasts growing on your chest. Your hair is so long, and your features, everything is softer, and more…feminine. More than that…I’m willing to believe you, but you need to let me do this. Okay.”

He nodded.

Now she was nervous. She began scrubbing his face, cleaning the pores, and she knew she was right. His skin was finer, lighter in shade, the pores smaller.

She applied primer and made a canvas for the color.

She added blush, worked on the eyes, lined them, mascara-ed them.

She brushed out his hair, gave it a feminine flip, and put lipstick on his face.

He was facing her, not the mirror, so she could work on him. And he could see it in her eyes. He could see her grasping the change that was occurring to him.

Then she turned him around.

Yes. His face was smaller, skinnier, and as he lost more weight, and height, he could see that he would be perfectly feminine.

And if his lips kept getting plumper, and his eyes larger…the make up emphasized that, then…he would become a woman.

And his tits. He had breasts, and she handed him a bra.

He took off his shirt and looked at himself in the mirror. He had budding breasts. Big enough to require a bra.

He put on the bra, and that, along with the fact that his penis was getting smaller, convinced him.

Whatever had happened at that bar, whatever that woman had done to him…he was turning into a woman!

“Oh, my God!” he whispered.

And Shelly said, “Rod, we have to go back to that bar.”

He knew that was the truth.


Part Two

The bar was a two hour drive, and they left the next morning. It was a tense drive. They talked a little about what had happened, but Shelly had a bit of reserve. After all, it sounded positively insane.

A bar where people partied and…bit each other? A beer with a drop of blood in it? And the bar was a shabby wreck the next day?

Insane.

They arrived at the bar at ten o’clock and as they drove into the parking lot Shelly eyed the structure.

It was as Rod had said. Boarded up, weeds sprouting, bits of the building, bricks and boards, falling off like the thing was shedding.

The whole area was sort of falling apart.

There was a stand of trees behind the and to the sides of the bar, and maybe they had once grown full and proud, but now the trees looked scraggly and sickly. And the farms on the sides of the road leading up to the bar seemed neglected, the fields filled with weeds, and the lone cow they saw looked like it had been in a concentration camp.

They stepped out of his truck and walked up to the building.

“I got out through that window,” Rod pointed at the big, front window.

It was boarded up, but there was evidence of glass on the ground, and the nails on the boards looked newer than some of the other rusty nails.

How long has it been here, Shelly wondered.

At that moment a sheriff’s cruiser nosed into the parking lot. It crunched over gravel and bits of broken glass and stopped by Rod and Shelly.

A tall sheriff exited the car. “Can I help you folks?”

“Just wondered about this old place.”

The sheriff wasn’t there to find out about them, though. He was there to chase them off.

“This area is dangerous. Been a bunch of bikers harassing people. You should probably head on down the road.” He was smiling on the outside, but he was tense on the inside.

“Thank you, we will. Do you know who owns this place?”

“Figure on buying it?” He gave them a raised eyebrow look. He didn’t believe them.

“I’ve got some investors. I think they want to tear the place down, build a good gas station, roadside supermart. That kind of thing. There isn’t one in either direction for a few miles.

“Huh. Good idea, I suppose, but most traffic goes over on the interstate. Probably not a good investment. You ladies want to move along?” But it wasn’t a question.

“Sure,” Rod and Shelly went back to their truck. The sheriff waited until they left, then pulled out and followed them for a while.

“It was there.” Rod’s voice showed his aggravation. “I swear, that’s the place.”

“He sure wanted us to leave.”

“Yeah,” Rod sulked.

“Rod, head over to the county seat.”

“Huh? What for?”

“Did you notice that he never answered your question as to who owned the place?”

“Cops usually don’t give out information.”

“True, but…he makes me wonder.”

Rod clamped his lips together unhappily, but he turned the truck around and headed for the county seat.

They found the big building that housed local records and with a little help from an old geek they found that…the place wasn’t owned by anybody.

“But how can that be?” asked Rod.

“Don’t know,” said the clerk, peering at the record through thick glasses, “but there’s been no ownership in over a 100 years. No tax records.”

“But some of the things in there…they had a juke box, that had to be invented around the 1950s.”

“You been in the place?” The clerk eyed them.

“Uh…no. We looked through the window.” Shelly nudged Rod with her foot. “Well, we were on vacation and just wondering, probably best to forget about it.”

The clerk stared after them as they went through the pebble glass double doors.

They headed down the stairs, across the street and into a small restaurant.

They ate quietly, thinking.

They watched the clerk leave the building on his lunch hour.

He was just a geek, but for a moment, when they had said they had looked into the building, it was as if he had gained a little backbone, a little intense curiosity.

Probably their imagination, but…

“We need to go back tonight,” said Shelly.

“We do?”

“Yes. Call it female intuition, but I get the feeling that there’s something going on. That sheriff, the weird way the clerk acted…we need to go back and look at that place, maybe even go inside it.”

“Then you believe me?”

“I don’t know. But I believe something is happening, and it could explain what is happening to you.”

Rod sat and ate French fries. “Did you notice…that cop called us ‘ladies.’”

Shelly sighed and gave a nod.

“So whatever is happening to me, it feels like it might be speeding up.”

“Maybe being around that place is doing something to you.”

He stared at her. “I should go alone.”

“The bull shat,” she snapped.

End of that argument.

They finished their lunch, then went out to the truck. They drove to a local park, pulled over, and slept.

Slept as best they could.

Rod had trouble sleeping because he was feeling more ‘girly.’ His breasts hurt a little, like a young girl who was going through puberty would hurt.

Shelly had trouble sleeping because this whole thing was nutty.

Darkness came, and they returned to the ramshackle bar. They came with a couple of flashlights, but there was no need.

The bar was lit up and jumping.

They parked in the parking lot and stared.

What had been falling apart was now alive.

Cowboys raced their trucks in the parking lot, squealing onto the street, and returning to do it all over again.

Men and women held drinks and talked in the shadows.

And did other things in the shadows.

Shelly saw one woman sitting on a man, her dress up and his dingus supporting her. She was crying and moaning and he was laughing and…biting her.

They stepped onto the porch and looked through the plate glass windows.

A row of drunkards at the bar. Biker’s playing pool. The old man behind the bar wasn’t so old now, and he poured drinks and laughed with the customers.

“This isn’t how it was!” Rod whispered. “It was barely functioning. It was just a couple of dozen people crying in their beers, the bikers, and…it wasn’t like this.

Shelly glanced at him, then took his hand and tugged him through the swinging doors.

It was the same place, Rod knew that, but it was livelier. More bikers, more drunks, and the barkeep, his eyes weren’t so rheumy as bloodshot.

“Hey! Look who’s back!” somebody shouted.

“Hey, Rod!”

“How you doin’, buddy?”

People waved from tables, everybody knew his name.

Rod and Shelly went to the bar, and two bourbon and Cokes were waiting for them. The bartender quipped, “Took you long enough, sweetie.” Then he laughed.

Sweetie. He had called Rod a girl.

Then, through a momentary part in the crowd, Rod saw her.

Delphina.

In her black robe that looked like it had just been rained on. At that corner booth. Her flesh so white and perfect. Her eyes dark like a coal mine at midnight, her lips blood red and holding a smirking smile that made fun of him.

“There she is.”

But Shelly had grabbed her drink and was chugging it.

Rod had a feeling the bartender was going to refill her drink. He was already heading back down the bar towards them.

“Shelly, come on,” he wanted to leave. He was suddenly scared.

She shook his hand off and waited for the old man who wasn’t old anymore to fill her glass.

“Shelly?”

She ignored him.

“She’s with me tonight,” said a big biker, moving in from the side.

“What?”

Rod turned, and suddenly three big bikers were standing around him.

“She’s with me, and I’m going to show her my dick, maybe let her sit on it. But we ain’t going to bite her, ‘cept a little. She ain’t like you, Rod. She don’t need to change.”

Another biker, with bloodshot eyes and a putrid smell coming from his beard, “Dellie wants to see you.”

“Dellie?”

“Don’t be dumb, man. Come on.”

“Get your hands off my wife!”

But two bikers just picked him up by the arms and carried him away.

He looked over his shoulder and the third biker had his hands on his wife’s tits, and he was nuzzling his beard into her neck.

“Stop!”

But the bikers just gave him a shake, and he felt his body quiver, and his boobs jiggle.

It was happening faster now. Here, in the bar, where it had all started, he was changing faster.

His boobs were growing, pushing out against the now inadequate bra he had had to wear.

