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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author!

Good, old Johnny.

I found I was using the name Johnny more and more, it’s just a nice name.

So how could a nice boy like Johnny end up wanting boobs on his chest, wanting to wear lingerie and make up?

Even getting his dingus chemically castrated or (gulp) removed?

Well, that’s the story of Johnny. Good, old American sounding name Johnny. And from now on when you meet anybody who has a good old American sounding name…think of Johnny, and what secret desires his little mind holds!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


When Johnny Got Boobs!

Never insult your wife!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ooh la la, lucky Johnny.

Except you might not think him so lucky when you read what happens after he gets boobs.

This story is a little outside the box for me, but that’s okay.

Make a comment at: https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

Let me know what you think. If you think I should go outside the box like this more often, let me know, and if you think I went too far, let me know that too.

And, as always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You need bigger boobs.”

Jen turned and stared at her husband. She was a good looking woman. Real good looking.

Her eyes were a pale blue, her nose a short, straight line ending over plump lips.

Her blonde hair was down to her shoulders and brushed out surfer style.

And she was pissed. Johnny had been a little too critical lately.

“What the hell does that mean?” she snapped.

John sighed. “I knew it. You’re mad.”

“How am I supposed to feel after a comment like that?”

“You’re supposed to be glad that I care about your appearance.”

They were in the kitchen. Jen had just made a batch of cookies and John was filching them.

“It’a not my appearance, you fuck hound,” she spat at him. “It’s your horn dog testicles that give a shit.”

“Ah.” He waved a hand in disgust, grabbed a handful of cookies and headed for the door.

“Hold on a minute!” She grabbed his arm and spun him around.

They were built similarly. They were five foot six, he was 20 pounds heavier than her 120, and she was stronger than him.

She did pilates and crossfit and spend time on the free weights when she wasn’t doing the pilates or crossfit.

“Hey?” He dislodged her fingers, he could do that, but she slapped the cookies out of his hand.

“Hey!” He stared at the broken cookies on the floor. “What the hell did you do that for?”

“Because you’re an idiot. A mean idiot! And I’m tired of—“

“Knock knock?”

Sally, their next door neighbor poked her head through the garage door.

“Hey, Sally, you’re just in time. Have a cookie.” Jen held the plate to her friend and turned her back on John.

“I didn’t interrupt anything, did I?” She took a cookie. “Mmm. Chocolate chip.”

“You interrupted stupidity and moronic behavior from this retard that—“

“Look who’s talking!” John was getting steamed. His cookies were on the floor and his wife was giving away the rest of them. “Let’s put it up to Sally.”

Sally was a good looking woman, brown hair turned blonde, dark eyes, and a full chest. A chest that John had occasionally looked at. And lusted after.

She munched on a cookie and mumbled, “I plead innocent. I didn’t do it.”

“Ignore the dolt, girl. His brain is about as big as his dick right about now.”

Sally spit out a bit off cookie and giggled. “What the hell did I walk in on?”

“I said Jen needed some breast implants. She takes it like an insult. There’s nothing wrong with offering some constructive criticism.”

Sally gulped and stared at John. “You what?”

“I said my wife should get bigger boobs. It’s obvious that she’s not the biggest woman in the world, and I think it would do her a world of good.”

Sally looked at Jen, and she could see her friend was close to crying. She looked at the idiot and sighed.

Truth, John was a knucklehead, and he was always saying things that weren’t appropriate, and in this case, downright mean.

It wasn’t that he was a bad person, he just didn’t think.

Sally linked her arm through Jen’s and commanded John, “John. Get down the bourbon. It’s time to have a little talk.”

Jen looked at her friend, stifling a sniff.

“It’s okay, girlfriend. I’ve got you on this. Just be patient. Okay?”

Jen did give a sniff then, but she also relaxed,

“Bourbon? In the middle of the day?”

“Get it down now or I’ll kick you in those things you call nuts.”

John blinked. Sally’s voice was several degrees colder than ice, and she did not have the most friendly look on her face.

He shrugged. Better to give in than to argue with the bitches.

Sally patted Jen’s arm, hugged her, and walked her out to the patio. She sat her down and whispered. “You’re right, he’s a lunkhead, and I’ll handle this for you. Just control yourself and be patient. Okay?”

Sally was so confident that Jen gave a nod.

A minute later John walked out of the house and handed out the drinks. Three bourbon and Cokes.

“Okay, you girls—“

“Sit down, John.”

John looked at Sally. “I’ve got some work and—“

“You started this, and if you don’t sit down right now…” her threat was heavy in the air, and John gave an exaggerated sigh and plopped down on one of the lounge chairs.

Sally held her glass and sat down on the side of the lounge chair next to Jen.

“Okay. What?” stated John, a bit surly.

Sally sipped, lowered the glass, and smiled. “John. How would you feel if I told you that your dick was too short?”

His facial muscles twitched, but he recovered quickly.

“Since you’d be wrong, I wouldn’t care.”

“Okay. Fair enough. I think I’ll post it on Facebutt. Maybe spread it around at one of the women’s clubs.”

“Hey!”

“I mean, if it’s not true it wouldn’t bother you, right?”

He was caught, and he knew it. “Okay, so I wouldn’t like it.”

“Isn’t that the same as telling your wife that she’s flatty Patty?”

“No!” He frowned. “Nobody can see my dick. It’s not part of my every day appearance. Breasts on a woman are. If I can help my wife improve her appearance then I should.”

It was Sally’s turn to blink. She couldn’t believe that he was holding on to his stupidity.

“Okay, John. Let’s do this the hard way.”

“The hard way?” The way he pronounced ‘hard’ showed that he had picked up on an innuendo.

“Go get me a deck of cards.”

His eyebrows lowering in thought, he sucked down half a glass of the good stuff, then he stood up and went into the house.

“What are you doing?” asked Jen.

“Teaching him a lesson. When I win, if you don’t like the bet you can cancel it. Just tell me that the bet is not all right with you and it’s a no go.”

“A bet?”

John walked out with a deck of cards. He was shuffling and grinning. He thought of himself as a good card player. He played Texas Hold ‘em on a regular basis, and he usually ended up a few bucks ahead.

He handed the deck to Sally.

“Pull that table over here and have a seat.”

The iron and glass table screeched on the patio, then John was perched on the lounge opposite Sally.

Sally shuffled. She handed the cards okay. A little awkward, but…but she was a woman, after all. She wasn’t expected to know her way around a card table.

“Okay, John. We’re going to cut cards.”

“What are the stakes?” He sounded so confident.

“Boobs.”

He controlled himself, but the muscles around his eyes provided the tell. Sally knew she had gotten to him.

She kept shuffling. “I’m going to let you take the first card, I’ll take the second cut. If my card is higher then Jen will get a boob job.”

Sally heard Jen give a little gasp.

“But if your card is higher…I’ll give you a blow job.”

John couldn’t control himself this time. His mouth opened a little, then snapped shut.

“I’ve had enough.” He stood up.

“I thought so,” murmured Sally.

“You thought what?” John blurted, his face turning a little red.

“I thought you might be a mealy mouthed four flusher. A guy who is all talk. You want to put it out, but you can’t take it.”

It was too much. The concerted way Sally spoke, the directed insults, no man could take that.

John sat down. He wasn’t there, yet, but she had stopped him from leaving the game. “I don’t want to ruin our friendship.”

“It has nothing to do with friendship. It’s a straight bet. If you win I’ll suck and I’ll swallow and I’ll smile at you and think nothing of it tomorrow.”

Jen was touching Sally on the back, trying to get her attention, but Sally just put her hand behind herself and waved her friend off.

“Yeah, well, I don’t think—“

“You can fuck me.”

John’s mouth opened, and this time it didn’t close.

“It’s okay with Jen.” She turned and winked at Jen. “Right, Jen?”

Jen had a hard time speaking, but in the end she trusted her friend. She didn’t know what was going on, but…she trusted her friend.

“I, uh…yeah. It’s okay.”

“Wait a minute! Let me get this straight. If I have the higher card then you’re fine with me screwing Sally.”

Jen nodded. Her insides were all messed up, but…she hoped Sally had a plan for this that excluded her fucking John.

John’s mouth slowly closed. To his credit, he shook his head in the negative.

Sally had only started, however. The fact was that when she was at graduate school she had earned her way by dealing cards at a casino. When they found out she was under 21 they had fired her, and she had turned to playing poker for her money.

Not only did she know every trick in the card book, she knew how to pull a guy into betting more than he had.

“Okay,” she smiled. “You can screw me in the ass.”

That was one of John’s dreams. He fantasized about anal sex. He had even broached the subject, but Jen wasn’t interested.

But…?

“Jen won’t care, it’s not like you’d be screwing my pussy, and…come on, John. Don’t be a chicken.”

She was on the edge now. She was a little worried that she had pushed him too hard too fast.

But John worked his jaw, his mind was cogitating a million miles an hour, and shook his head.

Okay, she thought. Here we go.

“All right, if you’re such a big chicken shit, then…if you get the high card Jen gets the biggest size breast implants you can find. But if I get the high card…you get them.”

His mouth opened, his eyes widened, and then it was too much. He laughed.

She smiled inside. She had handled him just right.

“You’re saying that I’d have to get a boob job?”

“Yep. And all that other stuff still applies. You get to stick your little weenie into my orifices. All of them. And squirt.”

John opened his mouth, and closed it, and opened it.

Sally turned to Jen, she mouthed ‘Pul-ease!’ “Tell him it’s okay.”

Jen nodded and went along with it. The fact is, she had been pulled along by the audacity and the ludicrousness of it. She was holding in a smile, and she wanted to see what was going to happen. “It’s okay.”

“It’s okay that I screw Sally front and back, and she gives me a blow job?”

She nodded.

“Well, I never…I think…I…”

Sally knew she didn’t quite have him. He was teetering on the edge. He needed just one, little push.

“John. You haven't agreed, but I’m going to give you a cut. You can estimate the odds before I even take a card.”

She placed the deck on the table and stared at him.

“So, it’s no bet, but I can see what kind of card I have to work with.”

“That’s right.”

It was quiet on the patio. The glasses were empty. Somewhere a child was playing a tuba and nobody cared.

It was all in the cards. All John cared about was in the cards.

He moved his hand out slowly, watching Sally, waiting for her to take it back.

She said nothing.

He cut the cards and held up a four.

Sally sighed. “Oh, crap. What are the odds? There’s eight cards, no, nine cards to four. Three if we tie. What’s that? Thirty per cent? If I pull a four we tie and draw again, or…no. I’ll give that to you. If I draw the same card, a four, you win.”

“I win.” His voice had actually gone hoarse, and now he was sweaty with that look that addicted gamblers get. His eyes were glittering, but the intelligence had left them.

“That’s ten to two. That’s pretty good odds. Maybe I shouldn’t give them to you. Maybe—“

“Okay.” His voice squeezed out the affirmative like a constipated mule farts.

Bingo. He had taken the bait.

Sally sighed. “Oh, my gosh. I’ve really let myself in for it. Haven’t I?

John rubbed his hands together gleefully.

“Go get your cell phone.”

John frowned, but nothing could stop that fever in him. He stood up and got his phone. He handed it to Sally.

“Sit down.”

He did.

She put it on record and aimed it at him.

“I just made a bet with John. The cards are on the table and John has a four. If I get a higher card his wife will get a boob job, the biggest boobs there are. John will also get to have sex with me, and my ass, and my mouth. However, if I get a lower card, a two or a three, then John will get a boob job. The biggest boobs we can put on him. Have I stated this right, John?”

John nodded.

“Say so.”

“That’s the way it is.” His grin was sickly, but he was so excited he had a bulge in his pants.

“And if John welches on his bet then he will sign his new car over to me.”

John had just bought a Maserati. He loved it. He polished it more than the knob on his penis.

But the Maserati wasn’t in the initial bet. And he wouldn't have bet if it had been.

He opened his mouth to object, to stop it, to take it back, but it was too late.

Sally turned the card over.

For John time seemed to stand still.

There was a holiday somewhere, in some part of the world. Celebrating a dictator’s birthday, or something, but there was no holiday in John’s mind.

He stared at the card.

Two of Hearts.

“You…but…I…”

Like the addicted personality that stares at the cards, thinks he’s got a sure winner, everything came crashing down.

“Two,” he mouthed. “Two.”

“Of hearts.”

Sally picked up the cards, shuffled them, this time expertly, and John raised his eyes and followed the cards. Wishing to take them back. Wishing to cancel the bet.

But it was too late.

“Two,” now it was like a sob.

“Well, John,” Sally stood up, we’ll order you a pair of boobs in the next couple of days. A friend of mine is a doctor and I know she’ll be glad to outfit you. I suggest you go out and buy a couple of bras. Make them big, because…well…” she smiled.

Then she turned on her heel, patted Jen on the shoulder, winked at her and sauntered out.

She knew John would rise in blood pressure and blow up, and she didn’t want him to have a target.

Maybe he could bully Jen into getting her to cancel the bet. But she thought not. She had seen how crushed Jen had been, and when people rise up they tend to rise all the way.

As she crossed to her house she siled. Everything was working out better than she planned.m

John took a step after Sally, then stopped. He looked at his wife, who just watched him. He started to say something, then stopped, then blurted, “That’s a good joke, but she doesn’t really expect me to…to…”

“I think she does.”

“No…no…” he tried to laugh it off.

Jen said nothing.

“Well, you saw it? There has to be something crooked about all that!”

“I didn’t hear you say that when you came home last week with a couple of hundred bucks. Your friends didn’t complain when the cards fell your way.”

“Yeah, but that was money!”

“A bet is a bet. Money or…boobs.”

“But you can’t honestly expect me to get breast implants! I’m a guy! How would I face people? I wouldn’t even be able to walk around! Everybody would point at me and laugh!”

Then John made a mistake. “I want you to call Sally up and tell her the bet is off.”

It wasn’t the fact that he said it, it was the fact that he said it like a bully. He was the authority, he was commanding, and he expected her to do what he said.

That pushed Jen over the edge.

He had insulted her, bullied her, and…and she had had enough.

She stood up, picked up the empty glasses and looked him straight in the eye. “I’m going to do the dishes. I suggest you go out and find a bra.”

She turned and walked away from him.

That wasn’t the end of it, of course. He badgered Jen all night. He wheedled and cajoled, bullied and nagged, but the more he pushed, the more she resisted. By the end of the night he was at wit’s end, and had the terrifying feeling that he was going to have to deliver on the bet.

He was going to have to get boobs.

The next morning, John having left the house grumbling and mumbling and totally out of sorts, Sally popped over.

“How’d it go last night?” she asked with a cheeky grin.

“Oh, it was terrible,” Jen laughed. “He begged on his knees. He offered to buy me a cruise and diamonds and to do the lawn without complaint forever.”

“So,” Sally focused on her friend. “What do you want to do?”

“About him getting boobs?”

Sally nodded.

“Get him boobs.”

The girls looked at each other levelly.

“No reservations. No back off.”

“Sally, if you heard some of the things he said last night, you’d make him get boobs on his butt.”

They laughed at the thought.

“But I think this will be good for him. Give him a bit of humility. Bring him down to a level of real humanity.”

“Okay. I’ll call my doctor friend, and I’ve been researching boobs. Did you know that a D cup weight 750 grams?”

“Really?”

“But there is something out there called a Chyna 2000. 2000 grams. Can you imagine? Almost three times the size of a normal tit.”

“Oh, my God! Will they fit on John?”

“I think so. I know he isn’t a big guy, but male chests are a bit wider than female chests, and…I think it’ll work.

“Oh, my God!”

Jen’s eyes took on a far away look. She was thinking, imagining her husband with a mammoth pair of knockers on his chest.

Then they looked at each other and started laughing, and they couldn’t stop.

John was fit to be tied. He had a golf appointment, but he was too frazzled to swing the clubs right.

He hacked, and sliced and sent that ball everywhere but towards the green.

His friend, Josh, had kidded him at first, but now he just kept his peace.

Finally, after nine holes of misery, he pointed towards the club house.

“I think we need some medicine.”

John nodded, and Josh led him away from the others in their group and they went into the little bar attached to the club house.

It was cool in there. The floor was just artificial turf, and the walls were ugly paneling. there were lots of trophies, a couple of big screens, and beer.

“Two beers,” said Josh to the barman.

“Two whiskeys,” corrected John.

Josh accepted the order change, and they took a table in a corner. They looked out the window and watched four ladies swing clubs like they knew how.

“All right, amigo,” Josh said when John had gulped half a whiskey, “Time to spill the beans. I’ve never see you so out of sorts. Tell me what’s going on.”

John finished his whiskey while Josh waited patiently.

He raised his hand and the barman brought two more drinks.

Half way through his second drink John sighed, deflated like a beach ball shot with a forty-five. He explained about the bet, losing, and what he was expected to do.

“Good Lord,” murmured Josh, and he was having a hard time not laughing.

John didn’t feel like laughter, and he cried, “What will I do?”

Keeping his cool, Josh nodded and said, “Sounds like you’re going to have to go through with it.”

“Getting boobs on my chest? What the fuck! How will I live? I won’t be able to look anybody in the face! My life will be ruined. Everybody in town…” he went on describing how terrible his life was going to be. And drinking. And Josh raised his hand for two more drinks. They weren’t for him, they were both for John.

An hour later John was feeling pretty good. He had dumped on his friend for that whole hour, and Josh had listened, commiserated, and practiced self-control.

Finally, it was his turn to speak. “Well, you know what I think?”

“Wha?” asked John blearily.

“Two things. First, you got caught. You’re going to have to go through with it, and the best thing would be for you to get out in front of it. We can talk to some of the guys, I’ll help, and we can explain everything. Sure, they’ll laugh, but, in the end, they’ll be okay. Heck, we’ve all done things that were…” Josh stopped. he was going to say stupid, but he didn’t need to.

“Stupid?”

“Well, yeah. Less than well thought out.”

“Ha. Less than well thought out. Good one.”

“And the second thing.”

“Wha?” John was having trouble focusing his eyes.

“I need your keys.”

John snorted. He was on the edge of too far gone, and he knew it. He handed over his keys, and ordered a couple more drinks.

Several hours later Josh walked John to the front door. He knocked while John looked for his keys, but Josh had them.

The door opened and Jen gasped, “Are you…” she took in his inebriated condition and shifted her gaze to Josh. “Is he all right?”

“Oh, yes. Here’s his keys, and his car is up at the country club.”

“Well, thanks. Help me get him to his bed, will you?”

John staggered between them, trying to sing, but his voice was cracked and he wasn’t making any sense. I am a Walrus became Love Street became Easy Street.

He saw the bed, complained that he wasn’t sleepy, then hit the bed snoring.

Jen didn’t even tip toe. She just pulled the shades, turned of the lights and closed the doors.

“Lord, how much did he have?”

“Lots. Lots and lots.”

“Well, thanks for bringing him home.”

“No prob. If you want to go back for his car I’ll give you a ride.”

“Nah. His problem.”

“Sounds like he’s got another problem.”

She looked at him closely. He was a little drunk, but not bad.

“Are you really going to put tits on him?”

“The subject has been considered. Want a drink?”

“Sure.”

He followed her into the kitchen. She got out some Tequila and poured a couple of shots. She cut up a lemon and pushed him a salt shaker.

“Wow.”

She was watching him closely. She knew an ulterior motive when she saw one.

He knocked back his shot, blinked, did the salt and lemon thing, and said, “Woo!”

She smiled, and knocked her own drink back.

The liquor hit her hard, and she stood with one hand on the counter and felt the warmth seep down through her body and right to her…pussy.

Fuck, she thought.

Josh poured two more drinks and they drank those. Then they went out to the pool and stood with their elbows on the brick barbecue and looked out over LA.

A bit of smog. An airplane floating west to Inglewood. The sound of far away traffic.

“So, are you and John all right?”

“Why do you ask?” She turned and rested her elbows on the bricks. It pushed her breasts forward. They weren’t big, but Josh glanced at them.

She smiled. She hadn’t realized how badly John had hurt her with his small boobs remark.

“I just…the way he was drinking, and putting boobs on him. Wow.”

“So you’re playing psychologist and looking for hidden meanings and things.”

“Well, he is my friend.”

“He said he wanted me to get breast implants. Do you think I need bigger boobs?”

Josh availed himself of the invitation and stared at her chest.

No, they weren’t big, but he wasn’t a boob obsessed man like John. Sure, he liked big boobs, but that wasn’t the end all be all for him.

“That’s up to you,” he said politically.

“Don’t bullshit me. Do I need bigger boobs?”

Now he was stuck. Sure she did, but he was smart enough to know how sensitive a subject that could be.

“Well, I don’t know. I mean, I can’t be sure, but…if I could feel them then I’d know better.”

She stared at him, then seemed to make up her mind.

“Wait here.”

She took his glass and went into the kitchen. She returned with two glasses. She handed him his, and sucked half a drink down. She him directly in the eye and said, “Okay.”

He didn’t understand. She was moving too fast for him.

“Go ahead. Feel them.”

Josh tried not to grin like a fool, and he was partially successful. He placed his glass on the bricks and brought his hands up. He felt the small mounds and his pants reacted accordingly with a bump in the groin.

“Well?”

His heart was thudding. He felt her nipples poking up through the material.

“I…I…” he was choked up. He had been flirting, and never thought…he thought she’d back off…and now…

“What? Do you need to suck on them?”

He didn’t have time to answer for she pulled her blouse off and stood before him in a bra. She reached behind herself and unfastened the garment. It dropped.

She had small breasts, but large nipples.

Josh was friends with John. But he knew John wasn’t going to wake up for a while. No chance.

The idea of having an affair with John’s wife…but, in the end, men are men, and he couldn’t stop himself.

He bent his head and suddenly she was holding his head to her chest. His mouth engulfed a large nipple and he sucked and licked. He batted it around with his tongue, and she groaned.

Now he had his arms around her. Awkwardly, but not willing to break contact with his voracious mouth, she snaked a hand down inside his arms to his groin.

Josh groaned as she gripped him.

He was hard, and when she unzipped he sprang forth.

She dropped to her knees.

In the back of her mind she was married, but it was far, far back.

In the front of her mind she was pissed that John had pulled that breast implant stuff on her.

Josh stood, his hands on her head, and his knees were shaking. Jen had a very educated mouth.

Then she stood up and kissed him.

“Fuck me. Now.”

She was wearing a skirt and she lifted it up and turned around.

He pulled down her panties, kissed her ass, then moved forward.

Locked together they looked out over LA, but they weren’t seeing anything. They were too busy with their own affair.

Later, Josh gone and his seed dripping out of her, she thought about what she had done.

She had cheated on her husband.

She had screwed another man.

She had had another man’s penis inside her.

Damn, it had felt good.

She had been reminded of her college years when she had slutted around and sampled every kind of dick.

Then she got married, and she got used to meat loaf.

No steak or ice cream, just the same old, same old.

Well, no more.

She was still a little drunk and she took off her clothes and jumped into the pool. The cool water took her breath away and washed out her pussy.

She considered Josh. He was okay. His dick was okay, but she wanted more. And she could have more. But first she had to distract John.

John, who had insulted her, who was obsessive on the subject of tits, and who—she smiled—was going to get his own big pair in the not too distant future.

Swimming lazily, sobering up, Jen knew she was going to have to talk to Sally about this. And maybe to the doctor friend of Sally’s.

John needed more than just tits to distract him. Heck, knowing John, having his own boobs would probably just excite him all the more, make him even hornier.

But she was tired of meat loaf.

So she would give him more. A lot more…and a lot less.

She smiled, climbed out of the pool and went into the house.


Part Two

As the day for his operation approached John grew more and more silent.

Jen thought it was funny. Jolly, life of the party John suddenly cowed by a pair of tits.

Sally had to do most of the work, but it was the kind of work she enjoyed.

She approached her doctor friend, and that was the easy part. They discussed John’s anatomy in various detail, they selected a pair of Chyna 2000s, and they discussed the other parts of the operation.

The doctor, Jean Sebring, had done many such operations, and many breast implants for transgender people. She thought the whole thing a hoot. A manly man being transformed into something a little softer, a little pinker.

The hard part was meeting up with John and bullying him into keeping his bet. To do this she had to threaten, to cajole, to get his verbal contract ready to post on Facebook and let him watch her hovering finger.

“Okay! Okay!” He hated it, but he couldn’t let people see what he had done. Which was stupid because after the operation it would be obvious what he had done.

The main thing that moved him, however, was the fact that he would have to sign over his beloved Maserati to Sally. He simply couldn’t part with the car.

So he grew silent, reserved, and thought about what he would do after the operation.

Hide.

Stay away from people.

He would wear bulky clothes that would hide his breasts.

The oddest thing, however, was that he had an almost constant boner now.

He didn’t want to admit it, but the thought of himself with a real chest, big mammary glands, was exciting him.

In spite of himself, he was terribly stimulated down there.

And…the day approached.

John sat in a small operating theater. Two nurses chatted, checked their instruments, and asked him if he was who he was and what operation he was requesting.

He almost died of embarrassment, answering such a question, but the nurses didn’t seem to care.

Then the doctor came in, all gowned up, ready to go.

John had been given a sedative and he lay there and watched the ceiling slowly spin.

“John, you just need to sign these papers, then we can start.”

He looked at the clipboard that was held for him. A pen was put in his hand and a finger pointed at the line he was to sign on.

“What’s this?” he asked, not really caring.

“It’s an okay for a penile restrictive procedure.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s an operation. Everybody gets them.”

John smiled and didn’t question the doctor. He scribbled his name, then relinquished the pen and laid back.

Boobs. On him. Who would have thought?

Then a nurse put a needle in his arm and said, “Good night, John. See you later.” She pressed the plunger and he opened his mouth to speak, but the words never came out.

The operation went quickly and smoothly.

The doctor made incisions, slid some rather large sacks into his chest, hooked them onto the ribs, then sewed and glued the incisions closed.

Voila, John had boobs.

But the doctor wasn’t finished.

She had the nurses spread his legs and shave his groin area, then she made a small incision under the head of his penis, and on the perineum.

She pushed his testicles into the body cavity they had dropped from, and stitched the penis to the perineum.

“What’s going to happen when he gets an erection?” asked a curious nurse, who had never been in on this type of operation.

“Nothing,” said the Doc, taking out a syringe and plunging the needle into John’s pubic area. “This is Depo Provera.”

“Isn’t that a birth control drug?”

“Quite so,” the doctor swabbed the area of injection. “When administered to men it makes them limp.”

The nurse giggled. “You’re neutering him.”

Grinning behind her mask, the doctor said, “Every man should be neutered at some time in his life. It would solve all sorts of problems. It’s hard to commit rape with a wet noodle.”

Both nurses were smiling.

And with that the operation was done.

John came out of it slowly. He woke up fast, but he was dazed, lay there and looked up at the ceiling. The same ceiling he had looked at earlier, but he felt different.

He remembered what he was there for. He moved his hands and felt his chest.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, and came more awake.

They were big. And the doctor must have done something to his nipples, because they felt bigger, and they were standing up.

Suddenly the doctor hovered over him, smiling, her mask down. “Everything went well, John. Your chest is quite amazing, and your penis has been properly confined.”

He blinked. He had been out of it when she had had him sign papers for…what was it…a ‘penis restriction,’ or something. But now he was coming out of it and he was curious.

“What do you mean confined?”

“As you requested, you can see the paperwork if you wish, we sewed your penis where it won’t be any trouble. We also gave you a healthy shot of depo. You should be limp for three months, your penis will certainly not be able to rip the stitches by then. You’ll be totally healed, and it will be like your penis grew that way.

“Wait! What? You did what?”

But the doctor merely smiled and handed him the papers he had signed. Well, copies of the papers. The originals were locked up safe.

“Read it, John.” And she walked away.

John read, and he felt down there and…couldn’t feel much! His weenie was curiously slack. Old faithful had stopped erupting. The gift that kept giving had stopped giving.

His nuts were there, but pressed up into his body.

And his dick…his…

“There, there, John. Let me give you something for the pain.”

The nurse injected a sedative and John slowly stopped crying.

A couple of hours later, John still dealing with his new situation, Jen arrived.

She strode down the hospital corridor like a conquering hero. She had that look in her eyes that said she was happy, she was sexually satisfied. She was wearing a liner to catch some of Josh’s sperm.

“Hello, hubby,” she greeted John cheerfully.

John looked at her and mumbled something. His eyes were red and his cheeks had watermarks on them.

“Is he ready to go?”

“Sure.”

They wheeled John out in a wheel chair and he climbed into his Maserati.

His Maserati. That normally only he drove. But Jen was driving it, and the top was down and her hair looked wind blown and…she looked so happy.

She started up the car, squeaked the tires a bit, and they headed for home.

“How you doing, John?”

“Did you know about…about the ‘penile restriction’ thing?”

“Oh, sure. I discussed it with the doctor at length. Considering your condition we judged it best that your sexual proclivities be damped.”

“Proclivities?” He stared at her.

“Sure. Your unusual desire to have sex a bit too much.”

“Too much?” he goggled her.

“Yes. It’s obvious that you have some sexual problems, and this will help affect a cure.

“Wait just a holy minute! What kind of sexual problems.”

“Well, for one, you have an obsession with big boobs.”

“I do not!” But they both knew he was lying.

“Looking at your chest,” she glanced as she drove, “I think you do.”

“But, honey! You made me get these!”

He touched his breasts, hefted them, turned in his seat and pointed them at her.

“John, I didn’t make you lose a bet. I didn’t make you make a bet. And the fact that you went through with it shows that it’s what you really wanted.”

“But it’s not! I didn’t want these!” But he felt an excitement shoot through him. He was still holding his tits, and…he was holding them.

“Okay. We’ll drive back to the hospital and you can get them removed.”

He smiled.

“Then we’ll drop your car off at Sally’s.”

“No!”

“How does your peeny feel, if I may ask?”

“It…it feels…I don’t know. I can’t feel it much. I mean, I can feel it, but…it’s not about to get hard.”

“I wouldn’t imagine,” she said, and she giggled.

They arrived home and John had his first experience walking, and it was crazy.

First, he had nothing between the legs to keep his legs apart. This meant he used different muscles to walk. this meant he could no longer swagger around like a male with something big between his legs.

Second, the way his penis was sewed it stuck between his legs and came out the rear, below his crack. Just walking rubbed the head of his penis, and though he couldn’t get hard, he felt everything. That was when he learned that sex was not so much in the body, in the penis and balls, as in the head.

It made him horny.

If he was just on the Depo Provera he wouldn't have gotten horny, but the constant rubbing on the head of his dick…it was too much.

As he stepped into the kitchen he groaned and put his hands on the counter.

Third, the weight on his chest was already hurting. He needed a bra. A good one that would help lift his mammoth mammaries up.

“John!”

He turned and saw Sally at the door to the kitchen. Behind her was Josh. Josh was drinking, and he had a shit eating look on his face.

“Hey, buddy. How’s it hanging?”

John groaned and staggered past his friend and Sally. “It’s not.” He sat down on the couch in the living room and closed his eyes.

The others sat down around him.

“Poor, John,” quipped Sally. “Now he’s really a boob man.”

“They’re big, too. You should be proud, John.”

“If I had a set like that I’d be feeling myself all the time.”

The girls looked at Josh and he raised his hands. “Just saying.”

Everybody chuckled.

“Can I have a drink?” whispered John.

“I’ll get it. Anybody else?”

Everybody else smiled, and Jen headed for the kitchen.

She was wondering about Josh. He had just screwed her before she picked up John, but now he was looking pretty chummy with Sally.

But she wasn’t being faithful to John, so should she insist that her boyfriend be faithful?

Hmmm.

She returned, handed out the drinks, and Josh said, “So when you going to show us, buddy?”

“Show you what?” John seemed awful disconsolate.

“Your boobs, man!”

“Can’t you see them?” He looked down at his enormous chest.

Josh just grinned. “Yeah, but we want the flesh.”

Sally raised her eyebrows. “I want to see something else.”

John gazed at her. She had won the bet, she had gotten him into this, but there was nothing he could say. He had agreed.

“What else is there?” asked Josh, puzzled.

John started to say something, to cut off what he now knew was coming, but Sally was too quick.

“He got his weenie sewed up.”

“What?”

“Hey!” muttered John.

Jen watched the byplay. Man, John was down, but she knew he’d bounce back.

“You got your dingus sewed…how? What’d they do?” Josh looked at John and was totally confused.

“You tell him about it, Sally. John and I have to talk. Come on, John. Bring your drink.”

He stood up and was led out of the living room. Behind them they could hear Sally talking about the penile restriction operation.

Sally led him into the bedroom and closed the door.

It was quiet, and John simply stood there, feeling awkward, his chest too heavy, feeling the head of his penis under his buns.

“Take off your clothes, John. Time to wash the hospital off you.”

He stood and she undressed him, pushed him into the shower. Then she was naked and standing under the water with him

John sobbed, then she was holding him, patting his back. “It’s okay, 
John. It’s okay.”

Finally, about the time the water turned cold, he stopped crying.

She took him out of the shower and began toweling him. “I know it’s rough, John, especially with the depo provera in you. You should know that depo provera is heavy in estrogen. You’ll probably be quite emotional for a while, until it wears off.”

“And when it wears off?” he stared at her, his eyes red.

“Then you’ll be able to get erections again.”

“With my dick sewed up.”

She nodded. “John, you’ve been an asshole lately.”

“So this is my punishment?”

“I prefer to think of it as an adventure.”

“Easy for you to say. You don’t have big tits on your chest.”

She smiled. “Yesterday that wouldn’t have my feelings.”

But today it wouldn’t.

He was dry now, but she turned him around and spent a long time drying his ass, spreading his cheeks, rubbing his little cock head.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. When he leaned over his breasts hung down.

“Not for a while,” she said. “Hold still.”

She stood up, took some lubricant from the medicine chest, and put a glob on her finger. She knelt and began smearing some on his cock head.

“Oh,” he mumbled.. “That feels good.”

She smiled and raised her finger. She began rubbing up and down his crack.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you some relief.” She pushed a finger into him and he jerked. His breasts bounced and his mouth opened.

“Feels good, eh?”

He nodded and gulped.

“I’m just warming you up, John. There’s something we need to do, and you need to get used to the idea.”

“What?” He was breathing hard.

“Sexual relief can be had this way.” She moved two fingers in and out, swirled them, smeared more lube into him.

“But…won’t that make me…gay?”

“Maybe. Probably not. Who cares.”

“Who cares?”

“As long as it feels good, what do you care? It’s not like you have any other options.”

She took her fingers out of him, wiped the excessive lube off him and said, “Let’s go lie down.”

She took his hand and she led him to bed.

It took him a while to get comfortable. No matter which way he moved he felt his tits shift, or his penis rub. Finally, however, he was laying, and Jen was holding him.

He sighed, and for the first time, he felt better. Not great, not good, but better.

She kissed him.

He kissed her.

Then: “What are we doing? You know I can’t…can’t…”

“But I can. And just because you were silly enough to get yourself in this mess doesn’t mean I should do without.”

She pushed him over and sat on him.

It was weird. She was sitting as if on his penis, but there was no penis. He was just smooth, like a girl.

She put her hands on his chest and marveled. They were big and soft, so very like the real thing.

She bent her head and kissed his nips.

He groaned.

She smiled. “We need to get you some bras. I’ll pick some up later. Although where I’m going to get bras this big…” she shook her head and had a lop-sided grin.

She made love to him then. She loved his breasts, and he felt like lightening was emanating from his boobs and going straight to his cock.

Not that his cock stood up or anything.

Then she bent him over and put her face in his ass and kissed his cock head. She could just get her lips over it, though it put her nose a little too close to his brown button.

John was getting horny. It was a different horny, not a sharp edge, but it was deeper, more pervading.

“John, I’ve got a vibrator in my drawer.”

John retrieved the vibrator and went to work.

And when he was done, she went to work, and John discovered a whole new world.

Maybe this woman thing was going to work out after all.

An hour later, John asleep, worn out from delivering but not receiving, Jen walked down the hallway.

She was a soft walker, and she got to the living room, then stopped.

“Oh, fuck! Yes!”

Josh and Sally were doing it on the couch.

For a second Jen was conflicted. She had screwed Josh, but she had no hold on him.

Besides, Sally had really helped her out in changing John.

She stood and listened. Listened as Josh pounded harder, and Sally groaned, and then he grunted and spewed, and she arched and cried out.

Then it was over.

Jen leaned against the wall and chewed on a fingernail. She smiled and listened to the post coitus conversation.

“Oh, man, that was good.”

“It was adequate,” responded Sally, and they both giggled.

“God, I love your tits,” he said, and it sounded like he was cupping them, squeezing them.

“I don’t mind them myself. How do you like Jen’s boobs?”

Jen stood up straight and forgot about chewing on her nail.

“They’re okay. Sure are small, though.”

“I know. That’s what John said.”

“You fucked John?”

She laughed. “Fucked him good, before he became all girly.”

Again, they laughed.

Sally said, “That’s what got this whole thing started, you know.”

“What?”

“I was fucking John, and I liked it. It was convenient, him living next door. He’d bop over when Jen was out, or even late at night when she was asleep. I guess she didn’t feel much like it, and he needed some, so…you know?”

“I think I understand.”

“Anyway, he finally got a case of the morals. Said he didn’t want to screw anymore, refused to come over.”

“Hell, what an idiot. With tits like these?” Kissing sounds.

“I know,” Sally said, at last. “But I’m not the kind of girl you can fuck and forget. So when I found out about their troubles…I just sort of helped out.”

“Man, you did a good job.”

Jen was electrified.

Sally had screwed John. John had screwed Sally. And when John tried to be more honorable she had manipulated the situation.

And now she was screwing her boyfriend.

That fucking bitch!

And her mind started connecting pieces.

John hadn’t insulted her, said mean things like about her having small boobs, until after he started cheating. A logical reaction for a cheater.

And the whole thing about having big boobs was a comparison between Sally and herself.

And…and…

John had golfed a couple of days before, and he kept his clubs in the hall closet.

Jen stepped to the closet and opened the door. She picked out a nine iron. She withdrew it, stepped out of the closet and headed into the living room.

Sally and Josh had their backs to her. Josh didn’t hear her coming, but Sally did. At the last second she turned, her mouth opened, and Jen swung the club.

It wasn’t a hook, nor a slice. She didn’t loft the ball or hit a ‘worm burner.’ She struck square and true on the back of Sally’s head.

It was not a good sound.

Josh jerked back, took it all in, and tried to get away. But he was naked, ensconced in his girlfriend’s arms, his knees bent and his butt had to come up from the grip of the cushy couch.

Jen struck him on the shoulder and he twisted with a scream.

She hit him on the side and heard a rib crack.

Then she just kept hitting and hitting, and the only reason Josh didn’t succumb right away was because he was cradling his head and not giving her a good target.

John woke up and looked around. His life came flooding in on him. He had boobs. His manhood was sewn up. He was horny, and his wife was using him like a dildo.

Yet, oddly, he didn’t feel badly about it. He sighed, and got out of bed.

He had been sleeping for hours, and it was dusk outside.

He put on underpants, then took them off. They didn’t fit.

He reached into Jen’s dresser and extracted a pair of panties. They fit perfectly, though they did tend to rub his head.

He found a bra. It was way too small, but it was all he had. He slipped it on, felt like horse that had been cinched too tight, then pulle don pants.

And took them off.

He didn’t want to wear pants.

He had no penis. He was a woman. He wanted to wear a dress.

He settled on skirt. Zipped it up the side and…it fit good.

He couldn’t put on any of Jen’s blouses, his tits were simply too big. So he put on a flannel shirt and didn’t button up the front.

His chest poked the material out and he felt a strange excitement within.

They had fucked, and he had liked it. He had liked it when she had penetrated him, held him from the rear, cupping his big breasts, jamming the big vibrator into him.

And he had cum.

God, had he cum. The sperm had dribbled out of him like a waterfall in spring.

And it had left him happy and satisfied, and yet, curiously, wanting more.

He had a feeling he was going to be wanting a lot more as time went on.

Relief that only built the desire.

Odd, but…wow!

He pulled on a pair of nylons. He didn’t have much hair, but he was going to have to get rid of it all. Maybe tomorrow. Right now he was busy exploring himself.

He slipped on a pair of high heels.

He remembered Jen complaining that they were too big, but they fit him fine.

He looked at how his toes poked through the front of the heels and realized he was going to have to paint his toes.

Well, he certainly couldn’t leave the house looking like a man, could he?

He sat down at the vanity table and stared at all the creams and brushes and stuff.

He had watched his wife put on her make up a thousand times, and he still knew nothing.

He picked up a brush and brushed his hair out. He had long hair, and he teased it until it stood out in a more feminine fashion.

He picked up a tube of red lipstick and stared at it.

Why not?

He shrugged. In for a penny, in for a pound.