His groin hurt, like he was being kicked, slowly, in the balls. And he had the sudden image that his balls were getting smaller, cringing from whatever kick they had received, were receiving.

Through the crowd they went, dancers moving to the sides, men with frothy beers chuckling, somebody pinching his ass.

They put him on the floor in front of the booth.

Rod stood stupidly and stared.

Delphina sat and watched him. Amused.

“Hello, Rod. How’s it hanging?”

She laughed without moving her face. He felt the laughter cutting into him, cutting him into little pieces.

“What have you done?”

“Where have you been? Don’t you like me?”

Like her?

“Like you? What have you done to me?”

“Nothing you didn’t want.”

“Everything is crazy. Nothing makes sense.”

Rod found himself sitting on the edge of the bench, and his mind was changing.

After all, it wasn’t so bad being a woman. Was it?

“Slide over, honey, let’s get friendly.”

He slid, even as he tried to grab the table and push away.

She turned and examined him. She put a hand to his forehead and felt, as if she was checking for fever. She took his shirt in her hand and ripped it off.

But how could she be that strong?

She tossed his shirt away.

He sat, a man no longer, in a bra. his long hair was flooding over his shoulders.

“What are you doing?” he asked, he begged.

She smiled and parted her robe.

He saw her breasts, pale cones, quite full with large, quivering nipples.

Quivering nipples? How could nipples quiver?

And an upside down cross hanging between them, silvery, shiny, glistening.

She took his hand and brought it to her breast.

He felt her nipples, yes, quivering with excitement.

Her nipples wanted him.

He looked around desperately for Shelly.

But she was at the bottom of a heap of throbbing, pulsing, humping biker bodies.

“Rod,” Delphina pulled his chin around so he was looking at her. “You need a drink.”

“No!”

But the bartender, that young man who would someday be bald and watery-eyed, was placing a beer on the table, pushing it across to Delphina.

Delphina  reached between her ampleness and touched the upside down cross. She brought it into the light.

Upside down with a sharp tip.

She poked her finger, and a single drop descended as if in slow motion, plopped into the amber liquid, caused red swirls and a tiny, circular wave.

“I’d tell you to stir it with your dick,” she said, “But you don’t seem to have one, anymore.”

Rod reached into his pants. Nothing. Well, not nothing. There was a slit in his mons, and the slit had two lips.

Labia.

His mind was shrieking, and he wanted to run out screaming, but she held him there. Held him with the promise of her breasts, and her lips, and a beer laced with a drop of her blood.

He stared at her, tried not to move his hand out to the beer.

She smiled that lazy smile. “Oh, dear. Rod is protesting. Dear Rod. I think it is time you understood something.”

“Wha…what?”

She pricked his finger.

The blood of her on the tip of the upside down cross mixing with the blood of him.

Riots of parties lanced through his awareness.

Visions of wars and people drinking blood from skulls.

Dark eyes, darker than the whole, damned coal mine, staring at him at…at…it was almost midnight.

“Now, drink,” she soothed.

His hand, now not his own, closed on the glass, felt the cold of the freezer on the glass, felt the iciness of the beer, sliding down his throat and waking him up, heating him up, changing him, making him into something, somebody, who would like to party.

He quaffed the beer, stared at the smiling Delphina, who reached for him.

Reached for his breasts, kissed his mouth, felt his…his pussy.

He lost himself in the sensations of being penetrated like a woman.

Her finger shook him. It was like a jackhammer being burrowed into his guts, and it was all sexual. He moaned, and his breasts quivered, and he wanted more.

Delphina let him go then, and hands pulled him from the booth.

Big, greasy hands. And dirty, putrid smelling beards nuzzled into him, onto his lips, over his tits, chewed at his throbbing pussy.

“He tried to yell, ‘NO!’

But it came out, ‘YES!’

Then he was being passed around, bent over, his mouth stuffed with stinky meat, his lips and tits bruised by the biting mouths of bikers and gap toothed women. The bartender pouring beer on him to cool him off, and to the side…to the side…Shelly. Shrieking as she was ganged, and bitten, and chewed alive.

And…he…loved…it.

Rod awoke, a spreading of awareness that sickened him. His eyes fluttering, and he knew where he was. What had been done to him. What he had done.

“Shelly?” he croaked, his voice lonely in the bar that now looked like it had been torn apart by party animals. “Shelly?”

He heard the sound of sobs, and he crawled across the floor, through the broken glass and the torn carpet and the debris.

She was lying, disheveled, her clothes gone, bite marks on her beautiful skin. Her eyes were wide and large tears poured from them.

“Rod…Rod!”

She fell onto him, hugged him, crying and wanting surcease from the memories of the night before, of being violated, and eaten alive, only to be eaten again and again.

And he even remembered himself doing some of the eating!

He held her for a while, then he searched for bits of clothing and got her covered, himself covered.

He led her from the bar to their truck.

The sheriff was there, leaning against his vehicle. He was chewing on a toothpick, his heavy jowls moving around.

“Told ya,” he said. Though he had not told them anything, except to move along.

Maybe they should have listened to him.

Rod was now completely a woman. His breasts were huge, and there was no trace of his cock, except for the swollen clitoris above his moist slit.

Rod got into the car and found that his feet no longer reached the peddles. He adjusted the seat and, under the amused expression of the sheriff, drove away.

Shelly cried for days. Every time she looked at Rod she cried.

She was unmarked, except for the faint shadow of bite marks, and they were fading.

But her mind was marked forever.

And she knew they had bitten her, but she had not drunk the blood dropped beer.

There was no change occurring with her. She was Shelly, a woman, a human being.

Be it a human being with horrific memories.

But Rod had drunk the beer, and his bite marks were deeper, and slower to fade.

They wanted him.

Correction. They wanted her.

“They have more men than women, they need women.”

“But not just anybody can be a woman,” she remarked, her voice choking up.

“No. Apparently…I’m special.”

“Oh, Rod!” She hugged him, and she was afraid for him, and she was afraid of him.

He was changing, he was invited to the party, just for one night, and she wasn’t.

She could go to the party again, and suffer the memories, which meant she couldn’t go.

No party was worth memories like those.

But, as time passed, she recovered. She moved away from those memories, tried to close her mind to them, and though she would have years of nightmares, and was fairly successful.

After all, she hadn’t been invited.

But Rod was now a woman.

His driver’s license hadn’t changed, and never would, and he would need protection fro those who would prey on lonely girls.

Shelly couldn’t protect him. She could barely function herself.

But Delphina could.

She could let him in, protect him, and he would be…like them.

As the days passed he gave up dressing like a man. He put on the lingerie, learned about make up, and walked like a woman.

He had sexual hungers.

He wanted sex, and not just from one sex or the other. He wanted to be made love to by both men and women.

He was horny all the time, and he said so.

“Shelly?” he would say, when they were alone int he big bed, which was now bigger because he was smaller.

She still loved him, and she would take him in her arms and make love to him.

A desperate kind of love.

A love tinged with hopelessness, for they knew their time together was ending.

Rod gave up his work at the warehouse.

He couldn’t go in as a woman, and he called the company and told them he quit.

They, quite nicely, sent him vacation pay, bonus pay, and severance.

It was generous, and he knew it was the long influence of Delphina working for him, changing the world to accommodate his new status.

He turned the money over to Shelly, and they cried all night over the check.

He was going to have to leave.

He was going to have to go to the party, to the bar, to his own people.

“When are you leaving,” Shelly’s eyes were bloodshot. She had been crying again.

“I don’t know. Pretty soon.”

They were in the kitchen, Shelly at the table, Rod staring out the window.

Shelly had coffee in front of her, but she wasn’t drinking it.

Rod wasn’t drinking coffee. Or eating breakfast. Or eating much of anything.

His nourishment came in the form of bites, and he was getting hungry.

But he wasn’t going to stay and feed on Shelly.

There was still a part of him that loved her.

He turned and smiled a wan smile. “You look very lovely.”

She just shook her head.

“What are you going to do when I leave?”

Again, she shook her head.

Then she was in his arms, her arms, two women one of them sobbing, the other wishing she could sob.

And he made love to her a final time, and he managed not to bite her, though he really wanted to.

But she hadn’t been invited.

He left one night. Just kissed her good bye, and went out to his truck and drove away.

She knew, and she cried, but it was for the best.

He drove through the night. He preferred night to day—day tended to hurt his eyes now.

He drove for two hours and turned into the parking lot.

Cars racing, men and women fucking in the shadows, drunks singing lewd songs and jacking off.

He stepped into the bar and the riot, if anything, increased.

Women throwing off clothes, presenting their limbs and torsos and even their faces for biting.

Large bikers swearing, hoisting naked women onto their over large dicks.

Music: Welcome to the jungle, we got fun and games. Guns and Roses.

He, now she, walked across the bar, through the melee, the mayhem, the carnage.

She was waiting for Rod, a cold beer in front of her, the upside down cross in her hand. A quick jab and the blood spread through the amber liquid, transformed it into a drink more potent that the blood of a saint.

For this was a saint of a different order. An unholy saint.

Rod sat down and slid across the bench towards her.

She parted her robe and Rod reached in, burning her hand on Dephina’s nipple, loving it.

One hand on her tit, his pussy hot and steaming, the other hand reached for the bloody beer.

Rod quaffed it, felt the unholy juice course down her throat, burn her innards, wake her up to the possibilities of the party.

She placed the beer on the table and turned to Delphina.

Delphina, who waited in a coal mine for her.

And Rod asked the one question that suddenly came to her mind.

“You said only one night.”

Delphina smiled that smile, laughed, and said, “I lied.”

Then she was pulling Rod to her breast. Loving her, as she would for the rest of time.


Epilogue

It’s just a shack, a broken down relic of humanity on a lonely, forgotten road, but what goes on inside is not human.

It is a party, complete with blood swilling demons.

Some of the demons are in the form of men. Big, dirty bikers, grease on their throat stomping boots, the smell of putrefaction on their leathers and colors.

Some of the demons are women. They look gap toothed, and old, until the hour gets late, then the teeth become fangs and their breasts are ripe for milking.

But the milk is blood.

And though she is late to the party, Rod is there. She’s there under the bodies, suffering the bites, and enjoying every bit of pain as if it was sexual.

And it is.

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


Feminized Against His Will!

A super steamy sex change story!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What are you going to be tonight?”

“Well, I was really thinking about being human.”

“Human? Gak! How boring!”

I’m in love with Amy. She is a knock out five foot four with long blonde hair and eyes that are true blue and filled with humor. And it doesn’t hurt that she’s got the body of a stripper. Big boobs that she likes to flaunt, and especially likes to have sucked. A tight waist you can put your arms around and hug, and the finest ass this side of Assland.

Her only real problem is that she’s a freak.

“Look, you can be an elephant again. You remember how nice it was to have a big dick?”

I waggled my head and tried to shrug.

“Or…I’ve got it, you could be a mule. Mules don’t cum easy, and you could get so horny…”

“And frustrated. Have you ever thought about normal sex? Like man to woman stuff?”

“Bor-ing! I’ve got it, we could put you together with a bunny and a donkey. You’d be frustrated and fuck like a jackhammer. God! I can just feel that big dick going manic in me!”

She pretended to swoon and fall, ‘accidentally’ grabbing my package and squeezing.

“Oh, fuck!” I wheezed. She’s a healthy squeezer, and my balls went ‘ow’ in the most pleasurable way. Heck, made me almost swoon.

“Well, you think about it. Jack and Jenny are going to be here in ten, and they aren’t going to want to be waiting around while you dither and talk about being human.”

I sighed, and gratefully accepted the bourbon and Coke Amy had fixed me. I sipped and thought.

We were going to’The Animal House.’ In the night club part of the place they had pictures of John Belushi, but that’s where it ended. The Animal House’s claim to fame was that it was the first Scrotal Re-imagining business in town.

What is Scrotal Reimagining?

It’s more than imagining, friend. You get a shot and you can have the sex organs of any animal you want, adapted to human proportion, more or less, of course.

One week I had had the dick of an elephant, a thick, stodgy thing that Amy had had a rough time getting into her pussy.

Another week she talked me into an Argentine bluebird duck’s penis. That was a corkscrew thing that she loved. We went round and round on that one, pardon the pun.

My worst week was the zebra penis. It was just hairy and striped  and…and weird. One wouldn’t think that a zebra penis would have that effect, but that’s the thing, it all sounds fine, then you get some animal penis, or even hybrid, and the sensation is not what you think it’s going to be.

And, by the way, did I mention that these shots The Animal House gives are only for men?

That’s right, the men put their peenies on the line and the women get all the fun.

Well, it is sort of fun to cum as much as an elephant, if you know what I mean.

“Jack and Jenny are here!” Amy called.

Jack and Jenny, fellow freaks. We loved ‘em like brothers, sexual brothers, and I had even had Jenny when I had the sex organs of a lion. She’s a cat person, Jack didn’t mind, and, well, when a cat gets horny…you know?

I heard the car doors slam, then the front door open.

“Olly? Where are you, bro?”

“Kitchen.”

Jack came in, slapped knuckles with me, and headed for the bourbon. Jenny gave me a kiss, with lots of tongue and giggles, and plopped down in front of me.

“What are you going to be, Olly? Jack wants to be a monkey. He wants to climb all over me and give me some of that monkey love.”

Jack came back with four drinks and placed them on the table. “Think it’ll reduce my body size much?”

“With your luck you’ll end up with a gorilla dick, and a few extra muscles.”

He laughed. “I wouldn’t just climb her tree then, I’d be pulling the limbs off.”

“Here’s to having my fruit plucked,” Jenny hoisted a toast.

We all sipped, Amy came in and picked up her glass and caught up. Then: “Olly just wants to be human.”

“What?”

“Bor-ing!

“Told you so,” Amy grinned at me and sipped some more.

“Yeah, well, one of these days you’ll get a shot, and after a couple of hours you won’t change back. You’ll be stuck with a shrubby, little thing that doesn’t squirt more than a drop.

Jack, shrugging: “Or a Whale of a dick that never quits.”

“Geez,” I shook my head.

Jenny asked, “You haven’t picked out a penis? Really?”

“Well, after that zebra thing last week,” I gave a mock shiver.

“I thought it was fun,” chimed in Amy. “You couldn’t figure out whether you were cumming or going.”

We all chuckled. Me only a little.

“I’ve got an idea,” Jenny blurted. “Why don’t we pick for him?”

Three faces looked at me. Excited faces with gleaming eyes. Wide, snorting nostrils. Happy, happy, happy.

“Wait a minute, I don’t think—“

“Let’s each write out our idea,” said Jack. “Then we’ll put them in my pocket. I’ll hand one of the slips of paper to the order taker, I won’t look at it, then we get to guess what animal his dick is.”

“No…I don’t—“

“We can bet on it.”

“It’s not a good i—“

“The winner gets two for one.”

We all looked at my devious, little wife.

“If Jenny wins she gets Jack and Olly. Anything she wants, for a night. If Jack wins he gets Jenny and me.”

“And if Amy wins,” blurted Jenny, “she gets Jack and Olly.”

“I…I…” I was thinking. Man, would I love to have Amy and Jenny working on my hog. My ‘human’ hog.

“What?”

“Well, you guys can win, but I don’t see any scenario where I win.”

“You get to be part of the orgies,” pointed out Amy.

“Yeah, but I don’t get to be the recipient of the orgy.”

Jack shrugged. “He’s got a point.”

“A pointy head,” said Amy, making a face.

Jenny came to the rescue. “Well, how about if nobody guesses right you get the works? Would that satisfy you?”

“Well, I guess. I think.”

“Well, okay. I’ll drink to that!” Amy grinned.

And we all did. Drink to that, that is.

The Animal House is in a big warehouse. It’s got a bar on one side of the room, a big bar with every concoction known to man, and the other side has lots of booths and tables. There is a huge dance floor in the middle. Upstairs are bunch of little rooms. Rooms just big enough for a bed and a bottle of lube. A BIG bottle of lube.

We walked into the entrance and stood in line in the foyer. Well, we sat in line. Place is filled with chairs and the women sit around and wait while the men are called in for their shots.

We sat, and chatted with each other and a few of the people waiting, and the line moved.

“Olly Smith?” A big busted nurse in sexy lingerie called out my name, and I hopped up and trotted over to her. I already had a boner, most of the guys did in that room, and it was easy to see because we had checked our clothes at the door.

“Nice,” she looked down at my bouncing dong, then up to my face, “You ready for your Reimagining?”

Suddenly Jack was at my side. He extended a fist and dropped a wadded up piece of paper into her hand.

“Surprise night,” he explained.

The nurse showed her teeth. “Ooh, kinky. I like that.” She looked at the piece of paper, said, “Wow.” Then she looked at me and grinned. “I mean, like really, wow! You’re going to have fun!”

Jack slapped me on the back and I followed the nurse into the exam room.