He turned the base and the pillar of red slid up. He leaned closer to the vanity table and rolled the substance onto his lips.

It was smooth feeling. Not as moist as it looked. But, in the mirror, sexy.

He sat back and studied himself.

He crossed his legs, which was easy now that his manhood was out of the way.

He made a kissing motion to the mirror and giggled.

Giggled, like a girl.

His lips looked like, Jen had said this to him once, a cat’s asshole.

Sighing, now feeling a bit better, looking good always brings one up tone, he stood up and straightened his skirt and his shirt.

He was going to have to get bras. And blouses and skirts and dresses. And underwear. And cosmetics.

He couldn’t leave the house as a man.

He wasn’t a man anymore. Not in any stretch of appearance.

So he would embrace the new him.

And maybe Jen would poke him in the butt some more. God, that was better than normal sex.

Thinking of Jen, he stood up and wandered towards the hallway. He smiled. She would be surprised to see him like this. Yet, they had talked a little, and he knew this was what she wanted. She had made that plain when she had taken him from the rear.

He walked down the hallway, a little off balance from boobs and heels, and turned into the living room.

And stopped.

Jen was sitting outside, on the patio, watching Los Angeles.

But it was what was in the living room that stopped him.

Murder.

Sally, looking fairly composed, but she had a bloody dent in the back of her head. She had been struck, bent forward, then pushed back when Josh tried to stand up.

But Josh was a mess.

His body was beaten, his neck was beaten, his face was beaten. He was nothing but a pulpy lump.

John didn’t bother feeling for pulses. There was no doubt here.

He walked past the bodies and stepped outside.

Jen didn’t look at him. “Hi, John.”

“Jen. What happened?”

He came to the front of her and gently removed the bent nine iron from her hands.

She didn’t look at him, just kept her eyes gazing over the city.

“I did something bad.”

“Well, uh…I’m going to have to call somebody.”

“I guess. Could you wait a minute? Maybe we could have a drink and talk?”

Her voice was low, yet penetrative.

He went into the kitchen and retrieved a drink for her. He didn’t feel like imbibing.

She took the drink, still without looking at him.  She sipped, and he squatted next to her, felt her pulse.

Why he felt her pulse he didn’t know, and later he would wonder. But, right then, he just felt her pulse.

“Sally fucked you.”

John’s breath caught. An immense sadness overwhelmed him.

“Yes,” he admitted without emotion. Keeping everything bottled up, the way he had before, and he knew that while it wasn’t healthy, had driven him to be mean to his wife.

“And I fucked Josh. And Sally fucked Josh. Got a real fucking Peyton Place here, don’t we?”

“I guess so.”

She looked at him finally. Looked at him and felt his cheek with one hand. “I love you like this, John. Do you think they’ll put me away?”

“Probably. At least, for a while. But I can visit you. I’ll visit you as much as I can.”

“I’d like that.” She smiled. “I’d like that.” She leaned towards him then. She hesitated, then put her lips to his.

It was soft, and sweet, and insane. He had just kissed a murderer.

“When you visit me…”

“Yes?”

“Will you come like this?”

He nodded.

“Okay, then.” She looked back to Los Angeles. “Okay.”

He barely heard her last utterance.

He thought about telling her that he was going to call the police then, but decided not to.

She would figure it out, and he didn’t want to say anything that would disturb whatever emotional balance she had left.

He walked into the house and picked up his cell phone.


Epilogue

Jen was handling quickly and discreetly. She was taken to trial, no bail, then committed to the Femwood Asylum for the Criminally Insane.

FACI. Or ‘face,’ as the inmates and locals called it.

She spent her days weaving baskets, learning to play the guitar, and taking prescribed drugs.

Over the weeks John visited her, and he was always dressed in a feminine fashion.

Over the months she began to appreciate his visits less and less. It was in her eyes. She was moving on. She always was a girl that moved on.

Over the years she began taking up with other inmates. With men, or women, who were of minds like to hers.

Then with the nurses and doctors.

There was never a shortage of people who wanted to make love to a woman who might explode and kill them on a moment’s notice.

Eventually John stopped visiting, but he didn’t stop dressing as a female.

He kept the Chyna 2000s, and even thought about getting bigger boobs.

And he asked the doctor to give him more Depo Provera. He didn’t want to experience the deep emotions that came with attachments.

He was fine with no boners, no sex, and only the mild stimulation to the head of his penis.

Then, one day he read about a murder at Femwood.

Unable to suppress his curiosity, he searched for the news on the net.

Yep. It was Jen. She had been having an affair with a doctor. In his office. And had picked up a potted plant and bashed him on the head. Again and again. Picking up different potted plants and using them. Until the doctor was dead.

John sat back and shut down the computer.

He thought about his one time wife, and the strange twists and turns of fate.

Then he stood up and headed for the kitchen for a drink.

END
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I Feminized My Ex-Husband!

Making a woman out of a man for the right reasons!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

June strode up to the hospital entrance. She wasn’t wearing her nurse whites. She didn’t show her nurses ID card. She simply went to the front desk and asked to see Johnathon Gardener.

“Relationship?”

“Wife.”

She didn’t say ‘ex-wife’ because she didn’t want to get into explanations, or run into red tape.

She was given a pass to wear, and she placed it on her jacket above the left hand breast pocket.

In the elevator she stood silently and inspected herself in the mirror wall.

Five foot six with a good body. Heck, a great body. Pilates and Karate did for that. She was toned, had good boobs, and her legs were strong. Her waist was thin and thank God her ass was under control.

Her face was oval with full lips and arching eyebrows. Her eyes were green and penetrating.

Ding.

She stepped through the opening doors. and looked down a long hall. Nurses were trundling machines, talking at the main desk, and generally doing nurse-y things.

A male nurse was pushing an older gentleman in a wheel chair.

Doctors, as usual were keeping a low profile. You’d see them, but usually only for a moment between rounds.

She walked down the polished floor, her high heels clicked powerfully and she glanced into the rooms as she passed them.

Visitors, flowers, more nurses.

Room 611b. She cooled it on the heels and looked into the room.

Johnny was in the far bed, next to a big window. The other bed was unoccupied; they didn’t like to put other patients in with suicide attempts.

In fact, in a larger hospital they would have had him in a separate wing, psychiatry, under observation.

She noticed a young nurse reading a magazine in a chair pushed into a corner. She was doing the observing.

Johnny didn’t care. His body was still and his face was turned towards the window. Nothing to see out there, but…he had tried to commit suicide. What would he be looking at, other than sadness and misery?

She walked, quietly now, to the chair in the corner. The nurse looked at her. Now she did show her nurse’s card, and she said, “I’ll be here a while. If you want to see about a psych consultant this is a good time.

The nurse was young, a newbie, and she said nice things, then went to let the head nurse know that the patient had a nurse visitor.

Johnny had turned his head to her and was watching.

June sat down in the nurse’s chair and gave Johnny a wan smile.

“Hello, Johnny.”

He nodded. He was sad, and he was drugged.

“What do they have you on?”

He shrugged. He was handsome, but his skin looked pasty.  And worn. Badly worn. That might happen if you took a bunch of sleeping pills and washed them down with brown liquor.

June looked at the chart hanging on the end of the bed.

She pressed her lips together and shook her head. “Heysoos, Johnny. You should be dead.”

“Shoulda woulda coulda,” he murmured.

“So…why?” She focused her eyes on him and drilled in.

He shrugged, then looked out the window.

She sighed. She loved Johnny, then he had cheated on her. That had hurt, especially as she still loved him.

But she wasn’t going to live with a cheater.

She flipped past the first page of the chart and inspected his history, and that’s where she blinked, her eyes opened, and her jaw dropped.

She looked at him. “You never told me any of this.”

He whispered. “You kicked me out.”

“You cheated on me, but we have history and I would have wanted to know.”

“Now you know.”

June felt her heart aching then. What he had gone through, and with no help. “Whatever happened to Shiela what’s her name?”

“She didn’t want to live with a man with no…in my condition.”

“With no nuts,” June said it baldly. She wasn’t one to beat around the bush.

“Yeah. That.”

“So when did you find out?”

“Right after you left me.” He said it bitterly, as if it was her fault, but she knew him better than that.

“So I leave you, you get prostate cancer, and it is so extreme they have to remove your testicles, and you didn’t think to call me up and say, ‘By the way, honey, I have prostate cancer.’”

“You kicked me out.”

She leaned over to him, took his hand in hers, smiled, and said, “Don’t be an asshole.” She dug her fingernail into his cuticle and he yelped and jerked his hand back.

“What the fuck?”

“That’s for not calling me.”

“And what’s for cheating on you?”

“A life of misery. Knowing you just fucked up the best thing that ever happened to you. You want anything else?”

“That’s enough.” He went back to looking out the window.

At that point the head nurse breezed in. Introductions were made, Johnny was discussed, and June made her statement.

“Look, Johnny and I are divorced. I am not, I repeat, ‘not,’ responsible for his bills. But if you want to get him released and off your hands, I’m fairly well trained”—an understatement if there ever was one—“and I’ll let him stay with me until he gets back on his feet.”

There were considerations, and June knew there would be hoops to be jumped through, but she also knew how hospitals worked. They would be glad to get somebody to take care of him, and they would crucify him for the bills later on. Right now they had to see about re-inserting him into society.

Johnny listened to their blather while staring out the window. When all the talk was done, at least for the time being, Johnny asked in a low voice, “Why?”

June sat down and looked at him dourly. “We’ve got history.” She sighed. “Once you were a competent, capable man. Now you’re a helpless puppy dog. Because of our history I need to help you.”

“You don’t love me,” he looked at her.

“Probably not. But I know you, and you need a helping hand, so…” she shrugged.

Johnny looked out the window.

The problem, of course, was that if left to his own devices there was no guarantee that Johnny wouldn’t try to commit suicide again.

He had tried it once, the same problems plagued him, so he was a risk.

Risk of not, June picked him up a week later, after a most serious meeting with a psychiatrist.

“I understand you have a medical background?”

Johnny was looking out the window, Dr. Sharon Lessing and June were sitting in chairs and facing each other. Johnny wasn’t excluded, he just didn’t care.

June went through her history. Nurse, Afghanistan, Physician’s Assistant. She finished with, “I’m intending to be a doctor, but it’ll take some time.”

“And what do you know about watching over suicide prone patients?”

“At this point, not a lot. Just the usual ‘watch them, make sure you don’t give them a knife, that sort of thing. Still, I’m better qualified than most, and…”

They talked for a good two hours, and the good doctor developed a liking for June. They arranged appointments, discussed medication, and Dr. Lessing gave her endorsement to June taking Johnny home.

The last thing she said to Johnny was, “I expect you to take your medicine and work with June. You’re pretty lucky.”

Johnny just looked at her.

In the car Johnny said, “I have to do what you say. That must make you happy.”

“Not really.”

“You were always the pushy one in our marriage.”

“So you’re on suicide watch and you want to argue about our failed marriage.”

Johnny looked out the window.

June pulled the car over and turned him to her. “Johnny, we can talk about our marriage. We can discuss the good and the bad till hell freezes over. I’m okay with that. But I won’t put up with your sniping at me. You get bitchy and I’ll just refuse to talk. You be polite and I want to talk. Most of all I’m going to want to talk about why the hell you would want to kill yourself.”

Johnny stared at here. He wasn’t into communication. She sighed and started the car up again.

June lived in a split level with a hot tub and a sauna. She wanted to put in a swimming pool, but that would have to wait. The important thing was that it w as all hers. Bonus of her failed marriage, she had taken the house and let Johnny skate on any alimony.

She pulled into the garage, closed the door by remote, then stepped out.

Johnny sat and sulked.

She went around and opened his door.

Johnny sat there.

She spoke wryly, “Are you still into BDSM?”

He looked up at her, his brows furrowed. “I’m not into BDSM.”

“You will be if you don’t move your ass.”

Johnny had a confused look on his face as he stepped out of the car.

They were on the right side of the garage, and he had to squeeze by her. Which put him sliding past, and overly aware, of her breasts.

She watched him. She knew she was sexy, she knew he was a horn dog. She knew his horns had been pulled.

He made it past her, and gulped, and entered the house.

June chuckled. She had been so busy with getting her nursing licenses and working towards being a full fledged doctor that she had had no time for sexy.

But now she had made a eunuch horny. What a fucking life.

She followed him into the kitchen, then passed him and led him to his bedroom. It was a small guest room that she had had done in pink. Why she had had it done in pink she didn’t know, and she wished she had had it repainted before she brought Johnny home.

Johnny said nothing about the pink.

“So, do you have clothes? Where did you live before you…you know?” Committed suicide, and failed at it.

“I was homeless.”

“You were homeless?”

He turned to her bitterly. “Homeless. Got it?”

She nodded. “Well, it just surprised me. The Johnny I knew was. a hard charger. Worked 12 hours a day, bought this house, had his own cabinet making business. What happened?”

“I want a drink.”

June frowned. Technically, that was against the rules. She said so.

“You have to keep me away from pills,” he snapped. “Not alcohol.”

“We’re supposed to keep you on an even keel, not feed you chemicals that could excite you.”

“Alcohol is a depressant. You told me that. A depressant isn’t going to excite me.”

“Yes, but…”

They went round and round, and finally June knew the best thing to do would be to compromise. “I’ll give you one drink, a light drink, more Coke than bourbon, but you have to agree to talk to me. To tell me how you came to this situation in your life.”

Johnny pursed his lips, sighed, and acceded.

June led him into the kitchen, leet him watch as she filled a glass with ice cubes and pour 25% good bourbon and added 75% Coke.

He took the glass, sipped it, and began to cry.

At first June was alarmed, she even tried to take the drink back, but Johnny just brushed her hand away and walked out to the patio.

They sat on the lounge chairs and Johnny cried for a while, sipped for a while, and June eventually asked, “So what happened.”

He spoke in a dull monotone, trying to hide the terrible hurt in him. “I cheated on you, and you kicked me out. I knew I screwed up right then. Shiela let me live with her for a while, but it turned out she was in it for the laughs. She eventually turned me loose.

I lived in the shop for a while, set up a cot in back room, but I started drinking more, and…and the business started failing. I blamed the economy, and I wasn’t wrong. That COVID thing put a lot of people out of business. I probably could have kept going, but…but I’d lost my drive. I loved you and I stopped wanting things.”

June had poured self a wine spritzer and she sipped as she listened.

“When the business failed I was living in my car. I had the clothes on my back and I started getting sick. Real sick. All the time sick. I passed out in my car and the police found me. I think the car went to police impound. Anyway, they found prostate cancer. It was so advanced I didn’t have much choice. They had to castrate me to save my life. I called Shiela, and she took me in, but it was only a week until she wanted me gone. She actually tried to make love to me. I understand I’ll be able to use my dick, eventually, maybe even have an orgasm, but my testosterone levels are low, and when she couldn’t get a rise out of me she just…she laughed at me, in a bitter way, and told me I was useless, that I might as well go kill myself.”

“Heysoos,” breathed June. “She actually said that?”

“Yeah, but she didn’t make me do it. I made myself do it. I was homeless, on the street, and I traded a guy a good jacket for the pills, I liberated the liquor at a liquor store. Just grabbed a quart of Jack Daniels and ran out the door. I fucking hate Jack Daniels now. But…” he shrugged.

“So you ate the pills, washed them down with Jack, and here we are.”

Every once in a while the glimmer of tears appeared in the corner of Johnny’s eyes. Still, for the most part he staved them off.

“Want some dinner?”

“I guess.”

“Come with me.”

They went into the kitchen and she made grilled cheese sandwiches with the Hebie Nationals cut long ways. He loved these sandwiches, and he stared at the stove while she cooked.

“You’ve changed a few things.”

“Yep.”

“You finally got the sauna finished.”

“Took me a while. You started it, and I had to find somebody who knew how to work wood as well as you.”

“Well, they did good.”

“Thank you.”

She placed the plate in front of him and he stared at it. Food from a year previous. Food that he loved. In an odd way, food that made him love her.

They ate, and she gave him a glass of Coke.

They sat there, him eating, her watching, and she asked, “So why did you go screw that slut?”

He snorted. “I was a dope. She threw herself at me, a guy has no defense mechanisms, there was something wrong with me, and…” he shrugged.

“I hate to admit it, but there’s a certain amount of pleasure in ‘I told you so.’

He said nothing to that.

“Okay. We need to discuss your contribution to the living arrangements.”

“Okay,” he looked up at her. He had the most unhappy eyes she had ever seen, but there was also a hint of hope in them.

He was being asked to contribute, to help out, to do the thing that most normal human beings take for granted, but which he had let slip.

“Help around the house. Basic chores. I still have to work. I’ve got classes. That would be good.”

“Okay.”

“And you need to come up with a plan.”

“A plan.”

“A plan to restart your business, to do something else. You need to prepare for the future.”

At that he sort of shuttered. When a man has lost his balls he has lost a lot of future.

She leaned across the table and placed her hand on his. “Johnny. I don’t want to come home and find you with slit wrists in the bathtub, If you’re going to kill yourself you can’t do it here. I’m helping you, and you…you can’t. But if you want to talk, I’m here. If you need help, advice, whatever, as to your future, then I’m here. You’ve got to promise me this.”

Her statement was sort of ambiguous, but they both knew what she meant.

Don’t off yourself in my house. Get off your butt. Do something constructive. Make a plan.

He nodded. It took him a moment of self reflection, but his head went up and down, and June hoped there was enough of the old Johnny left in him to hold to this agreement.

After dinner she cleaned him up. They were in the mud room off the kitchen.

“I really wish I had a swimming pool,” June said. The hospital had cleaned him up some, but he needed a deep wash. She used a brush and lots of soap. She took off her clothes and got under the shower with him and went to work.

She didn’t care about being naked in front of him, she had been naked before, lots of times.

And he wasn’t about to rape her. He was weak as a kitten and his dick just sort of hung there. A half a chub with no get up and go.

She scrubbed his back, his front, his limbs. She scrubbed him till he was pink, then went to work on his groin.

He was dirty. He had been homeless, and there aren’t too many hot showers under the freeways.

She scrubbed his ball sac, and that was a shock. He had always had such big, beautiful balls. now he had shrunken skin with little ridges in the back, the slices they had made when they had removed his testicles.

He stood with his hands on the shower wall and was mute.

She finished and got him out, dried him off with a clean, white, fluffy towel.

“You can use the hot tub and the sauna as much as you want. Use the shower here. You can use that closet over there, and of course there is a closet in the pink room.”

He snorted. “Pink.”

“I guess I’m going to have to get you some clothes.”

He nodded.

“And I’d. like you to remove your beard.”

He felt the scruff on his face.

“Have you ever used Nair?”

He shook his head.

“They have Nair for men now, and you can use it on your beard. I’ll get you some. Here,” she handed him a bathrobe.

He took the robe and stared at it. “I should just put my clothes back on.

“Your clothes need to be washed, and I’ll bet one good washing and they’ll disintegrate.”

He grunted. He knew she was right.

“So wear my robe for a couple of days. This weekend I’ll have time and we can go to the Goodwill.”

“The Goodwill.”

“Yep. My money is stretched thin, so we’ll have to go cheap until things get better.”

He put the robe on. It was red so faded it was almost pink.

“A pink room, a pink robe. Is there a message here?”

She was tired now, and she didn’t fully think out what she was saying. “Should there be?”

He stared at her.

There was a small TV in his room, and he watched that for an hour, then fell asleep during a commercial. With no nurses to wake him, no cops to roust him, it was the first decent night’s sleep he had had in six months.

June had been working on the computer, and she turned it off and walked down the hallway to her bedroom. She stopped and stared at Johnny. He was laying on the bed, his ugly toes sticking out, his neck bent to the side, and the TV droned softly on.

She turned off the TV, then straightened him out. She put the pillow under his head, covered him up, and little tears slid down her cheeks.

Fucking Johnny. She had loved him so much, and now…what was left of him? How was he going to recover from this?

She wondered what their life would have been like if he hadn’t gone off and cheated. He was super intelligent, a genius with his hands and wood, and…and now he was a bum. A stinking bum.

She left the room, dried the tears off her cheeks, and went to bed.

Oddly, for the first time in a year, she slept well.

“I remembered you liked scrambled with a bit of onions and peppers.”

“No cheese, but I like salt and pepper.”

He nodded.

She had woken up and felt good, and had come down the hallway to find Johnny cooking breakfast.

He was wearing the pinkish robe, and he needed a haircut. Or at least to comb his mop. He hadn’t cut it for a year, and it had been filthy. But now, in the morning light, it looked clean and ready to style.