An exam room in a nightclub. Isn’t that the kicks?

“Okay, Olly,” she clicked on a video camera. “You’ve read the rules, you agree not to sue in the event of misadventure, you don’t have any diseases, and you agree to full financial responsibility in the event that you get anybody pregnant.”

She read the conditions off quickly, a rote recitation, and I nodded and said yes for the camera. I had been tested for the month, and I had signed off on the big set of rules already. The 100 pages of legalese that nobody knows what is in them but who the fuck cares.

“Okay, Mr. Big Dick…” she always called every body Big Dick, or Stud, or Handsome. It was part of the corporate spiel, “…are you ready for the big time?”

“This is the part that hurts,” I agreed.

She turned to a cabinet and brought out a syringe.

A syringe, a long needle, expressly for injection straight into the cock. I mean, it didn’t really hurt. She swabbed on a temporary numbing agent, good for five minutes, then injected the Reimaging goop into me.

But it was a needle! And my cock! Even if it only hurt in my mind…it hurt!

“Oh, you big, baby,” she giggled, noticing how my eyes squinched. Then: “Just shut your eyes, you won’t even know it when I inject you.

“I closed my eyes, my dick was numb, and she said, “Oh, hold it for a minute. Just a second.”

So I waited a second, and suddenly she said, “There. All done.”

I looked at her. I looked down. She had given me the shot and I hadn’t felt a thing. “Well, what do you know.”

“Okay, Super Stud, give ‘em hell.” She slapped me on the ass and shoved me back towards the door.

I walked out, feeling no different, but aware that things were about to pop. As we walked into the main room I heard the nurse say, “John Roberts?”

We sauntered across the floor, four beautiful and healthy people. Jack and I were sporting the big ones, and our girls had four big ones. We laughed and joked and headed for a booth. A minute later we were sipping bourbon and Coke and waiting for the shot to take effect.

We sat and sipped, and, the cool thing, the booth table had a glass top. We could watch anything that happened to my dick.

And there was no telling what was going to happen.

Men have had a bad case of shrinkage, or of expansion. Balls have swollen up, or dwindled to marbles. There have been color changes, and everything from hair to scales. And when the first changes started we would all be staring through the glass, looking at my manhood like it was a joyous lab experiment. Which, in a way, it was.

So we sat there, imbibing, and I felt a wave of dizziness.

“You okay, Olly?”

“Just dizzy.”

We grinned. Dizziness was a good sign.

“Oh, shit, look!”

Jenny tapped on the glass.

My balls were shrinking. And my dick was becoming longer.

“Where’re his balls going?”

“I don’t know.”

“Crap, he must be eight inches now!”

“But it looks sort of squooshy.”

And it was squooshy.

I reached down and felt it, and it was soft and bendable.

“Not going to be a problem,” I announced. “This squishy it’ll be like fucking a sponge.”

“Whoa! Look at the colors!”

Little bumps broke out, red and yellow. I touched one and gave a shiver. “Sensitive.” I said.

“Come on, standup! Sit on the table and let us look!”

I slid out from under the glass top and my dick sprouted out. It was an easy 12 inches, and still growing, but it was obviously lacking in density.

“What the fuck kind of animal is this?” asked Amy, fascinated by the way my dick surged and wiggled.

I lay on the table and scooted back so everybody could reach between my legs.

“Wow! This is soft!” Jenny squeezed my cock and it shrunk easily, just a wet sponge.

“Those balls are gone. Look how smooth he is!”

I just had that big, red and yellow dick. My skin was otherwise smooth.

“Amy ducked her head down and yelped, “First suck!”

She stuffed the big head into her mouth, and it adapted,  got smaller, that spongelike texture again. She began squeezing the shaft and stroking it.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered. The sensations were about twice what a normal human’s sensations would be. I could feel my buns starting to squeeze rhythmically.

“I get his nipples!” Stated Jenny, and she started to suck on my nips. Interestingly, my nipples were growing bigger, and they had this red and orange color, and they were super extra sensitive.

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered.

“I get his asshole,” Jack said, laughing evilly.

“No, not my—ACK!”

Too late, he already had a finger up my bum. He started wiggling it around, and I almost squirmed off the table.

Around us, other people were starting to sit on tables, or being stood up and examined. Cocks everywhere were growing bigger, emitting pleasant odors, changing colors, and doing all sorts of things that human cocks could never do.

“I need to fuck this!” begged Amy.

“Let’s get him up to a room.”

A room, yeah, I was dizzy with the pleasure shooting through me. I wanted to go somewhere where I could let the pleasure explode.

Mouths and fingers let me go and I was helped off the table. I stood on the floor, my dick now 26 inches long and sticking straight out. It wasn’t dense, it was spongey, and it didn’t have enough weight to bend down.

Amy got under one arm and held my dick with one hand. I was having trouble walking, it was like a super drunk, and Jenny got under my other arm. Jack brought the drinks and we staggered towards the back stairs.

I wobbled, and Amy kept stroking my gigantic dick. With each stroke it felt like my whole body was a sex organ being stroked.

“What the fuck am I?” I asked.

There were no guesses, and Jack chuckled. “I think I won.”

“Yep,” said Amy. “You win the prize, a pair of horny babes…if we survive this night.”

“That’s my man,” quipped Jenny.

“Then I asked, “What’d Jack turn into?”

We were walking up the stairs and we all stopped and looked at Jack’s crotch. My change had been so weird that nobody had noticed that his pecker was as big as an elephant’s and as long as a whale’s.

“Fuck!” whispered Jenny. “You’re too big! I won’t be able to get you in.”

He looked a little sad.

“We can jack him off,” offered Amy.

“Sure, but…don’t you wish…” she eyed his pecker wistfully. Then she asked, “What did you ask for?”

“A blue whale. They have 8 foot penises, and I figured it would be big, but not this big.”

Well, it was, so we continued on up to the room we had rented.

They let me fall on the bed and I rolled over. My penis wavered, threatened to bend, but managed to stay upright.

“I’m going to have to have help if I want to sit on it.”

Jack and Jenny grabbed my penis in their hands and held it steady. Amy stood over me and started to descend. She shoved cock into her pussy, and Jack and Jenny lowered their grips, and my giant appendage slowly entered her wondrous sex cavity.

“Fuck!” I whimpered. “It feels…it feels…”

“Good, I know,” said Amy, a bit breathlessly. She began to go up and down, and it was difficult at first. I was squooshy, she was tight, and it had to get smaller as it entered, but got larger as it came out.

Still, it was dick, and Amy started to breath harder.

And, wonder of wonders, my dick started to get harder. The more I fucked the harder it got.

Soon Amy was standing up and just lowering herself six inches or so.

“I can’t take it all,” she complained.

I didn’t care. The head was getting all squooshed, and the sensations were amazing, and I was getting close.

“He’s going to squirt,” observed Jenny.

“Let him squirt,” muttered Amy, sounding a bit disappointed. “He’s either too soft, or too hard, and I’m either getting no sensation, or it hurts.”

“Let me try?”

She almost shoved Amy off my dick and stood over me.

Oh, God. I was in heaven. Two beautiful women fighting over who got to fuck me, my apparatus ten times more sensitive, and then, to complicate matters Jack shoved his fingers into my butt again.

“AHH!” I screamed, pleasure exploding through my anus.

“Look,” said Jack, “I can fist him!”

Sure enough, he had drilled me with his fingers, and gone right into me. I had his whole hand firmly exploring my rectum.

I whimpered and whined and started to jerk.

Jenny rose and fell, taking as much as she could. Even Amy, though disappointed, was stroking my shaft. I could feel myself building rapidly towards a climax.

Then Jenny orgasmed, she began to shake and pull her tits and Amy had to get up and make sure she didn’t fall over, with my dick in her. My dick was now so hard I was afraid it would break.

“Oh, God!” mumbled Jenny, shaken and shaking. Amy helped her off the bed and she sat down.

“Wow,” said Amy, “I’m not getting back on that thing.”

I was bucking and humping, Jack’s fist was doing strange things to my butthole, and I begged, “Get me off! Please!”

“I guess we better.”

Amy giggled. “Maybe we should leave him like this.”

They all laughed, and I began to cry. I was so close, it was so excruciating.

“Better get him off,” said Jack. “It looks like it hurts.”

“It…it does!” I agreed.

“Oh, very well.”

The girls grabbed my cock then, and they began to stroke. Up and down, and the veins were so hard I could feel the blood being pushed and extra pulsed because of their hand motion.

“Fuck…yeah!”

The veins stood out even larger, then my shaft began to throb, to pulse, and I felt the beginnings of…something…somewhere.

Amy must have realized at the same time: “He’s got no balls. Where’s the sperm gonna come from?”

“Don’t care! Don’t care!” I could hardly talk. Then it happened. I felt as if I was in a giant ocean, and the water was warm and golden, and I felt forever. It was truly the most beautiful and satisfying cum I had ever had.

“Thar she blows,” quipped Jack.

I shot semen out of the end of my giant, rock hard cock. Not just a spurt or ten, but a stream, like I was a giant water gun.

Amy jumped back, but Jenny held on, and she managed to aim my cock. A thick squirt of semen splattered over Amy and Jack. Laughing, they tried to avoid, but there was just too much, and slowly, slowly, my dick started to deflate.

The semen hadn’t been in my balls, it had been in my cock! It had filled up the spongy tissue and now it was squirting it out.

My dick became softer and more bendable. Jenny got up on the bed and held it and gripped the base and pulled her hand up the shaft. More squirt was forced out.

And, finally, It was empty. It just lay there, a spongy dick, big, but almost like an empty coat. The last bit of sperm leaked out, and Jenny let go. My dick flopped on me and I lay there, exhausted. I was still feeling the effects of the golden ocean, but I had no more desire. I had never been more truly sated in my life.

“Heysoos,” laughed Amy. “I’ve never seen so much cum in my life.

Jack pulled his hand out of my asshole and wiped it off.

“Crap, I hate to say it, but I’m glad that wasn’t me.”

“What’s the matter, lover?” Jenny turned and grabbed his over-sized dong.

“Me, too!” Amy moved over and began sucking his nipples.

Done with me, the girls hadn’t had their orgasms, and Jack certainly hadn’t had his.

They literally pushed me off the bed, and I fell on the floor, and was so happy and dazed that I just didn’t care. Then they were on the bed, growling and whining and making disgustingly wet sounds. I lay there, and slowly drifted off.

“Hello, Olly.”

I was in a room somewhere, but the walls were so far away I could not see them, and I was suspended, as if in a briny liquid, between the floor and the ceiling, which were so far away I could not see them.

“Wake up, Olly.”

I didn’t want to wake. I wanted to keep slumbering, but there was something happening. Something dire, which was wiring me up. I opened my eyes.

There was no light, just a blue substance, that I could see through. Like I could see through air, but…blue-ish/greenish.

“Wake up, Olly.”

“Doan wanna,” I whispered, trying to see who was talking to me, but the voice seemed to come from everywhere.

“Wake up, Olly.”

I turned slowly in the blue light, searching, searching…”Where are you?”

“Right here.”

I turned, and there was a big pair of eyes right behind me. Big, unwinking fish eyes. Watching me. Gauging me. Seeing right through me.

“What…what…”

“You’ve gone too far, Olly.”

“What do you mean?”

“Being a man wasn’t enough. You had to mess with me, and with my DNA. You realize that my DNA is one of the oldest on earth?”

“So…who cares…I want to go back…”

“You are going back, Olly, but you’ve gone too far, and things aren’t going to be the same.”

“I don’t understand! What are you…I don’t—“

“I’m in your DNA, and things are about to happen. Are you ready for things to happen?”

“I just want to wake up and…and…”

“And what? Forget me?”

“Yeah. Forget you.”

“Too late, Olly. Much too late.”

Then the eyes winked out, I felt an earthquake, and the blue began to move. Like air becomes a hurricane, except this was…it was water! And it was spinning, like a cyclone, like a waterspout, and I began to move through the blue substance.

I wanted to scream. I was scared. This was too weird, and I wanted it to end. I wanted to wake up. I wanted…

I was thrust into my body. I jerked and tried to figure out where I. was.

Oh. The Animal House.

My weird dick. Cumming. The girls. Jack had…had he really fisted me?

But the memories were true, then…

“Wake up, Olly.”

Earthquake. Oh, I was being shaken.

“Honey, it’s late, time to go.”

“I stirred, tried to move. I was stuck between the bed and the wall. I tried to turn over.

“That’s a boy, come on.”

“Come on, Olly,” Jack said. I managed to look over my shoulder. He was standing at the door, Jenny was half leaning on him. He looked sated, and his dick was limp. Man, he must have really fucked…two women. And one of them was my wife. Fuck!

“Come on, Jack. Wake up,” Jenny murmured, holding on to Jack’s arm.

I groaned and pushed up, and Amy helped me. In a second I was on my hands and knees, and something felt strange, off, weird.

I placed a hand on the bed, put some oof into it, and stood up. I turned around.

Amy’s face dropped, her mouth opened and her eyes widened.

Then Jack straightened up. “Oh, fuck…what the hell…”

Jenny actual pointed at me and gave a small scream.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. I was dazed and confused, nothing made sense.

“Olly!” I looked at me wife, and she was pointing at my groin.

I staggered a bit, couldn’t understand, and I bent over, which almost made me fall, and looked to where she was pointing.

My crotch was bald except for a little slit. No hair, no balls, no dick. Not the big weird dick, or my normal dick.

I was…dickless. And ball-less. And…bald like a baby down there.

Confused, not understanding, I looked around. Amy saw it at the same time as I did, and now she screamed.

There, on the floor, under where I had been laying, was a penis.

My penis. My real penis.

Jenny fainted. Jack made a strangling sound of total panic.

I bent over, not understanding, and picked up the penis.

Yep, it was mine. I recognized the shape, the heft, the way the veins ran along it, the red skull, through which I had spurted so many gallons of…of…I fell back on the bed.


PART TWO

The exit from the club was a nightmare, I felt like I was in a five alarm fire, people screaming and carrying on. Yet we were simply walking out, and only a few people noticed and stared.

I was a man with…with nothing down there.

I mean, I had a slit, but it didn’t look like a vagina. Yet. Like it was still forming.

And the level of noise in the club was actually much reduced, but my senses were screaming, become a blackboard for God’s giant fingernail.

We entered the changing room and picked up our clothes, and that was when I realized I was smaller.

Normally I’m five foot nine, an average size. Now I was about five foot six. I had lost three inches.

And I was more slender. Normally I was about 170 pounds. Now I felt like my waist was being compressed, and I was probably 140 pounds.

Jack was taller and heavier than me, and I was only a little taller and heavier than Amy and Jenny.

“Hey! Hey!” Jack pounded on the window of the office, but apparently the people were out on the front door.

We approached the front entrance. It was locked, and a big, huge guy was letting people out.

“Hey,” Jack said. “Our friend lost his dick.”

“Yeah, sure. Parties over. Time to go home and sleep it off.”

Yeah, sure, sleep it off. Sleep off the disappearance of my dick.

We staggered out onto the street. It was almost dawn, there were no people except for the few trickling out of the club, and a light fog was wisping through the streets. We entered a big parking lot and found our car. Jack’s car. We climbed in, and I felt so weird.

“My clothes grew,” I muttered.

Amy was holding on to me. “Crap, he’s shrinking!”

Jack drove, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. “Let’s take him to a hospital.”

“That’ll cost too much,” I was logical, but I wasn’t really thinking straight. If I had been thinking straight I would have driven right into a hospital, jumped out of my wrecked car and screamed that I wanted an operation.

Instead, I just gave a little shiver, and wondered if my slit was all right.

Amy told them to drive us home, so they did, and we decided on going to the doctor the very next day.

“It’s just a side effect,” Jenny tried to convince us. “You’ll be back to normal tomorrow.”

“Yeah.” I kept wanting to sleep.

Five minutes later we heard Jack ’s car roar away as we entered our house.

I walked into the bedroom and collapsed on the bed.

Amy pulled my over-sized pants and shirt off. She was afraid to touch my underpants; she was afraid to look at my groin. I grunted and wrapped myself in blankets. I wasn’t thinking, I just wanted to go to sleep.

Snore.

And, thank God, I had no weird dreams of eyeballs in a different universe.

Sunlight flooded the room and I blinked. We had never closed the drapes, just came home and went to sleep.

I was alone. I could hear Amy talking on her phone in the living room. She was speaking in a low voice, but my hearing seemed incredibly sharper.

I grinned. I remembered the nightmare I had had the night before. I had dreamed my dick had fallen off, and that I was shrinking. What a weird dream.

Then I remembered it not as a dream, but as a disjointed, freakish memory.

I sat up, and froze. I had long, dark hair. Which was fine, except it had been short the night before.