Hunh. Style. Not just comb, or brush, but to style. He always had such lovely, brown hair, and she had always joked and threatened to put him in pig tails and ribbons.

Well, not pig tails now, but a bit of a flip, give it some life.

He placed a plate in front of her, and he was wearing the robe untied. She caught a glimpse of his cock. So big, so nice, and now just a shrub. No solid oak there.

They ate, and it was companionable. He drank grapefruit juice that was half filled with water with a level teaspoon of sugar in it.

She drank OJ straight. Grrr.

“So what do you do during the day?” he asked.

“Study in the morning. Got a shift in the afternoon. My classes, courtesy of COVID, are by computer.”

“That’s a change. You used to work twelve hour shifts, and volunteer on your weekends.”

“We needed the money.”

He nodded. “Then we got it.”

She said nothing. Then, “What are your plans?”

His eyes got a far away look in them. “I need to think.”

“About what?” she urged.

He focused on her. “Plans. Tools. Advertising.”

She blinked.

He was a bum, his face was seedy looking, yet for a second she had seen a glimpse of that tremendous drive.

When he had been functioning he would come home with a plan, and a day later the plan would be done. A dresser built. A mailbox dug into the dirt. A room painted.

“Well, good, but we need to do something about your appearance.”

He went quiet, then, “I must be pretty ugly now. Never washing, never eating, I really let myself go.”

“You did,” she agreed. No use in denying the obvious.

“Well, okay.”

His agreement wasn’t enough, however.

She told him to do the dishes, then report to her in the mud room.

“I’m going to get scrubbed again? Okay.” He started cleaning the kitchen.

When he came out to the mud room she had a stool ready. She sat him down and began snipping and brushing.

“I’m not going to shave your head,” she murmured, concentrating on his locks. “I’ve always loved your hair.”

She evened his hair, layered it, and was vaguely aware that she didn’t know enough about men’s styles. Okay. So what if she styled him a little feminine. A brush back and he’d be fine. But his hair, it really was gorgeous. It needed to be tended, not chopped off.

When she was done she rubbed skin cream onto his face. She spent some time working the soft, sweet smelling cream into his wrinkles. She knew he could get back his old skin, but it was going to take some work.

When she was done with his face she started massaging the cream into his body. He was so rough and worn, he needed it.

He sat on the stool, and, interestingly, his dick got hard.

“Not entirely useless,” she murmured.

He looked down in amazement. “They said I could get boners, that my body had other ways of producing testosterone.”

“Well, if this keeps up, you’ll have to get a girlfriend.”

That was an awkward statement, and they both felt it. To get out of the moment she put a thick dollop of cream on her hand and massaged his penis.

It was stiff. Stiff as she had ever felt, and he gave a groan.

“They said you might be able to cum?”

“Yes.” His eyes were closed.

“Hunh.”

Then she backed off, handed him his robe. With his skin glowing from the cream, and his hair styled, and the pink robe, he looked a bit feminine.

But that was okay. Anything was better than the wrinkled, old bum he had been turning into.

That first week was difficult, and it was easy.

It was difficult because patterns and habits had to change. June worked on his appearance every day, then she worked on her studies, and went to work, and she had classes.

But under everything was her concern, and the need for care, for Johnny.

She was totally relieved when, at their first meeting with Dr. Lessing, Johnny said he wasn’t thinking about ending his life any more. He didn’t say much else, just that he was trying to come up with a plan. That was a major turnabout, and Lessing gave June a big thumb’s up when Johnny wasn’t looking.

She also complimented Johnny on his appearance. “The softer look is really pretty.”

“Pretty, hunh.” Yet he seemed pleased by the compliment. After a half a year spent on street corners begging for quarters any compliment was appreciated.

“I worked as a beautician in college,” June explained. “I’m afraid I don’t know much about male styles.”

“I wouldn’t worry about it. Johnny looks good, and that’s what’s important, right?”

Johnny seemed a bit embarrassed, but he didn’t object. He was getting world class attention so he was happy.

Johnny fell in with doing chores easily, and that helped out. He also trimmed the lawn and the bushes, and he stood on the edge of the patio and frowned at the back yard. When June asked him why he said, “A pool would look good here.

They ate dinner, talked small talk, talked about suicide, talked about all the things they used to talk about, and which June had never realized how much she had missed.

That weekend they went to garage sales. Johnny wore his clothes, and June was right. The bleach had about worn them out. It was obvious that he was going to be parting with them for the simple reason they were falling apart.

Fortunately garage sales offer good deals. He wound up with a couple of pairs of jeans, some tee shirts, shoes, a jacket, and all the other little odds and ends. And it only cost $20 all together.

Then they found a garage sale where the lady was determined to get rid of everything. She had a big box of clothes, and when June held up a shirt she had said. “Two bucks takes the whole box.”

That was a deal that couldn’t be refused, so they walked away with a big box full of clothes.

At home Johnny hung up his clothes, then went out to the living room where the big box was waiting. He sat down next to June and they began going through it.

A couple of shirts, then a couple of dresses, including bras and panties.

Johnny lifted one of the bras on a finger and muttered, “Just what the doctor ordered.

June laughed, picked out another bra and held it to his front. “You know, I think this would fit. Of course you need a few hormones.”

“I could probably wear these panties now.”

“Probably a lot more comfortable than those tighty whiteys.

They chuckled, and she pulled out a dress. It was a nice dress. Good silk. Form fitting. Blue shimmy color. Sleeveless but up to the neck.

“Wow.”

“That’s so nice…I’m tempted to wear it.”

I’ll give you a buck to wear it.”

He looked at her. Her eyes were gleaming.

“Is this a joke?”

“No. I just really want to see you in a dress.”

“I’ll do it,” he threatened.

“Put up or shut up.”

He stood up and ripped off his old clothes. They ripped easily.

She watched, her eyes shining.

He pulled on a pair of panties. More thong than panties. He didn’t have enough package to fall out of the leg holes.

She handed him a bra. “In for a penny,” she stated.

He looked at it, took it, thought for a minute, then put it on.

He stood there in panties and bra and it took June’s breath away. His body had become emaciated during his adventures, and now it was…feminine. Sure, he needed a bit more roundness on his fanny, and tits, but…he was definitely feminine.

She handed him the dress.

He pulled it over his head and wiggled it down his body.

June could hardly breath. It fit perfectly. The bra wrinkled the fabric in front a bit, but…but it fit perfectly.

“Wait,” she said. She ran into her room and came back with several pairs of nylons. She balled them up, then reached in through Johnny’s armholes and padded his bra.

She couldn’t believe it.

His hair was feminine, his skin was getting softer, his body was thin, but with the boobs…with the boobs he was on the edge of curvaceous.

“My God,” she whispered. “You’re beautiful.”

He looked in the mirror in the foyer and was stunned. He fluffed his hair a bit, and she ran out for a can of hair spray and a brush.

She brushed and spritzed and his hair gained body. It was looking more and more female, and they stared at the mirror in awe.

“Wait,” she said. Her purse was on the credenza in the foyer. She opened it and extracted a tube of lipstick.

He didn’t object, he just stared at her as she painted his lips. Then she turned the base of the tube to retract the pillar of red lipstick and put the tube away.

He turned to the mirror and was astonished. He had tits, his body was thin, but feminine, and…the lipstick.

He turned to her. “I…I…”

She moved slowly towards him, as if her face was being drawn towards his by magnetism.

They touched lips, and it was pure and sweet, as if he had never cheated.

As if he had been reborn. But…as a woman.

They their arms went around each other and they both began to cry.


PART TWO

In certain ways, nothing changed. Johnny slept in the spare room. He did his chores. He tried to re-evaluate his life.

In other ways, there was a great joy in the house. And a great frustration.

They smiled at each other, and June didn’t have to worry about Johnny committing suicide. They would, at odd times, kiss.

But Johnny lacked the tool to consummate their new relationship.

Yes, he had occasional boners, but they weren’t ready for that.

He was, however, ready for wearing girl clothes.

He wore man clothes when he went out, and a hat to partially conceal his curls. But at home he wore panties and bra a dress, and June even bought him breast forms.

Big breast forms.

Johnny would saunter around, do his chores, and he even cultivated a few feminine characteristics. He crossed his legs at the thigh, he practiced walking on a line, letting his hips sway.

Sometimes, when they knew they had an evening before them and nothing to do, she would even put a little light make up on him.

They spent a lot of time in the hot tub, or the sauna, sweating and soaking and his body slowly became softer.

It had to become softer; he was no longer producing the massive amounts of testosterone that males usually produce. His skin softened, his muscles lost mass, his hips even grew slightly wider.

But only slightly, because he was starting to work.

First, he put out fliers advertising himself as a handyman.

This pulled in a job here, a job there. It was mostly small things, stopping a leaky faucet, repairing a porch step, doing a bit of reshingling. It wasn’t much money, but it was enough for him to start getting tools, and he was building up a clientele. Whenever he completed a job he would ask for more work, let people know that he had had a cabinet making business and that, getting started again, his prices were right.

June watched him blossom. She knew it was tough starting from scratch, but between their evenings together and his natural talent, things started to happen.

Mrs. Johnson, the next block over, wanted new cabinets, and Johnny did a bang up job. That resulted in an order to build a shed. Then he pulled in a big shingle job.

He wasn’t as strong as he was, his muscles had lost mass, but there wasn’t a job a man did that couldn’t, for the most part, be done by a woman. So he spent eight hours a day, a hard eight hours, pounding in shingles setting the gutters right, and, again, doing a great job.

“Looks like your business is taking off.”

“Almost,” he agreed. “There’s a couple of expensive tools I need, but I’ll get there.”

“I can lend you money for tools.”

“Thanks, but…I should do it this way.”

She nodded. She understood a man’s pride…even if it was clothed in a woman’s body.

And his body was getting more and more feminine. Sometimes customers assumed he was a woman.

He let them. He was okay with that.

Then one day June came home and found a real mess on her hands.

No sign of Johnny in the house, but she knew he was around. His box of tools were sitting in its place in the garage.

“Johnny?”

“Out here!”

She went out back and stopped and stared.

He had set out pegs and was digging a trench around a rectangular shape in the back yard.

“What the fuck?” Not mad, just…puzzled.

He stopped, straightened up and looked at her.

“Are you building a swimming pool.”

“Bingo! Give that girl a ceegar!”

“But…I can’t afford…I don’t…”

“I talked to Bill Henderson. I used to get loans from him at the bank. He’s the one who lent me the capital for the business, if you remember.”

“I do, but—“

“I went in to get a credit card. I put money in the bank and I can borrow up to that amount, and a few months and they’ll give me a real credit card.”

“But what does that have to do with a swimming pool?”

“You always wanted one, I’ve got a source of credit, I need to do this.”

“You need to build a swimming pool?”

“I need to build a pool, pay people back for their kindness, get started on building my business back.”

“But…you can’t dig this out by yourself?”

“Why not?”

And that was the old Johnny. Somebody would say, ‘You can’t do that,’ and he would start grinning. And the next thing he would be doing that.

June went into the house, poured two drinks. Both light, he wasn’t off the suicide watch just yet, and walked back out.

He came to the patio and they sat and sipped.

“I figure eight feet deep.”

“I think my roses are going to be in the way.”

“I can transplant them.”

“Are you talking about a diving board?”

“That, or…would you like a slide?”

And the talk went on and on.

They were so engrossed they skipped dinner, and then June said, “I want to get you some boobs.”

Johnny stopped, his mouth open, and his mind was really and truly a big, blank space.

“They don’t have to be big, but the idea of wearing breast forms…I’d like you to be a little more natural.”

Johnny’s mind went round and round on that one. Real boobs. Having to wear a bra for real. Not having to put in the breast forms every day, which breast forms were a bit clunky and didn’t act like real tits.

“Johnny, let’s face it. You’re transitioning.”

“Yeah, but…”

“I can get them for you at cost. I’ve got friends who owe me. You’d look so beautiful.”

“Can I think about it?”

“You can think about it, talk about it, and you should do some research. There’s a lot that goes into breast implants. We need to discuss how big, how they would fit on a slightly wider chest—you’ve still got some male DNA in you and your chest is slightly wider—and…”

They talked long into the night.

It didn’t take Johnny long. He was already presenting as a female in daily life. He was wearing his male clothes less and less. His last two jobs he had gotten as a female.

“Okay,” he said, one night. He had scraped the pool area out to six inches, set more flags for extending the patio. He was sweaty, and his breast forms were in the way, and it would be so much easier if he just had real tits.

“All right, I’ll make an appointment and we’ll start the ball rolling.”

A week later they were in the doctor’s office. He measured Johnny’s chest, inspected his musculature and made calculations.

“We need to do this in stages,” he said, sitting down behind his desk. “First, Johnny will look a bit ‘undernourished,’ if you get what I mean, like he has a pair of golf balls on his chest. His chest being wide we’re going to need to go big with the implants if we want them to be natural looking. So we give him vacation boobs, stretch his skin, prepare him for more weight. Then bigger vacation boobs. Then we can give him breasts that he can be proud of.”

Johnny could hardly stop from grinning. He liked the idea of being big.

June grilled the doctor on methods and procedures until the doc was cross-eyed. He might be a friend, but June wanted to be sure of everything.

Two weeks later, Johnny was down two feet in the backyard, he went for a quick and simple out patient procedure. He drove himself in an old Jeep beater he had picked up for cheap. When he returned June was dying of curiosity.

The vacation boobs weren’t that big, and they were small on his chest, but they looked real.

June put her hands on them and marveled. “They feel so lifelike.”

Johnny actually giggled.

“Can I…can I touch them with my mouth?”

He laughed. “You’re asking if you can suck on my boobs? Oh, God! Yes!”

She held his boobs in her hands and leaned her head forward. His nipples weren’t big, although the doctor had said that on the final implant he could see to that.

Still, to her they were delicious. Her lips fit around them and she licked with her tongue.

Johnny moaned. He didn’t have as much testosterone, but it still made him hot. It was sexy, and his dick actually started to get hard.

“Oh, look at this.” June felt his penis, jacked it slowly.

“Oh, fuck, honey.”

He hadn’t called her honey in over a year. She liked it.

She lowered her head and took his dick in her mouth.

He groaned.

They were in the living room, and she pushed him back on the couch, cupped his boobs, sucked his dick, then she moved up.

She pushed her panties down, lifted her dress up, and squatted over him.

His eyes were glistening, and bright. He wanted this, but he was scared.

She slid down his shaft. She rode him, sighing and tilting her pelvis.

“Oh, God!” he was crying now. He said he felt like a big baby, but she liked it. She liked him vulnerable and wanting. She liked him under her, her on top. She liked controlling the fuck, and she watched him as she twisted and corkscrewed.

For long minutes they screwed, and she was close. She said so.

“So cum.”

“But you haven’t.”

“And I might not. Maybe not for a while, maybe not ever, but this feeling, being inside you, it’s what I want.

A few minutes later she squirted. A massive whumper of an orgasm that shook her very bones. She collapsed on him and felt the tremors subside.

She started to get up, and he held her hips down.

“You can cum twice if you want to.”

She smiled. Yes. She could. They both knew it, but it was rare because he usually came. But now he wasn’t cumming, and he was getting off on just being in her. He didn’t have the overriding urgency, but he did have a cock that stayed hard.

She straightened up and continued the ride.

He groaned happily, not frustrated, but getting into it.

“Would you like me to be on top?”

She liked being on top, but now she was getting physically tired. She nodded.

They worked around until he was on top, and he put what was left of his male strength to work.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out, holding on to him, feeling his chest, sucking a nipple.

He worked his hand down and rubbed her clitoris as he fucked her.

If she thought that first cum was awesome, she had no idea about what was to come. Suddenly her body was shaking and shivering. Her mouth was open in a wail that wouldn’t come. Her hips began twitching and he had to use all his weight to stay in her.

“Oh…no….no…” her hips locked, her legs tried to close, but Johnny kept her going.

For a long minute she was shattered, broken into pieces, as the orgasm swept her away.

He stayed in her and she collapsed.

“Three times?” he asked.

She shook her head, but he did her anyway.

After three cums she was obviously done. Tears were pouring from her eyes and she just laid there.

He pulled his cock, still hard, out of her, then helped her to the bedroom. He couldn’t carry her, he was no longer strong enough, but he walked her, and slipped her under the covers, kissed her gently and turned off the lights.

The swimming pool was down to six feet, and it was turning into hard work. Still, every night after working as a handyman, or on the days that he wasn’t working, Johnny stepped into the pool. He shaved a piece of pipe to a point, put a cross piece on it, and ran water through it and dug at the hard earth.

June marveled at his inventiveness and watched the pool go deeper.

They sipped bourbon in the late evening, and about once a week he screwed her. He still hadn’t cum, but he didn’t care.

“Makes up for all the times I came and you didn’t.”

“But what if you never cum?” she asked.

He shrugged. “As long as you cum I’m happy.”

He received the second set of vacation boobs, and these were sizable. His skin was stretched, his muscles were getting used to the load, and they were as big as hers.

“You’re going to be huge,” she observed one night.

“Doc said he’s going to use something called Chyna 2000s. They were designed for some female wrestler, Joannie Laurer.

“Chyna 2000s.” she repeated, then she looked at him. “I think I’m actually jealous.”

He grew sober. I used to think a man was measured by the size of his penis. I found out that’s not true. I found out the hard way. Now I’m finding that women aren’t measured by the size of their boobs. Did you know I’ll probably outlive you?”

“What? What a dark thought!”

“Eunuchs live something like 15% longer than non-eunuchs. Testosterone is apparently corrosive.”

“Corrosive. I never would have thought.”

“Weird, eh?”

“Weird, yes.”

They sipped their bourbon and Coke and made small talk and enjoyed the evening.

Dr. Lessing was okay with Johnny transitioning. She talked long with him and June, but she didn’t object, and merely nodded and said, “Uh huh.”

She signed off on the procedure a month before he got his permanent implants. And that was the day she asked June to stay late for an extra little talk.

Johnny looked curious, but went out to the waiting room to wait.

“You realize that Johnny is going to need more?”

“More what?”

“I’m glad you’re having sex, and Johnny isn’t going to have to worry about having ‘blue balls.’

They both smiled ruefully. One small advantage of his not having testicles.

“But, psychologically speaking, Johnny will develop a certain bitterness as time goes on. Seeing you orgasm and not being able to join you will work on him. It might be a while, maybe even years, but there is a ticking time bomb here.

“He’s not going to hurt himself,” June stated firmly.

“No. But it will impact on your relationship, change the way you feel about each other.

“So what do we do about it?”

Dr. Lessing told her, and June blinked, and her jaw dropped, and she truly began to think.

Johnny borrowed a few hundred dollars and put in the plumbing for the pool. He checked for leaks, and there were none.

For two weeks the pool sat, nothing but a hole in the earth with some fancy plumbing. Then John paid off the few hundred bucks loan and took out a bigger one.

June had never seen a pool made, and she was surprised when the liner was delivered and placed in the ground. There were still all sorts of adjustments to be made, but the pool was in, and a week later Johnny started filling it.

“How much did this cost?”

“The liner was about a grand, but that’s because I knew some people.

The rest of the stuff just hundred here, a hundred there. I’ve been paying it off as I go along, so I just have one credit card to take care of and I’m in the clear.”

She shook her head in amazement.

He said, “When I pay it off I’ll be able to move out.”

Lord, so that’s what silence sounds like. She turned to him, placed a hand on his wrist.

“Unless…unless…” he was choked up… “I’ll understand if you want me to leave.”

She had both hands on both his wrists now, and she moved closer.

He said. “I cry more now.” He was crying.

She said, “Good.” She kissed him, tenderly, fiercely, and it was understood that he might be staying there for a while.

Maybe a long while.

Probably a long while.

Johnny got his permanent implants, and he was a proud puppy.

He bought a bunch of bras and tried them all out. He wore dresses that showed his now magnificent cleavage.

He wore nylons and high heels.

He asked June to give him fingernails.

“I can’t have them too long because I need to work. But maybe just a little long. And my toes. And…”

“Have a seat,” June smiled.

He sat at her vanity table and she worked on his nails.

“That’s the problem with being a handyman,” she murmured as she pushed the cuticles back. “Your fingernails take a beating.

“I know. I’m looking okay, but people stare at my ugly nails.”

“Well, they’ll be staring at how beautiful they are when I’m done.

Johnny smiled.

She extended them just an eighth of an inch, but even that little bit made a huge difference. Instead of looking all flat and spatulate, they made his fingers look longer. She painted them red, and his toes, and he stared at his new nails happily.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. But now there’s something I need to talk to you about.”             

He looked up at her.

“Remember when I stayed late and talked to Dr Lessing?”

He nodded.

“She told me that you’re going to need something else for our relationship to work.”

“What’s wrong with our relationship?” he sounded a bit defensive.

“Nothing. But we’re going to have to work on it to make sure it stays right.”

He was puzzled, so she brought out the bourbon and Coke and they sat down for a long and serious talk.

Johnny was silent when June explained what she wanted to do. But he had to admit there was sense here, even a certain logic.

“So when do you want to do this?” he asked.

She took a big breath, heaved a big sigh, and said, “This weekend.”

“Okay.”

And that was it.

The rest of the week Johnny worked, and thought.

The work was easy, he was good, money was coming in.

The thought was hard. He was going to have to do something he never would have imagined, but which June and the doctor had said was necessary.

If he want to be a real woman, he was going to have to do this.

He did want to be a real woman.

But it went against everything he believed in as a man.

On Friday night Johnny and June went out for dinner. She asked if he had any questions, but he didn’t. In a way it was all pretty straight forward.

Lose your virginity.

Interestingly, his cock was hard almost the whole week. That hadn’t happened since the days when he had testicles churning out testosterone by the tone.

June, of course, took advantage of his state of excitement. Day after day, cum after cum. And now that she knew what was going to happen, what was going through Johnny’s mind, she was double enjoying it.

“You know,” she said, one evening after sex, “If I had known that you would have had big erections that last longer but never squirted…”

“What?”

“I would have cut off your balls long ago.”

“Hardee har har,” he grunted. But he wasn't upset.

“But seriously,” she said, “I understand what you mean when you say it’s enough that I cum. I enjoy your purity, your sacrifice, and…I want to return the favor.”
Her words were oblique, but he knew what she meant.

On Saturday morning they got up, busied themselves with routine, and didn’t talk about what was running through their minds.

The day passed slowly. They had tuna sandwiches for lunch, and Johnny worked on the pool. He was planning on putting a diving board in and that took some measurements, extra concrete, and, of course, a few dollars.

At four o’clock June called him into the house.

He used Nair and cleaned up. He washed his hair and June set it. He put on his best bra and panty. He rolled socks up his legs and slipped into high heels. He loved high heels, but they were hard to walk in.

They had selected a white wedding dress for his deflowering, and he marveled at how ‘bride-like’ he looked.

‘He.’ A pronoun that would never work again.

She did his toenails, then took off his fingernails and put some extra long ones on him. They were oval, but lo-o-ong oval. He wondered how anybody could ever do the dishes in such long talons.

She took out his curlers, put his earrings in, and made him up.

He was gorgeous. His skin had totally changed from his time on the streets. It was soft, sensitive, and totally female-like.

He had started taking a light regimen of hormones, and that was changing the way his fat was distributed on his body. His eyes looked delicate, yet beautiful. June had curled his lashes, colored his eyes, put plumper and lipstick on his lips.

“You’re a movie star,” she whispered, kissing him tenderly on the ear.

Then it was time.

June played ‘The Sweetest Taboo’ by Sade, and they danced and sipped good bourbon. They held each other, and June kept fondling his boobs.

“You are jealous,” he pointed out.

“Absolutely.”

He laughed, and they adjourned to the bedroom.

He stood next to the bed, looking like a bride. She opened up the lower dresser drawer and took out the strap on and the dildo.

“That’s big,” he observed, feeling a little nervous, butterflies flying around in his belly.

“Bigger is better, baby,” she said as she stepped into the harness.

“You used to use this dildo on yourself?”

“All the time. After you—“ She stopped talking, and he stopped asking. Since before he cheated on her.

“How do you want me?”

She smiled. “On your knees, sucking on my cock.”

He laughed. It was the very thing he used to say to her.

He knelt, and she moved up, and he took her in his mouth.

He sucked slowly, tenderly, in a bit of awe for the size of the dick in his mouth.

“That’s it, honey. Suck me till I squirt.”

He smiled as he blew her. They both knew this wasn’t her night to squirt.

Finally, she reached down and lifted him by the underarms. He came to his feet and they kissed.

His dick was hard, and that was okay. He didn’t know if he was going to cum, but there was a chance. Dr. Lessing had said there was a ‘maybe’ to the deal.

“Up on the bed, honey, on your back.”

He lay on his back and she moved in. She arranged his legs on her shoulders, scooped up some lubricant and began reaming his asshole.

He moaned. He hadn’t know what to expect, but gays like this, so…maybe he could like it.

At any rate, he had to come to certainty concerning himself. He wasn’t a man. So what was he? This night would decide and convince.

She pushed the big dick into his rectum and he gasped. There was pain, but…he could stand it.

She pushed again, and the head popped into him.

“Oh, God!” he murmured. It felt good, and his eyes opened and locked on her.

“I’m going to screw you now, honey. I’m going to make you into a woman.”

He nodded, gripped the sheet with his hands, and she pushed all the way into him.

He would often remember that first thrust. It opened him up, took his breath away, and changed him.

He wasn’t a man any longer. But he wasn’t a woman. But now he was.

He was impaled, he was owned, he was the property of a very alpha woman.

And it felt good.

The slither of veins inside his anus, the way he felt that dick sliding into the depth.

His legs wanted to splay more, but she kept a firm grip on him. She pulled slowly out, and pushed in again.

He made mewling sounds. He was begging, but for what he didn’t know.

Again and again she moved into him, out of him. She changed him, christened him, made him into a new person.

At times he felt like crying, at times like begging. All the time he felt that he had given something up, and had somehow gained by that.

For long minutes she patiently fucked him, watched him, looked for the telltale signs.

She didn’t stroke his weenie.

She just fucked him, and he started to respond. He started to move his hips, to twist and grind, and he felt something a long, way away.

Something hot, that threatened him like a wild animal.

Something that built and built, like a wave miles out at sea, but was rolling in, getting closer.

He became frantic, and was scared. He was reassured by his wife, and he held on.

Finally, the orgasm rolled over him. He knew, in the midst of that white hot sensation, that he wasn’t going to be getting penile orgasms. He lacked the balls for that. But he was going to be getting anal orgasms, prostate orgasms, and that these were actually much stronger than any penis orgasm.

He felt lifted up, exalted, like he wasn’t even on earth.

Then he was dashed down, splatted, jerked and quivering.

Then he was lifted up, his hips locked and his head thrown back.

Then he was thrown down again.

Up and down, and the white heat raged through him.

Until, finally, there was no more.

He was empty. He was done.

June pulled out of him. She took off the strap on, got a towel and wiped his semen off his dick.

There wasn’t a lot, and it wasn’t really semen, just liquid that came out with an orgasm. But that was okay.

June lay down next to him, pushed him around till he was right ways on the bed.

He looked at her, awed, in love, and she said, “I guess you might as well sleep in here from now on.

He snuggled against her and sighed.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


My Husband the Girl!

A manly man experiences the sissy side

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, no! You aren’t coming in here!”

“I’ve got to get cleaned up! I’ve got to wash this smell off!”

“Do it outside!”

“It’s cold outside!

“Well you’re not coming in here!”

I stared at my wife through the big picture window. I was almost ready to vomit from the smell, but she didn’t care.

“Janey, it was an accident. Come on…”

She folded her arms and glared at me. Funny, she was such a sexy woman, got the nice boobs, long hair, such a chipper personality, but right now she looked like the wicked witch of the west.

“Johnny, take off your clothes, and don’t put them on the porch. There’s a hose at the side of the cabin.”

I sighed, and slumped. She wasn’t going to let me in. I went to the edge of the porch and stripped. I took off my shirt and sailed it down the hillside. Then my pants. Bundled and thrown. Underwear followed. And I still stank.

I walked down the steps and around the side of the cabin. I felt so naked. Nothing but a penis that insisted on getting erect, and two shoes that I was going to have to hope I could get the smell off of.

What smell, you ask?”

The smell of Pepé Le Pew. The odor of a pole cat. The stink of a skunk. Yuck.

I unrolled a couple of loops of hose and began washing myself off. It was brisk out, and the water was cold, but I forced myself to wash myself thoroughly. I even grabbed a stiff brush that was sitting on a barrel next to the hose and tried that on my skin. I quickly tossed that idea.

“Hey!”

I looked up. Janey had the bathroom window open it was right above me, and she tossed me a bar of soap.

I missed the catch and dropped the soap in the mud. I heard her laugh, but when I looked up she was gone and the window was closed.

So I scrubbed, and scrubbed, and lathered, and lathered, but the smell wasn’t leaving. I was freezing now, but I knew Janey wouldn’t let me in. I could see the headlines now,

Man Freezes Because of Skunk!

“Hey, neighbor,” I spun around and covered myself up.

It was Sam Thompson, from the next cabin up. He was an old fellow with a wisecracking grin.

“I see you’re into cold showers. Maybe this will help.”  He handed me a can of tomato juice. I stared at it.

“It’s the only thing that will take off the skunk smell.”

“Really?” My teeth chattered hopefully.

“Sure as shucks. Well, see ya.”

“Thanks,” I called after him. He just raised a hand and continued across the hill towards his own cabin.

Fortunately, there was a pop top on the can, and I popped and dumped the red contents on top of my head. The soup smelled a lot better than skunk piss, and I slathered down my body, then finally rinsed, and was surprised when the skunk smell went away. Like it had never been. Who woulda thunk?

Smelling a lot better, and even feeling better, though I was shivering and shaking, I went back up on the porch and knocked on the door.

Janey came to the door and gave me a suspicious look. “Are you clean?”

“Yes, crack the door and smell.”

She did, and she smiled, and opened the door. Quickly I slid into the cabin.

“Oh, Geez,” I muttered, “what a vacation.”

Janey laughed, then she felt me and frowned. “You’re freezing.”

“Yu, yu, yu…yeah.” My teeth was clicking like castanets and I couldn’t stop my body from shaking.

“Well, sorry. It was funny when it happened. Let’s get you into a hot shower.”

She led me to the bathroom, turned the water on, then shoved me in. I could hardly move by now. Heck, my core temperature had to be dropping.

I stood in the shower for ten minutes, and slowly the shivers slowed down. But I was still cold. I stepped out of the shower and Janey toweled me off. My once proud boner was nowhere to be seen.

“Poor boy,” Janey said, toweling it off.

I stared down at the little raisin. I was so cold I didn’t really care.

“I’ve got to get some clothes on.”

“Well, get some clothes on.” She slapped my ass and I headed for the bedroom. In the bedroom I lifted my suitcase up on the bed and opened it, and stared.

“Janey?”

She sauntered in.

“What’s this?”

“What’s what?”

I turned the suitcase and held it up so she could see. She frowned, reached into the suitcase and pulled out a dress. Then she looked at me. “It’s Lana’s suitcase.”

“Lana was my twin sister, and she was supposed to come to the cabin with us, but had bailed at the last second.”

“But…where’s my suitcase?”

“I…I thought this was yours.”

I stood, starting to shiver a bit, “I don’t have any clothes?”

“You…” she opened her own to check her clothes, then turned to me. She shook her head, and there was a hint of a smile.

“What’s so funny.”

“My hubby is going to put on a fashion show.”

“I’m not going to…”I shivered, unable to even finish my sentence.

“So you’re going to freeze to death?”

“I’m not wearing my sister’s clothes.”

“She won’t care.”

“That’s not it.”

“What is it?”

“It’s the idea! I mean, I’m not a girl!”

“Not even for one night so you can stay warm?”

I stood there, and knew she was right. I mumbled, “Okay.”

She grinned and turned Lana’s suitcase upside down. “Everything but the kitchen sink. Look, she even packed her make up. She eyed me, then eyed the make up.

“What?”

“Nothing.” Yet it seemed she was sighing.

She took out a wool dress, and held it up. It was brown, suitable for walking in the woods. “Just the thing. Come here.”

I came, and she helped me wiggle into the dress.

“Don’t I have any of my own underwear?”

“Nope. Besides, what does it matter? Your little fellow looks all tuckered out.” She giggled. Then she looked down at my crotch with an expression of surprise.

“What?” I looked down.

My cock was growing, and fast.

“Holy crap! You’re a transvestite!”

“I am not!” But my dick was full size and throbbing. “I’m just getting warmer.”

“You haven’t been in that dress long enough to get warm. Look at that boner!” She looked at me. “Johnny, I never knew!”

“Stop it!”

“Johnny’s got a boner! Johnny’s got a boner!”

I stomped out of the room. And it was hard stomping when your teeth are still chattering.

“Hey, wait a minute!”

“What?”

“You need to put on a tummy shaper.”

“What for?”

“To keep your boner down!”

“I don’t care if—Oh, my God! This is turning you on! Me being in a dress is turning you on!”

And it was. Her face was flushed, her eyes were sparkling, and there was this horny expression on her face.

“Honey, I need you to put on a tummy shaper.”

“Don’t want to.”

“But your boner is ruining the lines of your dress!”

“It’s not my dress!” I was almost yelling.

“Wait…shhh, shhh, it’s all right.”

She was hugging me then, and patting my hair. And, if she had been a man she would have had a boner. As it was, I knew she was getting wet.

“Listen to me,” she said, her face against mine, her hands reaching under my dress and stroking my dick. “The tummy shaper might be kinky, but it’s going to help you get warmer.”

“Oh, geez!”

But, unfortunately for me, she was right. And I really wanted to be warm. I caught a glimpse of my face in a little, square mirror on the wall. My face was actually blue.

“Come on,” she held my cock and pulled me, and I felt myself going with her. Shivering, but getting all hot down there in bonerland.

In the bedroom she picked up a long tummy shaper. The material was stiff and I stared at it with a grimace. “Really,” I said, rather rhetorically.

She said nothing, just pulled my dress off and helped me into the tummy shaper.

If was long, flared over my hips, and high, pushing up on my pectorals. And it was tight. It was more like a corset, but she had called it a tummy shaper.

She pulled the dress onto me and I stood there. The body of a woman.

I mean, it really was the body of a woman. I was a slender fellow, and this thing tightened the waist and flared the hips and it made me actually look a little curvy.

“Oh, man.” I said, and my boner was really hard now. But it was trapped, made to point down by the shaper, and that made me pooch my butt back a little.”

Janey smiled, she didn’t dare laugh, and said, let’s get you some leggings on.

But she didn’t pull leggings on to my legs. She unrolled nylons. I stared down at my now sleek legs.

“You should have shaved your legs.”

“I’m not shaving my legs.”

“Honey, if you knew how you looked,” she licked her lips. “Now, here.” She handed me a furry type of scarf. “Put this around your neck.”

I did.

“Now, lay on the couch and see if you can sleep.”

I lay on the couch, and at first I thought I was not going to be able to sleep. I was still cold, but she pulled a couple of comforters on me, then crawled under the covers and held me.

Then she wiggled out of her clothes. “It’s too hot for me,” she explained.

She held me, and slowly, slowly, the shivering stopped. I could feel her soft breath on my face, and she kissed me gently.

“Jeepers, Johnny. This is too kinky for words.”

“What?” But I was already starting to drift. My body needed to sleep, to recharge, to overcome the effects of near freezing.

“I’m not into girls, but a transvestite, I could live with that.” She paused. “Really live.”

I felt her hands on my chest.

“You would look so cool with boobs. Long hair. I’m going to give you a make over.”

“Uh…” I could barely hear her. The last thing that registered was her kissing me and holding me and saying, “I love you , Joannie.”

Then I was out like a light.

“Uh…” I stretched, and came awake.

The cold night had passed and I felt right as rain. I sighed. The heavy curtains were drawn back and the sun was shining in the big window. It had gotten warm under the covers, and Janey had taken one comforter off.

“Janey? Babe?”

“Right here,” she called. She was in the kitchen and she sauntered into the living room. She was holding two cups of coffee and she put them down on the coffee table. She smiled and looked at me. And…she had the most curious expression on her face.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing. You just…that dress looks really good on you.”

“That again,” I snorted. “Well, I can’t wait to get out of it.”

I lifted the cup of java, it was hot to my hands and I rolled the cup between my palms.

Janey kept staring at me. I caught her and she quickly looked away. Curiouser and curiouser.

“Listen, you can run into town and get me some jeans and a couple of shirts. Maybe even a thick jacket.”

“Well, uh…”

“What?”

“Why don’t you just keep wearing the dress? And she’s got other stuff in the suitcase. Sweaters, blouses, more nylons.”

“Honey, you don’t understand. I am a man. That’s a ‘man.’ M…A…N. And I need man clothes. Jeans, plaid shirts, pockets for cigars, hockey sticks…the whole nine yards.”

She looked disappointed, but she still had a weird look on her face. And she seemed to be really focused on my face. What was wrong with the woman?

“But, babe…” then she stopped, an idea had occurred to her, and she asked, “How’s your dick?”

“What?”

“Still got a hard on?”

“What?”

But, problem, I did. Well, heck. The way it was all trapped by the tummy shaper, and the feeling of the nylons on my legs…it was all sort of…sexy.

“You do!” She chortled and clapped her hands. “I knew it! You like women’s clothes!”

“I do not!”

“Does so! Does so!”

I was getting irritated, so she calmed down. I said, “Why don’t you head for town. The sooner I get ‘male-icised’ the better I’m going to feel.”

She sighed. “Okay. Let me go get ready.”

I sat on the couch and sipped the rest of my coffee. I listened to her humming in the bathroom. When she came out, all made up and ready to go, I smiled. She was a world class babe, large bosoms, wasp waist, curves on her curves, and all made up she could have been a model, or an actress, or something.

She smiled at the look on my face. I stood up, prepared to pass her and head for the bathroom myself, but she hooked my arm and pulled me around. She walked out to the porch, grabbing the car keys on the way, and turned to me.

“Are you sure you won’t wear a dress for me?”

“Sorry, babe.”

“Not for Christmas, or my birthday even?”

“Honey…” I started.

She stopped me with a finger to my lips. She was staring at my mouth fixedly. She leaned forward, tilted her head slightly, and pressed her red lips to mine. Her warm breath was intoxicating, the feel of her soft lips made me feel my boner, struggling and writhing down there. Then she backed up, put a finger to my lips again. I figured she had left a bit of lipstick on me and was brushing it off. Then she looked up at my eyes and smiled. “I’ll be back in two hours. No jacking off while I’m gone.”

“I don’t jack off.”

“I’m just sayin’…” she laughed, then she flounced down the steps, popped into the Jeep, and waved on her way down the wiggly trail to the main road.

I stood and watched her tail lights. Man, what a girl. And I did have an erection, but I liked to think it was for her. Not some kinky idea of hers. I mean, me as a…a cross dresser? Or, what had she called it? A transvestite? Hunh!

I heard the sound of Sam on the hill, rattling a wheelbarrow or something, and I jumped back into the cabin. All I needed was an old cob like Sam seeing me in a dress. Man, I would never hear the end of it.

I walked across the living room, into the bathroom, humming and bopping my head back and forth. I would turn up the music, read a bit, and—I froze.

I turned white.

My heart stopped.

In the mirror…my face…my lips were a bright red.

I put a trembling finger to my lips and touched them.

I knew, immediately, what had happened. Janey had put lipstick on me while I was sleeping! That’s what she had been staring at me so weirdly for!

I rubbed the lipstick with a finger. It didn’t smudge. I must have had it on for a long time, and…I finally saw the writing on the mirror. It was written in red probably her lip liner, and it was across the bottom of the mirror.

‘Johnny, it’s not coming off. It’s lipstain. I can get it off later in the week, but you might just as well accept it. See you in a couple of hours…beautiful.’

I rubbed the lipstick…the lipstain…again. No. She was right. She hadn’t just put a coat of waxy lipstick on my lips, she had stained them.

I opened the medicine chest to look for something to get the stain off, and I saw the lip stain tube. I quickly picked it up and read the fine print.

Guaranteed to last a week.

A list of chemicals.

But nothing on how to take it off.

Of course, women would know how to get it off…but then I considered. This was stain. When I stained wood I actually changed the color of the wood. I couldn’t take paint thinner and remove stain. So the same thing must be true for the lip stain.

I said a dirty word or eight, and—

KNOCK! KNOCK!

“Fuck!” I whispered.

I went to the hallway and peaked at the front door. Through the little panes of glass I could see Sam Thompson.

KNOCK! KNOCK! “Johnny? Are you all right? I seen your wife take off and I thought…you all right in there?”

My mind was racing. I didn’t say anything. I figured he would just get tired and go away. Maybe assume I had gone for a walk or something. Then I heard the sound of keys rattling in the lock.