And…my chest. I pulled covers off and looked down. Boobs. Oh, my fucking God! I had breasts! Tits! Bazookas! They were big, and they stuck out. And they had big nipples on them. My areolas were twice as large as they had been, and the nipples were as big as the tip of my little finger. Stiff, erect, with a buzz of feeling about them, a little sexual electricity emanating from them.

Yet I wasn’t shocked.

Well, I was, but I wasn’t incapacitated by shock. I was just stunning, and felt like I was in another world.

I slid out from under the covers and stood up. I was shorter. I was maybe five foot two, and I saw myself in the mirror.

I was a brunette fox. My hair was a tangle, but I had a stacked body with round hips and the thinnest waist. I looked at my face. I could still see my features, but they were softer. My jaw was founder and my lips were plump and curvy. My eyes seemed bigger in my face. They were still my eyes, but they had more luster, and right now they were so wide they showed an acre of white.

I moved towards the doorway. I was off balance, and I realized it was my big tits over balancing me. I grabbed the door frame and walked down the hall, my hands out and touching the walls, helping me balance.

“I don’t know what happened…no. He’s not awake yet. But I’m sure it was all a dream. No…it couldn’t have happened. Olly is not—“

I stepped into the arch and stared at Amy. She was talking on the phone, and she stopped. Her eyes went wide, she gave a kind of squeaky yelp, then she just collapsed on the sofa.

“Amy! Amy!” I heard the little voice, it was Jenny, on the phone.

I went to the phone and picked it up.

“Amy?”

“Jenny?” And I almost jumped My voice was higher pitched, like a girl’s.

“Who is this?”

“Jenny, this is Olly, and something happened to me.”

“Oh, my God! Olly? Is it really you?”

“I’ve changed. My hair grew, and I’ve got breasts.”

I looked down at my slit. It was no longer just a slit, it was a fully formed pussy. Complete with labia and clitoris.

“And I’ve got a vagina.”

“Olly! We’re coming over. Put Amy on the phone.”

“Amy fainted. I have to help her.”

I looked around, nothing made sense, and I realized I should get some water for my wife.

Funny. I was the one who had somehow changed from a man into a woman, and she was the one who had fainted.

“Olly?”

I hung up the phone, staggered into the kitchen and poured a glass of water. I returned to the living room and stared down at my wife.

She was wearing a bathrobe. Laying sideways on the couch.

I put the water on the coffee table and sat down on the edge of the couch. “Amy?” I patted her arm.

She stirred. “Oh.” Then her eyes blinked open as memories rushed in. She gave another one of those fainting squeaks, but she didn’t faint. She sat up and looked at me. She looked at me like I was a different person. A stranger.

I sniffled. “Amy? It’s me. It’s Olly.”

“Olly?” She sounded sort of frantic.

“Here’s some water,” I handed her the glass.

She took it and sipped it, and watched me. Inspected me. Scrutinized me.

“Olly?”

“Something must have happened to me.”

She looked a little less frantic, but it was like she was half scared of me. “Do you remember last night?”

“I had a dream that I fucked everybody and then my dick grew big and fell off. Or something. Then I woke up and realized it wasn’t a dream, but it all feels like a dream.

“You…it wasn’t a dream. We went to The Animal House.”

“It’s not a dream,” I agreed, not sure what was happening. Then: “What are we going to do?”

“We need to call somebody. A doctor.”

“Jenny is coming over.”

“Oh.”

We were stunned, staring at each other, trying to figure out what to do. Then we heard Jack’s car pull into the driveway. A minute after that, or maybe just a few seconds, there was a knock at the door and it opened.

“Olly? Am—oh, my.”

Jenny was standing in front of Jack. She had stopped and he stumbled against her, knocked her forward, then they were both standing stock still and staring.

“Hi,” I said. I brushed hair out of my eyes.

“Oh, my God,” blurted Jack.

Jenny moved towards me. “Olly?”

“Yeah. It’s me. But my voice is so high.”

Jenny came to me and inspected me. “You’re a woman.”

Not a girl, or female, but a woman. A human being with breasts and reproductive organs and the features and characteristics of a woman.

“I know.”

Jack: “Amy? Are you all right?”

“Yeah. Yes. But…we don’t know what to do.”

“Yeah. I’m confused and she’s in shock.”

“Well, come on, let’s get you cleaned up. Jack, make them some breakfast.” To us. “You haven’t eaten, have you?”

Amy and I shook our heads.

“Jack, kitchen. I’ll get them showered and dressed.”

“You’ll get me dressed? I can dress myself.”

“Sure.”

Jenny took both our hands and led us to the back.

She put us into the shower, one at a time, then pulled us out and dried us off. Amy was starting to function a little bit, she moved with more authority. I was sort of gobsmacked. Jenny had to dry me off, and when it came time for clothes I was lost.

“What is this?” I asked.

“This is a bra.”

“What? Why?”

“Because you have tits.” She fastened the thing around me, then lifted the cups up and encased my breasts.

“It’s too tight.”

“We’ll have to get you a bigger one. For now, go with it.”

It was an unfamiliar feeling and I pulled at the straps and moved as if struggling.

“Here, put this on.” Jenny handed me a blouse.

A blouse, and that was weird. “The buttons are all mixed up.”

Jenny helped me.

Amy was already dressed and tying her shoes.

Jenny put me in a pair of shorts. No…it was a dress. No, it was… “What’s this?”

“They’re called culottes. It’s sort of a cross between shorts and a skirt.”

“Oh.” I looked at her, tilted my head, said, “Why am I wearing a skirt?”

“Because you’re too small for your man clothes.”

“Oh.” That made sense. How weird. Something that made sense in a world that made no sense.

I found myself sitting on the bed, wondering what was happening, and Jenny was sorting through shoes. “Don’t you have another pair of athletic shoes?”

“No.”

“Well, give me those, and you can wear flats.”

So Amy did.

Shortly she was wearing low shoes, and Jenny was tying white sneakers on my feet.

“Cool,” I said.

“He’s acting funny.”

“He said he’s in shock, and I think he is. Should we be calling him her?”

“Oh.”

They stared at me.

Amy stood up, “Well, whatever he or she is, we can’t have her walking around like this.” She picked up a hair brush and began untangling my newly long locks.

Jenny watched for a few seconds, then said, “Come out for breakfast when you’re done.”

“Okay.

Then Amy and I were alone. Her combing my hair, a trace of watery glint in the bottom of her eyes.

“So you went to The Animal House.”

The doctor was listening to my back through a stethoscope. Then he was listening to my front. And I felt weird, like he was in a place where he shouldn’t be. I moved away from him, but he was done and didn’t seem to notice. He made a note on his iPad and frowned. Then his fingers were skittering across the little gizmo.

Jack and Jenny were sitting to one side, and Amy was standing next to me, next to the exam table.

“So what happened?” asked Jenny.

“Hmm. I’m not sure…but…” he looked up at us, “what kind of animal did you choose for  your husb—Mr. Smith to be? To sexually be?”

We all traded glances. Surprisingly, we had not talked about that. Jenny looked at Jack, “Well?”

“It was a sea slug.”

“A what?” blurted Amy.

“A sea slug, official name is Chromodoris reticulata.”

“Why on Earth would you choose that?”

“I thought it would be cool. It has a big, dick, and I thought it might be slick and slimy.”

“You wanted it so disgusting that us girls wouldn’t fuck him. Then you would get all the fucking to yourself.”

The guilty look on Jack’s face indicated that Jenny had hit it right off. She hit his shoulder, but he didn’t say anything. He just looked away.

Meanwhile, the doctor had pulled up the Chromodoris reticulata, the sea slug, on his iPad.

“Ah, yes. Well, it says here that the sea slug mates, then his penis falls off.”

“You stupid!” hissed Jenny, hitting Jack again.

“The good news is that it grows back. Maybe even twice. But in between it is female.” He looked up at Olly. “Like you.”

“Then he’ll turn into a man again?”

“I wouldn’t go that far. I mean, anything is possible, but since Mr. Smith has already become a woman, that is pretty drastic…so…”

“So he might be stuck being a woman.”

“He might. I think the potion you, uh, that was injected into you, I think the DNA of the sea slug is much slower, so the second part of Mr Smith’s change, where he grows his penis back, I think that is happening at a very reduced rate.” He thought briefly, ten added, “if at all.”

“Woman,” I said. I looked down at my breasts. “Tits,” I said. I looked down at my vagina. “Pussy.”

“Yes, Olly,” said Amy, not knowing what else to say. “You have breasts and a vagina.”