“Hey!” I yelled. “I’m okay! I’m in the bathroom!”

The door opened and Sam entered. I remembered he was slightly hard of hearing.

“Johnny? You okay, boy?”

“I’m fine! I’m in the bathroom!”

But I wasn’t, and he could see the side of my body, and the shape of the dress must have confused him. He stepped closer, to the side, and peered at me.

Fuck! Why hadn’t I jumped back into the bathroom. Now I couldn’t leap across the hall without being seen.

But I was going to be seen anyway.

Sam stopped, his eyes arched up, and his mouth opened. “Johnny?”

“Oh, crap,” I stepped out.

He started to laugh. He didn’t even try to hold it in. He just started guffawing and slapping his thigh. “Johnny, boy…I guess it’s Johnny girl.”

“Oh, shut up.” I walked past him into the kitchen. My hand was trembling as I picked up the pot of coffee and poured a cup.” I watched the brown liquid splash into the bottom of the cup, raise the level to the top. I sighed and turned to Sam, who was almost rolling on the floor.

“I brought the wrong suitcase. This was all I had and I had to get warm. Then Janey put this lip stain stuff on me while I was sleeping.”

“Sure…sure.” His laughter became chortles and chuckles. “I understand how you young folks like to get all kinky and everything.”

“I’m not kinky!”

He stopped laughing for a second, though his face was contorted as he tried to suppress, then he pointed at my crotch. “Seems you are.”

My dick was pushing the dress out obscenely. The head of my dick was plain to see.

“Heysoos Xristo!” I snapped. I grabbed an apron and pulled it around my waist. There was still a bulge, but it was still pretty obscene.

Sam started towards the front door, still laughing, and I had a thought: “Sam…do you have any clothes?”

He turned to me, his face twisted in a big, crooked grin. “Sure, I got lots of clothes.”

“How about lending me some?”

“Not on your life.”

“But why not?”

“Because, Johnny girl, last night I had a good looking gal for a neighbor, and a nice enough looking fellow. Now I got two good looking gals.”

“But…”

“Of course…”

“What?”

A sly look crossed his face. “If you was to maybe get down on your knees, do a little…you know…with your pretty, red mouth…maybe then I could get you some clothes.”

“Get the fuck out of here!” I snapped.

He just laughed and sauntered out, chuckling and chortling and having the time of his life.

I sat down on the couch and stewed. I was wearing a dress. And my lips were red. And I was…what the hell had Janey been thinking?

For an hour I just sat there and was pissed, and, finally, I stood up and went into the kitchen. We had brought a couple of bottles of bourbon, and a case of Coke, enough to last me two weeks, but. I had the feeling it was going to last me two days.

I clattered some frozen water into a glass, splashed a bit of bourbon over the cubes, then popped a top and poured a touch of Coke. Bourbon and Coke. A man’s drink. Some called it ‘Coke high,’ and it was an old drink, designed to put hair on the chest of the man so imbibing. So I imbibed.

Three hours later I heard the sound of the Jeep coming up the drive. I was pretty high, but not drunk, which was weird. But, I hate to admit this, I had slowed down my drinking to go upstairs and look at myself in the full mirror.

Well, I had to!

The Jeep stopped and I sat up, and the world shifted slightly.

I heard the car door slam, and Janey’s heels clicking on the drive.

I stood up and went to the door.

She climbed the stairs, and stopped half way up. She grinned. “Are you still pissed off?”

“Yup.”

But she figured it out. “But you’ve been drinking.”

“Yup.”

I stood and leaned against the jamb. Posing like a floozy. She chuckled, and came the rest of the way up the stairs.

“Good. ‘Cause we’re not done.”

“We’re done,” I stated emphatically.

She threw a bunch of bags on the couch, then turned to go out the front door. “I’ve got to bring some more stuff up. Fix me a drink, lover.”

She walked out the door and I blinked owlishly, then I went into the kitchen and made her a drink. One bottle was half gone. This stuff wasn’t going to last long.

I brought the drink back to the living room as Janey tossed more bags onto the couch.

“What the heck?”

“Fortunately for you,” she took a big sip. “I had the foresight to get some more bourbon.”

I smiled. I lifted my glass. “Here’s to a lost weekend.”

We drank, then she went down to the car one last time. This time she brought up several bags, in one of which was three bottles of bourbon. I smiled.

“Okay, lover, it’s time to get to work.”

“Work? I just want to put on some real clothes.”

“You will, but first you have to get rid of your body hair.”

“What?”

She held up a bottle of Nair. I stared at it.

“Put this on your body, not your head, wait fifteen, and then rinse.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

“I want my jeans and plaid shirts. Like cowboys wear.”

She stepped up to me then. She didn’t hug me…she just reached down and lifted my dress, and hugged my dick with her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed.

“And you will get a fuck. Probably the best fuck you’ve ever had, but first you have to do what I say.”

“Don’t want to be a girl.”

“Your dick says otherwise.”

“Dick doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“Dick knows all, sees all. Now, do you want to spend a lousy two weeks, sleeping downstairs, wearing one dress, or do you want to let me do my magic and help you have a good time?”

I was silent. The cabin was spinning ever so slightly, and I forced myself to focus.

“Johnny, nobody will ever know. But what you are doing, you all dressed and made up, you have no idea what it is doing to my pussy.”

She kissed me then, and the world really whirled, but in a good way. I felt her hand stroking me as she nibbled and chewed on my face. I felt my dick ready to spurt, wanting to squirt, then she stepped back.

“You are making me so fucking wet. If you play a little dress up with me then I will suck you until your asshole puckers, and I will fuck you until are stupid.”

She kissed me again. Moved into me and plastered her world class body against me. I could feel her boobs, and the weird thought came into my head: she wants me to have tits!

She stroked me until I was about ready to pop. then she let go and stepped back. Her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering with excitement. “God, I am so wet. You’re going to have to follow me around with a bucket and a mop. Please, Johnny…Please, please.”

Kissing me again.

And, somewhere in there, I mumbled, “Okay.”

Well, what was I supposed to do?

In thanks, she dropped to her knees and began sucking on my penis. Her tongue was magic, and I felt the rough buds caress my underside. Shortly I was ready to pop, but she didn’t let me. Doubtless she was afraid that I would cum, and then back out.

She stood up, kissed me again, and I tasted my own cock on her lips.

Fuck, what she was doing to me.

Finally, she stepped back, totally out of breath, and said, “Nair. Now. Get going.”

I took the pink and white bottle and headed for the shower. I got out of the dress and tummy shaper, which was a relief and…not a relief, at the same time. A relief because my belly relaxed. But, oddly, I liked the feeling of being encased and supported. I wondered if that was part of the things that made me erect. One thing was sure, Janey wasn’t entirely wrong when she said the dress was making me hard.

I slathered the goo all over, especially in the crotch and armpits. I even managed to wipe it on my back. I stood in the shower, humming an old Doors ditty. “Let’s swim with the tide, uh huh…” and after a few minutes I felt a slightly uncomfortable sensation. Into the shower I went, and shortly my short and curlys were all swirling down the drain. I toweled off, then went back into the living room. Janey was waiting for me.

“I’ve set up here,” she was at the kitchen table. “So just sit down and keep still and I will do things to you that you never dreamed of.

I sat down, there was yet one more drink on the table, and I took a sip.

Janey began pushing a little sponge across my face. “This will cleanse your pores.”

“Oh.” I was watching out the window. Two squirrels were chittering and running around a tree. It looked like a mating ritual. I couldn’t tell which was the male and which was the female.

“This is primer. It’s going to make your skin smooth and prepare it for other stuff.”

“Oh.” Again with the ‘Oh.’ My dick was pressing up hard against the underside of the table. Was I really this kinky?

“This is concealer. It’ll hide little imperfections.”

Janey took her time. I just sat there and enjoyed the throbbing of my dick, and wondered at myself. I was a guy, damn it. So why was I all turned on? Why was I enjoying her putting goop on me?”

She continued, putting on and explaining things like blush and bronzer, then she started in on my eyes.

“Hey!” I yelped when she began plucking my eyebrows.

“Oh, shut up,” she said, conversationally. They’ll grow back. You can be a bushy, old Tarzan by the time we go home.”

So I said nothing more, and later I would be a bit surprised. My eyebrows would be thin, feminine arches, and I doubted they would be growing enough to fill in when vacation was over. But, and this also surprised me, they looked good. They totally changed my face, made it a bit more oval.

“Now, you’ve already got lips, but let me put a bit of gloss on them. That will make the lipstain really pop.”

She coated my lips using a small applicator, then she sat back. “Oh, yeah. This is good. Wait until you see.”

I started to turn, to look into the little mirror on the wall.

“No! Not yet.”

I looked at her. I felt so weird, yet…it was a good weird. It’s like that feeling where your hair is standing on end, but it was sort of sexual at the same time. I know my dick was certainly standing on end.

“We have to do your nails, and I have a wig…”

“A wig? You bought a wig?”

“Guilty. Put your hands here.”

I put my hands flat and she fitted some fake nails to them, then began painting the nails.

“This will match your lips.”

I stared at the color. The lip gloss must really be bright, because my fingers were really bright.

“We’ll do your toes tonight. Right now I want to get the wig on you and see you in heels.”

“You got heels?”

“Your sister had heels. She packed some clodhoppers, for hiking, but she also packed some fancy heels, good for going out on the town.”

She went to the couch and rummaged through the bags. She lifted out a box and opened it. She took out a brunette wig.

“Perfect. It’s even close to your natural color.”

She put the wig on my head and fastened it to my own hair. I tried to move it and succeeded only in pulling my hair. This wig was going to stay in place.

“Okay, first, I got you a corset.”

“A real one?”

“Are there fakes?” she quipped. “Of course real. We’re going to girl-icise your figure, pop in some breast forms, and then you are going to be a true killah!”

“You got breast forms?” I gulped.

She looked up at me, then leaned forward and very slowly, very gently, with her eyes open, touched her lips to mine. she backed off, and her eyes were gleaming. She licked her lips. “Oh, God. I want some of that.”

“So let’s do it!”

“Not until you’re ready, and we’ve enjoyed ourselves for a while.”

We both gulped a little then, and she got out the corset.

She wrapped it around me and began fastening hooks and pulling on ties. Slowly, I began to lose the ability to breath.

“Take shallow breathes. We’ve still got a ways to go.”

“Okay!” I was mocking being breathless, but she moved back and stared at me.

“Do that again.”

“What?”

“Speak in that tone of voice.”

I mocked breathless again, and she clapped her hands joyfully. “That’s perfectly feminine. Talk like that all the time.”

“Really?” I mock spoke.

“Oh, honey, you are perfect!”

Then she made me more perfect, pulling on the corset strings until I couldn’t take a deep enough breath to speak like a male at all.

“Okay. Let’s attach your stockings. How’s Mr. Happy doing?”

“He’s pointing down. But if I sit he’s going to pop up.”

She giggled. “Be careful when you sit.”

She clipped my stockings to the straps dangling from the corset, then she pushed two large breast forms into the cups on top of the corset.

“Wow,” she said.

“Too big?” I asked, looking down at the mountains on my chest.

“Nope. Perfect. Dress time.”

She held up a blue wrap around dress. It showed lots of leg, shiny, sleek leg, but not a lot of cleavage. But it did stand out in the chest. I mean, I was big!

“Are you sure these aren’t too big?”

“Nope. I mean, yep. They‘re not too big. Put your foot into this. I put one hand on her shoulder for balance and lifted my foot. She slipped one of Lana’s high heels onto my foot, then the other one.

I stood, tottering, trying to figure out the balance of standing on heels.

“Okay, lover, check yourself out.”

I went to the little mirror, but couldn’t see much more than my rather stunning face. I mean, my face was not even remotely masculine. The make up, the way she had shadowed the lines of my face…I was a woman.

“Can’t see my body.”

“You want to try walking upstairs?”

“Not a chance.” Just the few steps I had taken had almost felled me.

“Try the mirror in the bathroom.”

I stood a bit outside the bathroom. I could see all the way down to my thighs, and…I was a woman. I had a woman’s shape, especially in the boobs. My waist was small and dainty, my butt looked rounder than it was. Apparently the corset was pushing down on my fanny and causing my hips to flare.

“Whoa,” I said.

Janey stood next to me. “Nice, eh?”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Now,” she turned me to her. “I need you to admit something.”

“What?”

“Wearing these clothes, the make up and the nails and the hair and all…it turns you on.”

“Well, no…I…”

She touched my cock, just a bulge in my dress, and I groaned.

“Honesty, babe. You’ve been erect since we started this, and you and I both know that people who lie are miserable, little sots.”

“I’ve drunk enough to be a sot.”

“You know what I mean.” She put a hand on my big tit. I couldn’t feel it, but the idea…the idea was sexy. And her other hand snaked under my dress and pressed on the bulge in my corset. “Admit it. Be honest.”

I stood there, totally turned on. And not just be her roaming hands, but by the thought of what she was saying. Was I a transvestite? A cross dresser? It appeared that I was. But…that wasn’t her question. Did it turn me on?

“Uh…”

She arched her eyebrows and watched me.

“Okay.”

She made a heavy sigh. “I knew it.”

And I was embarrassed. “But I’m…”

She covered my red mouth with her hand. “Don’t try to think or explain, or justify. Just enjoy.”

I nodded. Truth, while I couldn’t stop thinking, there was a part of me that didn’t want to think. “Okay.”

“Okay, then, let’s go.”

“What?” I suddenly panicked. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, girlfriend, you are all dressed up, and we have places to go.”

“I’m not going anywhere!”

She laughed. “Oh, yes. You are.” Then she grew serious. “
I did a good job, and nobody can tell that you are a man. Just hold your purse in front of Mr. Happy, then we sit down at a booth and get waited on.

“I can’t do that.”

“You can’t NOT do that,” she insisted. “Listen, we got you all dolled up. You’re a woman in looks. Now it’s time to be a woman in action. It’s time to go out and experience the looks, listen to lame pick up lines, and let people buy you drinks.”

“Honey, I don’t think…” blah, blah, blah.

She listened, ignored me, and somehow I found myself being pushed out of the house.

“Careful with those steps.” She held one of my arms and I used the other hand to hold onto the rail. I descended to ground level.

“Excellent. Can you make it to the car?”

“I think so.”

I walked, rather, staggered, across the driveway. I made it, but I was glad to put a hand on the car to steady myself.

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Yep.” Then she altered the old Cindy Lauper song. “Girls just want to go crazy!”

She walked, quite easily, to the driver’s side of the car and took the keys out of her purse.

“Hey?”

“You aren’t going to drive. Not in those heels.”

Well, that a blow to my manhood, but not a big one. So I sat in the passenger seat and was glad to get off my heels.

Janey put the car in gear and we whizzed off down the drive.


PART TWO

“Now, listen,” Janey said, as we cruised the main street of the little town, Hold on to me when you walk, try to put your feet on a line, and everything will be fine.”

It was Saturday night, and the main drag was pretty busy for a small town. We watched in amusement as high school kids pressed the accelerators and made their engines roar, then jerked a foot or two only to do it again.

On the sides of the street were the staid moms and pops. I wondered what they would think if they knew I was a man in drag. Probably shit in their old fashioned drawers. I mean, this was small town America.

We went along with the bumping of cars down the street. Janey turned up the radio and we snapped our fingers and looked at each other and giggled.

Yes. I giggled. A grown man.

But my high pitched, squeezed out voice couldn’t do much more.

We came to a tavern. A big old A frame, really, but we could see inside the windows. People were drinking and dancing, and there were still a couple of spaces in the parking area, so Janey pulled in.

“Oh, God,” I blurted.

“She got out and came around to me, helped me out of the car.

“Yes, turn the knees first, then stand. Don’t go flashing any of those good, old boys.”

She laughed, I almost cried, but I was committed now.

She walked slowly, and I held on to her, and we made it. And I even noticed a couple of cowboy types staring at us with grins.

“Oh, no,” I whispered.

“What?”

“Cowboys!”

“Goodie,” and she giggled and we entered the tavern.

It was the local hot spot. There were booths against the walls, then a layer of tables and a big square area for dancing. A three piece band stomped their feet on a small stage and banged their guitars and basses and a piano. They wailed away, and they weren’t half bad. I mean, they weren’t the Eagles, but they could make the Eagles happy. At the moment they were cranking out ‘New Kid in Town.’

While I felt weird and awkward and more scared than a rabbit at a convention of coyotes, Janey was bopping her head and swaying.

“Table or booth?” asked a waitress, chewing gum madly.

Janey looked at me, and I knew she didn’t want to just sit at a table. She wanted to dance, but she also knew she had to get me settled. 
A booth,” she told the girl.

We followed the girl through the crowd and wound up in a corner booth. A little big for us, but that was okay.

We slid in and Janey said, “Two shooters, tequila, and two beers.”

The waitress swiped the table with a rag and headed for the bar.

“Wow,” I said, and before I was done with the word a couple of fellows were leaning on the table. “Hey, girls, you want company?”

I wanted to scream no. Janey watched me and knew I was panicking, but before she could say anything, before the guys could even shove into the booth, a big body moved up behind the guys and moved them aside. “Hey, fellas, thanks for keeping an eye on my girls.”

It was Sam, and he slid his bulk into the booth.

I had no choice, I moved, and was moved, and then he was sitting with his arm around my shoulders. The two guys looked at each other, shrugged, and headed for greener pastures.

“Sam?” blurted Janey.

Sam grinned, showed his strong teeth. “I seen you gals heading out and thought I’d tag along. You don’t mind, do ya?”

Well, of course I did, but what was the alternative? More cowboys with their groping, wandering hands?

“Well, uh,” Janey was blinking and trying to figure out what to say.

“Sam came over earlier. He, uh, saw me.”

Sam grinned. “Yep. I seen the purtiest, little gal. And now I got two of ‘em.”

“Oh.”

At that moment the waitress showed up, put the two shooters down in front of us, followed by two big mugs of cold beer.

“Can you get us a couple more shooters? And a pitcher?”

The girl nodded, and Sam watched us. “Well, bottoms up, ladies.”

Janey and I looked at each other, a shrug was in our eyes, and we picked up the shooters. A quick tilt and we were done. The hard liquor burning down our throats and making our stomaches happy. We placed the glasses on the table, and saw that Sam had a beer in each hand.

He tilted one, chugged it slowly. His Adam’s apple worked, and quicker than a baby drools, he was chugging the other one. He placed both mugs on the table and said, “Whoo!” And he turned to us. “You gals can drink as much as you want. I’ll be the designated driver.”

The waitress appeared with more beer, more shooters. Sam pushed the shooters in front of us and we stared at the narrow glasses. I had almost been sober, but I wasn’t going to be for long.

Sam leaned forward. “I said, I’m designated. Now drink up.”

“I don’t think—“

“Or I’ll rip that wig off’n your husband, and that dress, and let the world see what’s what.”

He sat back, satisfied, and waited.

We had no choice. We tilted the shooters, and experienced another burn, not so hard, and more alcohol slipping into our systems.

We sat, and Sam was actually a conversationalist. He talked about things he’d done and seen, people he had known, jobs he had done, and, after a few more shooters we were relaxed and keeping up with him.

Janie excused herself for the bathroom. She got picked up for a twirl or two, but made it to the little girls room. Sam shoved me. “Move over, girly.”

Sam was big and strong, and I didn’t have much choice. And when Janey got back Sam motioned her to slide in on the other side of him, And there he sat, each arm around the shoulder of a girl, and the whole room was staring at him enviously.

“You like being a girl? Johnny?”

“I—“

“He’s never tried it before,” Janey interjected.

“Well, you tried it now, so what do you think?”

“Uh, I guess it’s okay. We didn’t—“

“You know, it’s funny, Your tit feels good,” I realized he was fondling my boob. I couldn’t feel it because it was fake. “But it can’t compare with Janey’s nipple.”

I looked across him and saw that he was moving his big, thick finger over her nipple. Her nipple was erect, plain to see in her dress, and she had a confused look on her face.

“Sam laughed. “Take it easy girl. Enjoy it. I ain’t gonna do anything you don’t like.”

Janey looked at me, and I couldn’t stop blinking. And Sam went right on diddling her nipple.

“Oh,” Janey gave a shiver and Sam guffawed. He turned to me. “That’s girls for ya. They want to pretend they don’t like it, but they’re just as horny as any guy. Say, have another couple of drinks.”

On the stage the combo was into ‘Heartache Tonight.’

We drank some more, and now Janey and I were getting red-eyed.

Sam suddenly said, “Come on, let’s dance.

We stood up, and I almost fell down, but Sam put his arm around me. Jane swayed, and he caught her, too. I realized we were really smashed.

We went out onto the dance floor, Sam with his arm around each of us, supporting us, and we began to sway. I was sweating with alcohol, Janey was almost out, and Sam slowly danced us to the entrance.

“Come on, gals, time to make our getaway.”

He supported us as we went out the door. He took us to his big truck and opened the door. He lifted Janey in, then I got in. I sat next to Janey, held her up, and Sam went around and got in the driver’s side. He drove out of the parking lot, got onto the main road, and sauntered along. He had one arm around Janey’s shoulder, and his hand was dangling down, cupping her breast.

“Hey!” I said, drunkenly.

“She’s sure got a good set,” he said, hefting one of Janey’s boobs. “You’re a lucky guy.”

I didn’t know what to do. I was drunk, he was twice as strong as me, and Janey couldn’t feel a thing.

“I wish you wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“A, hell, girly girl. It’s time to lay out the facts of life.”

“What facts?”

“One of you girls is going to fuck me tonight.”

“What?” My voice rose up, and it did nothing but sound more feminine.

“I said, I’m going to dip my dipstick tonight, now the only question is…which one of you lovelies is it going to be.”

“You’re crazy!”

“Yup. And that’s my good side. So who’s it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He just laughed. Shortly we came to the turn off and he headed up the long road to the cabins.

He pulled up to our cabin, taking the spot our Jeep usually took, and got out. He rounded the car and opened the door for me.

I stared at him, I was frightened, but I was also…I don’t want to say this…hot.

Under my dress, scrunched down by my corset, my dick was struggling. It wanted to stand up.

But this thing, this situation, it was wrong.

Sam helped me down, then reached in and picked up Janey. She snuggled into his arms, put her hands around his neck. He kissed her forehead and walked up to our cabin.

“Come along, Johnny girl. You ain’t given me your answer yet.”

I followed him up the stairs. He pushed the door open, entered, and put Janey gently down on the sofa. He turned to me.

“Okay, Little Miss Sunshine. Which one is it going to be?”

“Neither of us.”

He reached forward and grabbed my biceps. His hands were big, work toughened hands. He squeezed, and I staggered. “Ow!

He was about as strong a man as I had ever seen. His grip was like each finger was a vice grip, and the pain shot through me.

“I don’t like to get rough, youngster, but I rescued you girls from them cowboys, and I shown you a good time, and it’s time you showed me a good time.”

I said nothing.

“Okay.” He pushed me towards a chair. “You sit there and I’ll have my jollies with Janey. She won’t feel a thing, but me…I’m going to be feeling mighty good.”

He began to unbuckle his belt.

“What’s she like, Johnny girl? Is she a tight, old snatch? Is she going to squeeze my pecker ’til it spits?”

“Hey!” I moved towards him with a balled fist.

He laughed, put a big hand up and pushed my face. I went back and sat down in the chair behind me. Then he dropped his pants.

He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his dick was just as big and gnarly as his work toughened hands. He turned to Janey and started to lift her dress.

“Hey!” I was up again.

He looked over his shoulder at me.

It was my wife laying there. She wasn’t totally out of it, but she was dazed, didn’t know what was happening.

I couldn’t let him take my wife.

“I’ll do it.”

Sam smiled a big slice of teeth. “That’s my girl. I like a little fight, but…not fighting is better. You want to grease up, first?”

“I stood there, and realized what I had gotten myself into. His pecker was long. It hung half to his knees. And it was veined. And the blood was starting to pulse. Before my eyes it began to stand up.

“Big, ain’t it. But, don’t worry. I know how to be gentle. You want to grease up?”

I nodded.

“Well, get to greasing. Times a’wasting.”

I hurried into the bathroom. The sooner I…I did what I had to do, the sooner Janey would be out of danger.

I grabbed a big jar of lube and brought it out to the living room. I scooped a couple of fingers worth, bent over and reached under my dress, lifted the lip of the corset and shoved a big glob into my asshole.

“Here, better give me some of that.”

He took the lube and slathered his cock with it. I watched as his cock rose to its full size. It was a monster. Throbbing. Pulsing. As I watched a big drop of pre-cum formed on the head and dripped.

“Okay, why don’t you lay over the end of the couch.”

I walked, rather waddled, around the couch.

Janey was awake now, still out of it, but staring at us. Trying to figure things out.

I laid over the end of the couch and Sam came up behind me. “Hey, Janey girl. You awake?”

“Uh…” she mumbled. She was watching me, watching the way Sam came up behind me, then she realized what was happening. Through her drunkenness her mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry.”

“Hell, don’t be sorry. Johnny’s gonna be getting what he’s been wondering about.”

I felt his big hands spreading my cheeks. Spreading my legs, then his fingers were working my rectum.

For a big guy he was surprisingly gentle. He poked and prodded, and gently inserted, and before I knew it he was rimming me with a couple of fingers. The lube was sufficient, and the feel of his rough fingers against my orifice…it felt good.

Janey leaned to me, curled a hand around my cheek. Tears began to seep out. “Johnny.”

Sam pushed, and his big cock came into me. I felt like I was taking a shit, but the turd was too big. My mouth opened, my eyes widened.

Janey couldn’t stand it. She leaned forward and kissed me. She held my face and swallowed my mouth with hers. And somewhere in there, the fear of pain, the concern for me, it transformed into horniness.

Sam gave me a moment, then he began to saw in and out. His big tool pulled, and I felt like I was being turned inside out. Then he pushed, and I felt like I was being turned outside in.

Janey kept kissing me.

The pain in my butt went away. I began to push back, and Sam muttered, “That’s a girl. You know you want it.”

Janey kept kissing me, crying, and yet her tongue started working, and she was suddenly kissing me like it was her fucking me.

For a long minute we were all doing what we do. He was fucking, I was getting fucked, Janey was crying and raping my mouth.

Then I felt Sam start to squirt. It felt like his big penis just swelled up and spit out big globes of white semen. I could feel the slithery fluid seeping down the sides of his pummeling cock, then it was dripping out of my ass.

Then he stopped. He rested. He put his hands on my ass and just stared as Janey kissed me.

“Damn, she got all hot over this.”

Janey stopped kissing me and looked at him. “You bastard.”

“Yep. But, tell the truth…you want it.”

I was bent over, helpless, his weight still on me. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breath and I felt so weak.

“I…I…”

“Come on, girl. You been dyin’ to diddle all night. You was turned on by Johnny girl, but now you want a real man. Push come to shove, you need a real cock. Not a girly, little peeny. Come on, admit it.”

“I…”

Sam leaned over my back and took her hair in one fist. He lifted her, and I could feel his cock in my ass. It was getting hard again.

He lifted her and kissed her. And where my kisses were soft and gentle, his was a rough slap in the mouth.

And, yet…she liked it. She moaned, and I tried to look up.

Then, his cock now rock hard and firmly lodged, he pulled her dress off.

Janey gave a small shriek, but it wasn’t protest, it was surprise at his strength.

“Okay, Johnny girl. Ya done good, but it’s time to let the first team take over.”

He pulled his cock out of me, and it felt like my whole insides were being pulled out. Then I felt his cock slapping against my ass, and the space in my rectum felt so very, very empty.

He picked her up, lifted her, and lowered her on his dick.

I was half turned, but I couldn’t get turned all the way over Still, I could see what was happening. She settled down, engulfed his big monster with her little pussy, and she gave a groan that raised the hairs on my back. The non-existent hairs, I should say.

Then he was standing there, pants around his ankles, lifting her up and down, sliding his big cock into and out of her.

Jane held on, her arms around his neck, her face buried into his body.

“Oh, God!” she groaned.

I tried to get up. Sam stopped and pushed on my back, and when I kept trying to rise he simply turned and sat on me.

And he fucked my wife. He used just his arms to jounce her up and down on his big penis. And I could feel every bounce of her weight onto his lap. I was helpless, I couldn’t move, all I could do was sit there and feel his weight as he fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.

And fucked her.


EPILOGUE

Janey and I didn’t talk about that night. Yet, it wasn’t awkward.

I mean, it was obvious that she liked what had happened, that she wanted to be fucked, and not necessarily by me.

And me, I guess I wanted to be fucked, too.

So we didn’t talk about it.

But we did fuck.

We made love a couple of days later, and we made love more and more as our vacation continued. Slowly, we got used to the idea of how changed we were. By the end of the vacation we were fucking like rabbits, and laughing and excited.

I wore girl clothes the whole time.

I told her I liked girl clothes, and I would wear them anytime she wanted.

She said she liked that.

We saw Sam every once in a while. He’d be working in his garden, or sitting on his porch, and he would wave. At first we ignored him, then we started to wave back.

The morning we left Janey went over to his house. She spent a long time over there, but they just talked. She told him we would be back next year.

He said he’d look forward to it.

Then, we were all packed, and I told Janey to sit in the car for a moment, and I walked over to his cabin.

“Well, howdy,” he grinned at me. “You want to come in?”

“No…no…”

“Well, what can I do for you.”

So I told him. And he unzipped his pants and I went down on my knees. I was still wearing girl, and Janey had put my make up on, and I took him in my mouth.

“Well, well.” He marveled, then he came.

I stood up, gulped, shook his hand, and then went back to Janey.

Janey had sat in the front seat and had a clear view of us.

I came back, didn’t say a word, and put the car in gear. We drove down the long drive and I glanced at her. She had a pleased smile on her face.

END
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The Stepforth Husband


The Sexual Edge

He was a loser till he met her…

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

It all changed the day she walked into the gym.

Five foot six and packin’.

Her hair was midnight black in a coal mine. She wore it long, so long a guy just wanted to wrap himself in it and strangle himself to pleasure.

Her face was oval, but more narrow at the chin, and her white teeth glinted like knives on a Hollywood set. She looked like she could eat you up and spit you out, if you didn’t die of love first.

I especially liked her lips. Full, wide, a sensual twist to the upper lip that made her look cruel. She always kept them painted red, and she always watched you with them. I know, it sounds funny, ‘watch you with her lips,’ but once you stand in front of her and all you can do is look at her mouth and wonder what it would taste like…then you understand.

Her body, slender in the waist, round at the hips, and…she was packin’. When you talk about a guy’s guns you’re talking about biceps, bazookas for launching a bone shattering punch. When you talk about Stella Mancini’s guns you’re talking 36 double Ds. And on a cold day those nips could poke an eye out.

So she walks into the gym, five foot six of dynamite that lights up your fuse, and she walks straight across the floor towards me.

Guys walloping the punching bag stopped and stared. They leaned on the bag and rubbed their groins.

Binnie was on the speed bag, and suddenly he slowed down and his eyes started tracking.

The Oxenberger twins, they were halfway through their thousand push ups, never to be disturbed, glaring at each others eyes and screaming at each other if the other sloughed off, they stopped mid push and stared.

And, man, there was a lot to stare at.

She walks straight across the gym, high heels clicking on the cement, muffled by the mats, and everybody just sort of stops and looks.

She arrived where I was sparring with Glen, the old trainer, and owner of ‘Glen’s Champs,’ and she looked up at me. I had seen her first and Glen had smacked me a good one, rattled my cage and told me to keep my eyes on my opponent. Fat chance when she walked in the room. Then he turned to see what had hypnotized me, and I could have pasted him a few good ones. I mean, that old guy’s jaw dropped like a knock out.

She stopped, stared up at me. She smiles a smile that could scorch the moon, and says, “He hit you.”

I could hardly speak. My mind was dialed down to ‘stupid,’ and I managed to say, “Uh, yeah.”

And she says, “My name is Stella Mancini. I’m going to be your trainer.”

Now, sex is sex, and I’m as horny as the next guy, but this was business, and my kisser was on the line. No way I’m going to let some chick train me. Hell, her knuckles weren’t square and worn down by patting on some Joe’s chin. Her ears flashed pretty dazzlers hanging on a line, they weren’t swollen to the size and texture of cauliflowers and maybe missing a bite or two. Her nose was straight and pert, never broken. And she’s going to train me?

But I don’t want to just kiss her off. I mean, like…she’s a BABE!

“Uh, I appreciate the offer, but I’m sort of locked in a deal with Glen here and—“

“Glen, I might want to buy Boom Boom’s contract, or at least sweet talk you into some sort of arrangement, depending on your arrangement with him.”

Glenn squinted at her. He’s a crusty guy, but probably has ED. “Ain’t interested, cutie.”

She smiled, polite, patient, sort of like the way a rattlesnake would smile at a mouse.

“I’ll talk to you after I talk to Johnny.” Then she turned and walked out of the gym.

Leaving a trail of staring eyes and broken hearts.

“Jesus, Boom, what you got yourself into?” We were now leaning on the top rope and watching that world class ass sway back and forth.

“I never seen her before.”

“Well, she’s seen you.”

“You know what this means, don’t you?” I asked.

“What,” he says.”

“You’re going to have to give me sex.”

He barked a laugh, spun a punch at me that would have knocked me on my rock hard gluts, except that me being Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson, I ducked and tapped his belly.

He snorted, and we went back to work.

“Faster,” he’d snap, “Rocky ain’t some old geezer what’s seen his last.”

Rocky was the upcoming demonstration match. He was an asshole, a trash talker, but getting a rep for his heavy fists and speedy feet.

The old geezer Glen was referring to was himself. He was always carrying on about he was on his last legs, that the devil was going to come take him away some night, and we better treat him nice ‘cause he was breathing his last.

My ass. Guy was tough as a nail, and he could take half the youngsters in the gym without working up a sweat. Which was why I had begged him to be my manager.

“Duck like you mean it,” he snarled, snapping a quick fist across the top of my head. Even a near miss is hard when he throws it, and I backed up and frowned.

And, I have to admit it, I was distracted. Damn bitch had my mind going, and that’s one thing a pro boxer can’t afford.

Finally, an hour later, and a few bruises on my pretty face later, he called a halt to my punishment.

“You ain’t gonna beat ‘The Rock’ you fight like that,” he growled, as we unlaced our gloves.

“You know I’ll try harder,” I said, humbly. When Glen offered criticism it was best to take it, listen to it, and learn from it.

“I know, Boom. That lady rattled you. So get her out of your mind and focus. Make your mind into a tunnel, don’t look nowhere else, at the end of the tunnel paste the image.”

He was always saying that, ‘paste an image at the end of the tunnel,’ and the image was you standing over your opponent, yelling in victory, smelling the crowd, hearing the cheers.

“Ah, hell.” he suddenly muttered.

I looked to where his eyes were fixed. The door of the gym. Stella Mancini leaning against a wall, her arms folded under those amazing breasts, and waiting.

For me.

“You better do something,” he warned. “I ain’t training no sissyweights.”

Sissyweights. that was what he called somebody when he was truly pissed.

“I will,” I promised.

He grunted, lifted the top rope and stepped out of the ring.

I stared at Stella, hard, for ten seconds, then I turned my back and left the ring. And I took a long shower, hoping she’d get the hint and just leave. She might be the most gorgeous babe on the planet, but there was no way I wanted her messing with my head.

A half hour later, all spruced up and looking like I hadn’t been smacked in the face a dozen times that morning, I sauntered out of the locker room.

She was still waiting. Confident. An ‘I know something you don’t know’ smile on her face. Her lips red and full and making me love her in spite of my best intentions.

I walked to the door, and would have walked past her, except she turned, quick stepped in her high heels, and linked an arm through mine.

I stopped. “Hey, sister. I’m a pro. I don’t want to mess with anybody. I got a match coming up.”

“If you don’t hire me as your trainer he will kick your ass.”

“Ah,” I made a sound of disgust. I tried to pull my arm loose, but she wasn’t done with me.

She spun me around so I faced her, and she said, in a most pleasant manner, “I waited all morning for you. You could at least hear me out.”

“I could, but I won’t. I told you, I ain’t got time for the dames.”

“You don’t have time for the ladies,” she corrected me. “If you lose your match with Rocky…will you listen to me then?”

“Ha!” The laugh shot out of me like a cannonball. “I’m better than him. And—“

“Back it up.”

I frowned, and when I frown I’m not so handsome. My eyes squinch up, my face shifts a little lopsided, and I look like I’m ready to take a bite out of the nearest pitbull.

“Lady, if he lays a glove on me I’ll kiss your ass.”

She grinned, let go of my arm, said: “Have a nice day, ‘Boom Boom.’”

As I walked away I heard her throaty chuckle. Laughing at me. Bitch!

“Hey, ma! I’m home!”

I know, I live with my mother, but it’s all part of the plan. She knows where I’m going. She’s behind me. She hates seein’ me take a punch, but like it was in my pop, it’s in me. I got to fight.

He hated the world, fought up to being a contender, then, when he couldn’t fight no more, when his eyesight was messed up from being punched too much, he drank himself into a car wreck. Worst day of my life was when the cops came and told Ma and me that he was dead.

But I was determined to go further, to make his name heard, to be more than a contender.

And I had what it takes. In spades.

I had been working out since I was a kid. First was Pop, teaching me how to duck so I wouldn’t look as ugly as him. That’s what he said, “You want to look like me?” And he’d paw my face a good one. Enough to rock my world, but not really hurt me. Takes a smart punch to do that, you know?

“Johnny! Is that you?”

Of course it was, but she always says that. She came out of the kitchen and gave me a big hug and kissed my cheek. “Good work out?”

“The best,” I lied, thinking of how that bitch had thrown me off my game.

“You good boy, Johnny. You work hard. Hey! I rent the spare room!”

“Really?”

We weren’t in the best neighborhood, and we needed a few extra quarters, but nobody wanted to rent in our neighborhood.

“Yes, come meet Miss Mancini.”

“Miss…” My mind stopped, things fluttered around behind my eyes, ramifications and consequences. What the…and I turned my face towards the kitchen.

Through the kitchen door I saw her, sitting on a plastic chair, leaning her back against the wall. Smiling, but now without the high sex appeal wattage. Now looking like a nice girl, a secretary or something.

I entered the kitchen behind ma, and she stood up, looking demure and…and nice. She offered her hand.

“I met Johnny this morning.”

“You did?”

“You spoke so highly of him, and I was near the gym, so I stopped in and peeked at him.”

“My Johnny going to be the champ.”

“Yes, he will,” she agreed, and I could tell she was serious.

She had taken my hand, and shaken it, then dribbled her fingers out of mine.

Nice, polite, sweet girl, and there was sex in her touch, electricity in her grip, ‘fuck me’ in the way she slid her palm across mine.

“I didn’t catch what you do for a living, Miss Mancini,” my mind was working overtime, trying to figure this thing out.

“I’m sort of a counselor. I help people reach their goals.”

“Johnny could use that. Why don’t you hire Miss Mancini? Johnny?”

And we all chuckled. But there was a glint in Stella’s eyes. Ma was talkin’ to talk. Stella was walking to walk. It was bad.

“Say, I doubt if I could help Johnny, but he could help me. Can you help me carry a couple of boxes up the stairs?”

“Sure, he help you,” Ma blurted.

Good old Ma, putting my hand in the devil’s and helping me to shake it.

So, after a few words, Stella took me out to her car. It was a BMW. Sharp and shiny. A lot of high roar horsepower. Not the kind of car you wanted to park in a neighborhood like mine.

“You might want to hire a cop to guard this for you.”

She laughed. “Nobody’s going to be stealing from ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson.”

I wanted to turn her around then, give her a taste of my mind. But I held my anger.

I took two boxes out of her car and followed her to the back of the house. That’s where the spare room is, up the back stairs, all by itself, complete with a kitchen and shower. It’s a nice deal, and I sure wished somebody else had rented it.

Up the stairs, she opened the door and stepped in, me right after her, and I tossed the boxes on the couch, grabbed her arm and turned her around.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

My grip was too hard, and I knew it, and I wanted to squeeze harder.

“You’re hurting me, Johnny,” and her face was squinched up in pain.

I opened my hand and let go. I stared at her while she rubbed her arm.

“Don’t you ever do that again,” and there was a seriousness in her eyes that told me she meant it. I was 180 pounds, lightening in my hands, quick as a cobra and steady as an ox, but there was something in her voice, in her demeanor, that warned me off.

And, I got to admit, it wasn’t right that I had manhandled her. I ain’t that kind of guy.

“Okay. So why are you here? Why you followin’ me around?”

“Because, after you lose your exhibition match with Rocky…you’re going to have to hire me as your trainer.”

Man, was I pissed. Bitch follows me around, messes with my head, and keeps saying I’m going to lose.

“I ain’t no loser.”