“Like a woman. I’m a woman.”

Everybody was silent then. I stared at everybody. I felt like I had to break the ice, so I said, “Need to go shopping.”

I thought it was funny, but Amy started crying. Then Jenny. Jack just sat there and looked at the floor.

Amy and I went home, and Jack and Jenny hung out with us. They felt guilty, like they were part of the problem, but they weren’t. It was me. I was part of the problem. I was the problem.

“How you doing, Olly?”

Jack was sitting with me on the patio. He was drinking a beer. Amy had handed me a wine spritzer, and, you know? It wasn’t half bad!

“I’m okay. My thought processes are speeding up, but I’m still pretty lame up there.”

“I don’t wonder.”

Amy and Jenny were in the house. I think Amy was calling doctors.

“She should call a lawyer,” I said.

“Yeah, maybe. Probably won’t do you any good.”

“Probably not. They had us sign a book of lawyer shit.”

“Over a hundred pages of…of lawyer stuff.”

I stared down at my boobs. “These are big.”

“I’ll say.”

I glanced at Jack, and he had a gleam in his eye. And a bulge in his pants.

“I don’t want to Jack.”

He looked terribly abashed. “I’m sorry. I got you into this mess, now I’m a pervert.”

“It’s okay. You’re just thinking with your dick.”

Suddenly I blinked. I had been a man. I had thought with my dick, and now I understood what that really meant. I REALLY understood. I wasn’t just a girl who had been targeted and sort of understood how a man’s mind works, how his penis points and he stumbles lustfully after. I had been a man. I understood penis in the most intimate way.

I turned my head away from Jack, looked into the distance. “I don’t know if I’ll ever make love again.”

Jack said nothing.

Jack and Jenny finally went home, and it was sort of a relief. I wanted peace and quiet. I wanted to come to grips with this change. I wanted to just sit and feel my new body.

“I’ll fix dinner,” stated Amy. “You want anything special?”

“Whatever you have.”

“I’m just going to make a salad. Will that be enough?”

I nodded. “I’m not too hungry.”

She went into the kitchen and started chopping lettuce up.

I stood up and went to the bedroom.

I stared at myself in the mirror. Jack and Jenny had been so solicitous all afternoon that I hadn’t had time nor opportunity to look at myself.

I stared at my long hair. It was messy, tangled, but sexy in a way. Oddly, in an innocent way. As a woman I was a virgin.

I took off my blouse, fumbling with the backward buttons, and stared at the way my breasts bulged out. The bra really was uncomfortable.

I reached behind me and was surprised by a new flexibility and agility. I managed to unfasten the bra and I let it drop.

My boobs were big, and I hefted them. They felt good, and the nipples were tingling.

I wondered about sex.

I was a man, had been a man. Was I really a woman now? All the way? Was I going to…was the only way I could have sex…would I have to fuck a penis?

I started to cry, and that’s where Amy found me. Sobbing in front of the mirror. Looking at myself and the tears pouring down my cheeks.

Two days passed and I didn’t leave the house.

I called in work and asked for vacation time. I had a couple of years stored up, which translated as six weeks. I needed six weeks, and a lot more.

Actually, I needed a new job. One where there were no people.

We went to more doctors, and received the same news from all. You’re a woman now, learn to like it.

Lawyers visited us. They discussed our situation, which meant that they told us in firm fashion that the company was not at fault and it was us who were totally to blame.

Which worked for about an hour, then Amy got pissed and snapped, “We’ll see if the newspapers blame us.”

Yikes. Bad publicity. The lawyers suddenly started singing a different tune. By the end of the afternoon that had offered us the kitchen sink, but Amy told them to go take a flying fuck…and meet with our lawyers.

Lawyers against lawyers, and it looked like we were going to be set for life.

Yeah. Sure. I’d be set for life. As a woman.

Four days passed, and Amy and I sat at the kitchen table. It was Saturday, and Jack and Jenny were coming over.

Jack and Jenny. They came over a lot, and they felt guilty as sin, and it wasn’t bad. I mean, I needed familiar faces, people who understood.

We heard their car doors slam, and Amy got up to make some drinks.

Drinks at ten in the morning. But we sort of needed them. After the grind with lawyers and doctors we needed a bit of refreshment.

“Hey, kids,” Jack greeted as he stepped into the kitchen.

“How you doing, sister?” Jenny kissed me on the cheek. Sister. That’s what she had taken to calling me. I guess it was better than ‘shit for brains.’

“I’m good,” I murmured.

Jack sat down opposite me while Jenny went to hug Amy, and it was awkward.

He was my best friend, when I was a man. But me being a woman, and having a sort of relationship with him, a buddy/buddy relationship, it was weird.

Jenny plopped a plates of waffles on the table. Jack started slabbing the butter and dousing the syrup.

I was acutely aware that I didn’t eat as much these days. In fact, I ate like a…girl. Nibbles. And salads. And a voice in my head telling me to watch my weight.

“So…are you getting used to be ing a woman, Olly?”

I looked up at her. “There’s a part of me that adapts, quickly and easily. Then there’s a part of me that is running, screaming, looking for a cliff to fall off.

Jenny snorted. “Sounds like a period.”

We all blinked and sat still.

“Oh, shit,” mumbled Jenny. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, said Amy. “He…she’s not having a period, and I’ll talk to her.”

“Oh, God,” I said. “I’m a 12 year old girl.”

“It’s not bad, Olly.” Amy assured me.

Jack, ever the polite gentleman, asked, “So what are you going to do about sex?”

Jenny slapped him on the shoulder. With her fist. Hard.

“Ow!”

“No,” I said. “It’s a good question. As a man I used to get boners all the time. I was horny all the time. Is there any reason to think that I won’t have those feelings in my new body? As a woman?”

“Are you going to want men? OW! Will you stop hitting me?”

“Not until you grow a brain.”

Jack rubbed his shoulder and sulked.

Amy was staring at me.

“What?”

“So you’re a woman.”

“Yeah?”

“And we’ve been resisting it. But we should really be embracing it.”

“Huh?”

Jenny smiled. “She’s right, sister.”

I looked at her.

Amy: “Have you ever wondered what it is like to be a woman? Olly?”

“Well, yeah.”

Jack snickered. “All you ever wondered was how to get in a woman’s pants.”

Jenny frowned and looked at Jack, but she didn’t hit him.

“And now I’m in them,” I said, to relieve the tension.

“That’s right,” agreed Amy. “And perhaps it’s time we worked with you, helped you be a woman.”

“But what if my dick grows back!”

“Then it does, and you’ll be a man again.”

“A man who understands about wearing make up and stuff,” chimed in Jenny.

So it was decided, and the make over began that very afternoon.

I sat in a chair that was like a barber’s chair, but a lot more. The chair tilted back and two hands began washing my hair.

“So just a trim?” asked the beautician.

“And highlights,” confirmed Jenny.

“But gentle on the highlights. We want a real natural look.”

Surfer locks with a hint of sunshine?”

“Ooh, sounds sexy,” Jenny grinned.

The hands washed my hair, and it felt good, to just lie there and be pampered. I suddenly understood the lure of the beauty salon.

Meanwhile, a girl was working on my nails. All my nails.

I felt tiny hands scrubbing my feet, washing them thoroughly, then my nails were painted. I had chosen a bright red because, well, because there was a bit of slut in me. Yet the girls hadn’t blinked, and here I was.

Jenny and Amy sat in a chair and observed and discussed everything from my make over to the lawyers’ presentation. A hundred pages of legalese aside, it looked like I was going to be a very rich man.

The girl finished my tootsies, but I was still head bent back, little tinfoil things in my hair, and now she worked on my fingernails. She pushed the cuticles, sanded the nails gently, then asked Amy what kind of nails she should put on.

Jenny blurted, “Long and wicked,” and made a scratching motion in the air with her hand, and a hissing noise.

Amy giggled. “We should let him get used to it, first. He still has to do things.”

“Like what? Work on the car? Change the oil?”

Those days were past. I was going to be rich enough to pay people to do everything for me. From painting the house to picking up pennies, I was out of business.

But, looking good, I was in business.

“He’s got to be able to button buttons, work zippers…”

“Oh, yes, and do the laundry and wash the dishes and learn to cook. Hey, Olly, you ever want to be a maid?”

I was just sitting up, and I wagged a finger at her. They giggled, and Amy said, “Medium length ovals.”

My hair was blown and brushed and a glance at a mirror showed a whole new me. My hair was long and wavy and framed my face perfectly.

“Ooh,” said Jenny. “Amy’s got some competition.”

“I do not.” Amy was pleased with my look.

Finally, they started working on my face. As per Jenny’s instructions, the girl explained what each step was.

“This will clean your pores.” I felt her using a little sponge to clean my face. I was astounded when I caught a glimpse of the resulting oily blackness on the sponge. Probably the first time in my life I had really had a clean face.

“This is primer.” She applied the primer with her fingers, smoothing it into my creases and making my face flat and seamless. Then she began recoloring it. I was astounded to see my cheekbones suddenly emphasized, and yet made soft. Slowly I began to resemble the models I had seen on TV.

And I realized something else: this procedure, the hands pampering, it was making me horny. And, weirder and weirder, I could actually feel heat and moisture between my legs.

I tried to spread my legs a little, to give air to the feeling, but I noticed Amy noticing, and I clamped my stems together.

She smiled knowingly and nodded at me.

“Okay, let’s do the eyes.”

Man, it was scary, looking at a pencil running around my eyes, and it felt really strange, made the hair stand up on the back of my neck strange, when the girl brushed my eyelids and changed them into sultry, smoky window shades.

Finally, the lips.

Well, almost finally. I was looking at myself in the mirror, puckering, and admiring the beautiful red, when Jenny said, “We want her pierced.”             

I blinked.

Jenny pulled out a little box and opened it. “I bought you these.”

Inside the box were little danglies. Two silver strands with tiny diamonds on the bottoms.

My ears were quickly pierced, Ouch! Ouch! Then I stared at the two, sexy, little strings hanging down from my lobes.

“Okay, girlfriend,” Jenny said, helping me out of the chair. Amy was on the other side, not saying anything, but looking proud. “Let’s go get you some clothes.”

“And a bra that fits?” I asked.

“Two bras,” smiled Amy.

“Nah. Just one cup. Let the other tit hang.”

They giggled and walked me out to the car.

I spent the afternoon learning to shop. Interestingly, shopping is an art. All too often I would ask about something, and the education I received was almost overwhelming.

“That will make you look fat. Stripes must be up and down.”

“No, a shelf bra is better. Your nips can breath.”

“Start with a shorter spike. It’s going to be hard enough to walk in heels anyway.”

“Oh, that shows off your figure perfectly!”

On and on it went, and the afternoon waned, and finally we took our bags to the car and headed for home.

This was the first time I had really been out, and it had turned into a blast. I had been nervous, but with girls who cared, and who talked me through everything, it became nothing but fun. Sitting in the back of the car, letting the wind rustle my hair, listening to Amy and Jenny chat, I felt really good. I actually felt like a woman. For the first time I felt like a woman. It almost made me cry.

We arrived home and entered the front door, and Jack almost fell over.

“Dude! Is that you?”

I nodded. Embarrassed and proud at the same time.

He walked around me and gave a wolf whistle. “Holy Heysoos on a footstool that’s too short. You are a good looking babe!”

“Easy, tiger,” smiled Jenny, but she wasn’t hitting him on the shoulder.

We had a quick barbecue, and we talked, and while Jack was mostly silent, and casting appreciative glances at me, Jenny and Amy gossiped, and I was even sort of included in their chat. It made me feel accepted.

Finally, the meal over, and the bourbon and Coke making its rounds, Amy brought up sex.

“Jack, we’re going to need you to do something. It might seem weird, definitely awkward, but…you’re going to need to do it.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. We need to educate Olly about sex.”

He blinked, and you could have knocked me over with a feather. A small feather. A tiny feather.

“What did you want me to do?”

“Well, we’ve all had each other, and I’m sure Olly would like the sensation of a dildo, but I think he should have a real dick for his first female sexual experience.

“But I’m not gay!” I objected sharply.

“We’re not saying you are,” Amy took my hand. “And if you want Jenny and I to be there, to talk you through it, then we will. But as a woman you need to know the glory of a real, flesh and hot dick. Believe me, you won’t feel like a woman until you do.”

Jenny added, “A dildo is fine, and in certain situations and times, it can be better. But…you need to feel a real dick.”

“But…”

I had a lot of objections, not the least of which was that I felt awkward with Jack, until Amy pointed out, “I seem to remember a time when Jack had his fist all the way up your heinie.

I looked at Jack, and suddenly realized that he was embarrassed. His face was entirely pink. “Sorry…I was drunk.”

Jenny hit Jack on the shoulder, but not hard.

Amy asked me, “Did it feel good? When he had his fist in you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Speak up.”

“Yeah,” I whispered.

“It’ll be like that. But not as intense, anal sex is always more intense, but it will feel better. “

“And you really think I need this?”

Both Amy and Jenny nodded.

I turned to Jack. “And what about you?”

Jack looked down at the floor.

Jenny giggled. “You’re asking if he’s all right with fucking a beautiful woman?”

Then we all sort of chuckled, and the tension was broken.

“Come on,” Amy stood up and took my hand.

Jack and Jenny followed us into the bedroom.

I have never felt so nervous in my life. I was literally shaking.

“Calm down,” Amy said. She brushed my hair back with her hands, then got out a fresh tube of lipstick and painted my lips. “God, are you gorgeous.”

Amy and Jenny undressed me slowly, and Jack stood on the other side of the room and watched.

Our eyes were locked. He was about to fuck me, to be in me. I had fucked my whole life as a man, but this…this was nerve wracking and terrifying.

Finally, I was naked.

Jenny turned to Jack. “Strip, bitch.”

Where they were gentle with me, they were brutal with Jack, but we all knew what was happening.

Jack took off his clothes.

I lay on the bed and spread my legs.

“Not yet, slut,” whispered Amy, giggling. “Make him do a little work.”

“But I was terrified and couldn’t stop quivering.

Jack came to me, and we stood.

“Do you want to kiss?” asked Amy.

I think Jack might have been willing, but I was freaked out. He was still my male friend, and it made me remember my maleness, and it was awkward.

“Uh uh,” I shook my head. “Sorry.” My voice was barely above a whisper.

“That’s okay.”

Amy and Jenny stood on each side of the bed and leaned over me.

I felt Jack climbing on to the bed, then he was crawling between my legs, pushing them apart and exposing me.

“Oh, gosh,” I whimpered.

Amy kissed me then, and that brought me back to earth. She kissed me, and she was my wife, and familiar, and it calmed me right down.

I felt Jack place his penis at the portal, he nudged up against my virgin hole.

Jenny began fondling one breast and sucking the other one. I immediately arched my back, giving her better access, feeling the electricity shooting through me.

Jack pushed, and it was tight.

I gasped, and he held for a moment, then he began working back and forth in tiny, little movements. Slowly, he began to enter me. Quarter inch by quarter inch, his dick slid into me.

Pain gave way to pleasure, and I began to breath, then gasp, then gulp convulsively.

Amy smiled at me, licked my lips, and went back to kissing them. I could feel the curve of her mouth, adapting to mine, sucking, making me more alive than I had ever been.

Jack began moving in and out, and it was as the girls had explained, I had never felt anything like this in my life. The warmth of real flesh, the moisture I was putting out, I felt his hot skin sliding against my moist innards, and sexually electric shocks took my breath away.

Still, the girls stayed between him and me. He had my pussy, but they had my mouth, my breasts. The male still in me was not abused, and yet the female in me was assuaged, made stronger, became ever more desirable.

I liked being a woman. I liked dressing in a woman’s clothes. I liked feeling feminine, walking a certain way, even simply speaking. And I thought: Poor men…they never really know what it’s like…

The climax, when it came, was also different. My skin felt like it was charged as if by a storm, I felt not as if I was exploding, but as if I was transcending, becoming a pool of loving sexuality.

Jack began to spurt, and I wondered, as if from afar, about babies.

But the thought was fleeting, and I went back to feeling the moment, to kissing my wife and our friend, to being truly fucked by a man, and I never…I never…it was good.


EPILOGUE

I live as a woman now, and I should. After all, in all respects I am a woman. I have breasts and a vagina. I have a different mindset that grows more wonderful by the day.

I have grown to love fucking a man, and I even love kissing. Kissing a friend like Jack is so much better than kissing strangers.

And I am still married, and loving it. And Amy loves it. She gets Jack’s dick whenever she wants, and she gets me all the time.

And the doctors have said nothing about my dick. I don’t think they really expect  it to come back, to regrow, as a normal sea slug’s would.

But that’s okay. I love being a woman, and…I love being rich. And, courtesy of The Animal House, I am very, very, VERY rich.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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