“No, you aren’t, and it’s going to hurt when Rocky takes you apart, bruises your pretty face, and tells you the facts of life.”

“The facts of life?”

“That you need me. Now, I’ve got things to do, and you haven’t hired me yet, so get out.”

The way she spoke, the confidence, the way she handled herself, there was nothing else I could do. I turned and left the apartment, and all the way down the stairs I cursed her.

The next few weeks were tough ones. The demo match was coming up, and I knew Rocky wasn’t a push over. I knew I could beat him, but I knew I would have to work. So I worked.

Up at four in the morning, rain or shine, and five miles. And I didn’t just saunter along on those miles. I punched the air with every step, and I put the ‘image at the end of the tunnel,’ me standing over Rocky’s body. Hearing the crowd cheer. Smelling the smell of victory.

After the five miles I would end up at the gym. I did five sets of weights, alternating the exercises so each day a different group of muscles felt good. Keeping the weights low and the reps up so I didn’t gain weight or waste myself.

Then the bag. An hour of punching the heavy bag, the speed bag, the heavy bag, the speed bag.

Guys started showing up, the big lights went on, the sound of rope skipping and weights clanking filled the gym. Glen had arrived at the gym same time as I did, but he was in his office taking care of the ‘BS paperwork,’ as he put it.

Then…sparring partners, and Glen would come out and watch. Offer acerbic advice, and keep changing partners on me.

“Move left! Left damn it! Watch his eyes! Don’t get fooled by the hands!”

And the guys would line up around the ring and watch me work. They cheered, they jeered, and they were all on my side. They offered their own advice, and sometimes they got in the ring to find out if their advice worked.

I tell ya, an hour in the gym is like eight hours of work, and by eleven o’clock I had worked 56 hours. And if I didn’t make Glen happy, I would work all afternoon. And mostly I didn’t make him happy.

And here’s the weird part. Stella.

For the first week I didn’t see her much. She disappeared all night, and slept all day. And I wondered, what kind of counseling was she doing?

She’d leave the house at 7 in the evening, and she wouldn’t be back when I got up.

And though I was determined to avoid her, I couldn’t help but wonder. Did she have a boyfriend?

Or, worse, was she a whore?

But I knew she wasn’t. She didn’t have that jaded feel to her. When I did see her she didn’t look fucked out.

But where was she going?

The last week of training before the big demo. Glen backed off a bit, he knew I was ready, and he didn’t want to over train me. You can train a guy to the point where he’s still recovering from the training, and loses that peak he needs in the ring.

So I had time on my hands.

On Thursday afternoon, the day before the fight, I got a call. Stella.

“Johnny? I had an accident, I fell down in the shower. Can you help me?”

Oh, I should have seen it coming. I should have, but I’m speaking hindsight. Real sight, in the moment sight, there was no way I could have foretold what she was going to do to me.

I ran out the front, up the driveway, and took the stairs two at a time. And, on my side, I wasn’t worried about being sued, I was worried about a damsel in distress. I was worried that she might have really hurt herself.

I pushed open the door to the apartment. “Stella?”

“In here, Johnny.”

I could hear the pain in her voice. She must have really messed up. I ran into the bathroom.

She was lying in the shower, sitting against one of the walls. She was holding her ankle and she looked like she had been crying.

And, she was naked. Like, real naked. I could see her bush, which was just a small landing pad. And the way she was holding her ankle, I could see her moist, juicy slit.

Oh, fuck.

And her breasts. Those big double Ds. Her arms were out and around to hold her ankle, and they were on display. Round cones with pink tips. Nipples standing straight up.

Double fuck!

“I’m sorry, Johnny. I slipped, I think I hurt my shoulder, too. And I hit my head. I’m sort of dizzy, and…”

She kept blathering on, and she was moving, her shoulders coming forward as she massaged her ankle, her large breasts swaying invitingly.

“Okay, no problem. We’ll just get you to the bed.”

I stepped into the shower and bent down. It was awkward, required me to lift from a weird position, but I did it. Once I had her up she was light as a feather to me.

And she hugged me. Put her arms around me and put her face into the hollow of my neck, and I could feel her.

Funny, she was cold, like she had taken a cold shower, but as soon as I touched her I felt the heat swarming into me.

“Thank you, Johnny. I’m so sorry. You should be training, and now this…”

“I don’t have any training today.” I stepped through the doorway into the living room. “Where you want me to put you?”

“On the couch.”

So I put her down, gentle like, and she sat and held her ankle and looked at me with these deep, brown eyes. Eyes so dark they look black, and you can’t see the white, and I think it was the eyes getting to me worse than her breasts, or her…her cunt.

And I could smell her. I could smell the woman of her. I could smell the heat, and it was sexual. I knew that, but it wasn’t polite to say such a thing, and as I straightened up she put one hand on her head.

“Oh, I don’t…I don’t want to throw up.”

So I got a wash cloth, put it in cold water and wrung it out and pressed it to her head.

“Oh, thank you. That feels better, but why am I so dizzy?”

“You might have a concussion. We should take you to a doctor.”

“No…no. I just need to sit here for a minute. Will you sit for a minute?”

“Sure,” I was already sitting, right next to her, pressing the cold cloth against her head and looking through her hair for sign of a bruise or cut.

She leaned against me. “Thank you, Johnny. I’m so sorry to be a bother.”

“No bother.”

And she started to cry. Just light little sniffs, then she was crying, and holding on to me. So I held on to her. I could feel her sobbing, gasping, and her breasts were pressed against me, and somehow her little hands slid across my nipple.

Bang. Like that I was hard. Hard as a rock. Hard as a nail and ready for pounding.

Still, I held back.

Slowly, she stopped crying. And I held her. And though I could have let her go, though I should have let her go, I didn’t.

She placed a hand on my chest. On my pec, and my nipple was under her heated palm, and as she spoke she emphasized her words by moving her palm, and it was driving my nipple wild…all the way to my dick.

“I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?” I was so aware of her breasts rising and falling against me.

“I researched you. I was looking for a fighter. The best. I wanted to use my methods to insure his wins.”

“Yeah?” Smelling her hair, The way she was pressing against me I could feel her breathing on my skin, and I could even feel her beautiful lips sliding across my body.

“And when I saw you I fell in love. Johnny, you’re so handsome. And you’re strong. I passed you the other morning, when I was coming home. You were running, and you looked like a beast. Your hair shaking in the wind, your muscles rolling, running like a gazelle, punching like a gorilla.”

I laughed. “My father was an ape, my mother was the gazelle.”

She laughed. And she kissed my body. Pressed her lips against my ribs.

“I fell in love, and I knew…Johnny, I knew.”

Her hand dropped to my lap. Dangerously close to my boner.

She looked up at me then. Her face was so close, and she whispered, “Thank you, Johnny. Thank you for rescuing me.”

And then she kissed me. And it wasn’t sexy, oddly, but the kiss of thanks, but it developed into something more real quick.

And her hand brushed over my cock.

And her lips tasted sweet, a hint of red lipstick, a darting tongue that licked at my mouth quickly, then retreated.

And I kissed her, falling deeper into her trap. I turned, and she had access to my cock. And she rubbed it through my pants. And she took one of my hands and pressed it against one boob.

“Oh, Johnny,” she breathed.

And then it was too late for me. Though, truth, it had been too late once I had answered the phone. Hell, it had been too late for me since she had moved in, since she had stepped into the gym, since she had opened the page of some boxing mag and seen me smacking some dude so hard his head turned and his lips deformed and spit flew through the air.

“Stella,” I whispered. Then, somehow, she had my penis out of my pants. And she was sucking on it, pulling my essence out, grabbing all my energy for herself.

She pushed me back, stripped my clothes off me. She kissed me and stroked me. She even tickled my back door with a long finger.

Then she mounted me. She sat upon me, cowgirl, and looked down at me. She ground her hips and moaned. She pulled her tits and moaned.

Lost in the moment, I grabbed her and flipped her over, drove myself into her. Balls deep, I felt the wondrous velvet walls of her vaginal canal. I felt the head of my dick being rubbed ruthlessly. And I felt her hands on my balls. She reached under herself and she palpated them, one after the other, like she was juggling.

I could feel the lust exploding in me. I could feel the white hot heat in my groin, threatening to explode, to wipe away my mind.

She tilted and corkscrewed. My hands groped her breasts,  squeezing and shaping and pulling.

We kissed. Our mouths fucking. Our tongues taking turns exploring.

And then I felt the trigger click. I felt the semen start up the tube. I felt the sheer intensity of focus needed for an orgasm, and I stopped thinking. There was only  the feel of her, my need for her, the semen exploding out of my dick. And she kept twisting her pelvis, sucking more and more of my energy.

And I, like a fool, gave it to her.

Friday afternoon. I awoke in her room, and I felt like a rag.

She was already up. Whistling and chipper. She was putting on make up, painting her lips, combing her hair, and looked and acted like a woman satisfied.

“Oh,” I groaned, sitting up. We had fucked all night, and she had taken months of my sperm in an orgy of lust that had left me dazed and stupid.

I couldn’t think. All I could do was wish I had 20 or 30 more hours to sleep.

I turned and slid my feet out from under the covers.

“And how’s my big ‘Boom Boom’ this morning?”

“I need to eat.” I grumped, wondering what was wrong with me.

And yet, in my heart of hearts, knowing.

“Well, you go have yourself some Cheerios. I’ll see you at the fights.”

“Gah!” I answered.

She left, a dazzle of beauty, smelling of perfume and sex and winning.

I got up and dressed, then straggled down to the house.

I was a mess. I had been drained. I had nothing left. I had a half a bowl of Cheerios, then pushed it aside.

Fuck!

I listened to the bell. I listened to the crowd. I listened to the announcer announcing the card.

I was third up. Yippy.

Glen came in, took one look at me, and panicked.

“What the fuck did you do?”

I didn’t answer him, I didn’t explain, except to say, “I don’t feel well.”

He inspected me, looked in my eyes, took my pulse, and didn’t believe me.

I could see it in his eyes, ‘Well, you’re fucked now, Boom.’ But he didn’t say it.

He rubbed me down, wrapped my hands. He gave me a small pep talk, though I think we both knew it was useless. Then he walked in my train down to the ring.

The crowd was like a rock concert, cheering and booing and even throwing paper cups filled with beer. I was a favorite, so I had a lot of cheers, and just a few boos.

I stood in the ring, bounced up and down, waved to a few people, and wondered when this torture was going to be over.

Then Rocky came down the ramp.

He wasn’t ugly, but he was mean. Had a mean face. Short blonde hair, a thick nose, been broken a lot, and more muscles than King Kong.

Fine. I had muscles, too. And I was fast on my feet, faster than him.

He stepped under the rope and glared at me. Then he stayed in his corner and let his team work on him. As I stayed in my corner and let my—Stella. She was standing up behind him, in his retinue, and I knew what the bitch had done.

She loved me. Fuck she did. She just wanted to drain me of energy. Set me up for her boy.

Fucking whore. And I knew she had been screwing Rocky for months, but not this last week. And this last day she had screwed me. Royally.

The bell rang, and I trundled out, fists up, ready to do some damage.

Rocky hit me. Rang my bell, and the crowd roared.

I tried my quick feet, a sidestep, and he hooked me in the ribs. I grunted, and thank God I had run and done weights and push ups and sit ups. Sucker could punch HARD!

I backed off, did a little dancing, moving in a circle. Somehow, he cut me off, hacked my forearms, and snuck an uppercut in. Rattled my mouthpiece so hard I thought it might break.

I spun him around, using up precious energy to manipulate his resisting body. He spun me around, and then I was against the ropes. Him pounding into me, those sledge hammer hands searching for my skull, those bulky arms throwing me back again and again.

I was dazed, unfocused, and one glance showed me Stella. Watching me. No pleasure on her face, only calculations. Even then, during my worst hour, I wanted her.

I managed to push my way out of the mess. I even managed to score a couple of punches But they weren’t the sizzling slobberknockers I was known for. They were push off punches, designed to get me away more than end the fight.

We circled, and then…DING!

Second round. More of the same. Me holding on, trying to figure my way out of the mess. My feet no longer quick, my hands filled with silly putty instead of dynamite.

Third round…fourth round.

Stella watching me. Her red lips pursed in thought. My eyes a thousand yards away, hating her…and loving her.

Fifth round. It was just n exhibition, so this was the final round, and Rocky went to work on me.

Exhibitions are supposed to be light and friendly, but this was more real than any fight I had ever had. Obviously, he was trying to put me out. We would have a real match in two months, and he wanted to put the fear of Rocky in me.

I danced, and was cut off. I fended with my arms, and my arms were battered until they near broke, and then he would lace a hard punch to my face.

Right, square, smack on my face I was the pretty boy, nobody could touch me, but Rocky was touching me, but good.

By the end of the round I was out on my feet. I was staggering, trying to figure out what day it was. He was hitting me freely then, and I think, if there is any fight that proves I’ve got a chin, that was it. He pounded on me until I should have gone down. But I didn’t. I stayed up. I took it like a man. But when the bell rang and the ref held up both our hands, we both knew who’d won…and who’d lost.

He was chipper, looked like he had been dancing.

I looked like a sack that had been dragged through the mud and shat upon by bulls.

And as we bumped gloves to end it all he muttered into my ear. “Just the beginning, sweetheart. Next time will be worse.”

Then I was being escorted out of the ring, back to the dressing room, where, for the first time in15 years, I cried like a baby.

I had been beaten to a frazzle. I was a loser. I never felt so low in my life.


PART TWO

Ma hugged me, fed me a steak, and didn’t say a word. She had seen my father lose, and she knew what a fighter needed. Time to let it sink in. Tome to recover. Time to recharge.

Though, quite honestly, I didn’t think I would ever recharge.

To be beaten so badly I cried. There was nothing lower.

Saturday passed.  I sat around the house, watched TV, tried to keep my mind off the fight. Didn’t work. I kept sinking deeper and deeper into depression.

Sunday passed. I went to church with Ma. I painted one of the rooms in my house. I read the sporting news. And, always, I felt like crap.

Lost.

No, it wasn’t an official match, but it was a mark against me in my own mind.

Oddly, I didn’t see Stella during this time. Her car was gone, and that was fine with me. She had fucked me over, literally, and I didn’t feel like putting up with her gloating.

Then, five in the afternoon, her car rolled into the driveway. I was standing by the window, just looking out, and it came into my view and I didn’t move. I just stared. Might just as well let the devil have her horse laugh.

The door opened. One shapely calf lowered to the pavement, then she stood up.

She had a black eye. A fucking black eye!

She looked at me. She had been hit, somebody had struck her, but I could still see the glint in her eye.

She turned, head up high, and walked to the back stairs.

I went and sat down and watched more of that stupid TV. but now, instead of being totally focused on her mocking me, I wondered who had hit her.

I went to bed early. And I slept.

And overslept.

I never overslept, and it shows how deeply darkened was my attitude.

I ate quickly, then straggled out the front door.

I ran my full five miles, lagging a bit, and I didn’t mind showing up late at the gym.

Heck, if Glen had any sense he’d lock me out. I was a loser. I sucked. I hated myself.

When I finally arrived at the gym, breathing harder than usual, entirely dispirited, everybody was already there and working.

I walked into the clamor of bouncing bags and weights clanging and friendly shouts.

“It’s okay, Boom Boom!” Somebody shouted. A few fellows clapped, and a few fellows came up and shook my hand.

“Don’t worry, champ. You’ll get him next time.”

“Boom! Told you to keep those hands high!” A grin and a chest bump.

“Johnny boy, You’re supposed to hit him in the face with your fist, not hit him in the fist with your face!”

It was high spirits, as if I had won, and my jaw dropped, then clamped up a bit. That moment, in some weird, undefinable fashion, I stopped looking at myself as a loser.

Mind you, I didn’t consider myself a winner, but these guys, my sparring partners and well wishers, guys I’d traded punches and quips with for a couple of years, they lifted me up.

Feeling a little better, I went through my work out, and was suddenly curious. Where was Glen? I had yet to beard the lion, and he was nowhere to be seen.

Oh, let’s be honest, I didn’t want to see him. I didn’t want to hear his analysis of my fight.

But, honest again, I knew it was something I would have to go through. My relationship with Glen, as rough as it was, was built on trust. I had fucked up, and I would have to gain his trust all over again.

I entered the ring, a few guys lined up. A couple of them were smacking their gloves and taunting me. “Now that I know how soft you are…” Jerry Gibson danced around the ring and punched the air.

I smiled. something of the old me was coming back. His friendly taunts, the way everybody had welcomed me, I was coming back.

“Boom Boom!” I looked over to where Tommy Hansen was just coming from Glen’s office. “Glen wants you.”

I looked at Jerry, shrugged, and he shrugged back, and I left the ring and crossed the room.

Okay, I thought. Here it comes. But what happened to me in the office was not what I had expected.

I entered the office. Glen was behind his desk. Stella sat on the couch. She had legs crossed at the knees, her boobs were huge, her red lipstick taunted me in a knowing smile.

“Boom,” growled Glen. But it was a friendly growl. “I don’t know if you know it, but I never kick a man when he’s down. We just build him back up, put him back on the horse, and he does better.” Then he turned to Stella. “Right?”

She nodded, kicked one foot gently up and down. “Yup.”

“Now, you don’t need me going over any particular part of your performance, because you know what went wrong. Me and Stella been talking, and she told me everything.”

God, was I embarrassed. To be taken down in such crass fashion. It was worse than laughter. Now I wasn’t just a schmuck, I was a schmuck who had been taken in. On purpose. Easily. Fooled and used.

Glen didn’t laugh at me, though.

“Tell ya the truth, now that I understand, I don’t blame you. And if I was you I wouldn’t blame myself.”

I kept my eyes off Stella, but my peripheral vision was working over time. There was no expression on her face but smugness.

“So, the question is…what do we do about it?”

“I’ll stay away from her.”

Glen grinned. He had dentures, nice, clean white ones, and they were never more visible. He ignored me.

“We, me and Stella, figured out a plan. ‘Course it’s more her plan than mine, I ain’t as devious as a woman,” he smiled that overly white smile, and Stella turned and nodded her head in acknowledgement, “but the way she’s laid it out for me, I know that she can turn you around, and before you have to fight Rocky again.”

“What?” I was aghast. My worst nightmares come to life. I stared at Stella. She lifted the corners of her mouth. “But I don’t want to work with that…that…”

“Ah!” Glen made a harsh sound to stop me before I went too far.

“I don’t want to work with her.”

Now he leaned forward, and I saw the face of the young warrior that had knocked hell out of the ring decades before. This was the winner under the smiling face. This was the growl and the right hook that knocked the slow and unwary on their keisters.

“You got a contract with me, buster. And if that ain’t enough, you gave me your word. You said you’d do anything I said if I would just train you. Well, I trained you, and you lost. Miss Mancini has a plan that will bring you back Maybe even make you into a winner. And you’re going to do what she says. You said you’d do whatever I said, and I’m telling you…do whatever she says.”

“I…I—“

“And if you don’t,” his growl was at the low end of the spectrum, the kind of growl that makes full grown lions shit themselves. “Then I don’t want to see you again. You got that?”

There was a dead silence in the little office. My mind was going crazy. Things were shuttling around inside me, protesting, screaming, but Glen just sat there, his big knuckled fists planted on the desk in front of himself. The knuckles were white, as if with anger. And his face…I knew this was it. I did what he said, or that was the end of the line. No more training, and I would never…NEVER…find a trainer as good as Glen.

I looked at Stella, and, thank God, she took all expression off her face. No smirk, no smug, no arrogance or gloating. This was business, and she wasn’t going to get in the way, or be a justification for my losing my self control.

I caved. I hung my head, my shoulders went forward in a slump, and I said, “Yes, sir.”

Glen sat back, still angry, still pissed off at a young man who didn’t have the good sense to follow instructions about women before a fight. He said: “Take the rest of the day off. You be here tomorrow at the right time. Ready to go. And if I get so much as a bad whisper, a disgruntled glanced from Miss Mancini…” He left the threat unfinished.

Stella stood up, smoothed the front of her dress. When she bent over I could see nothing but breast revealed through the gap in her blouse.

She looked at Glen. “Thanks, you old bastard.”

“You’re welcome, bitch.”

And they grinned. And I never heard them refer to each other in any other fashion, ever. It was the greeting of people who totally and thoroughly understood each other.

“Come along, Boom Boom.” She strode past me, a whiff of her perfume, the clicking of her heels, and I followed her.

I followed her out of the gym, feeling like a dog on a leash, being led around by the nose, feeling all sorts of deep down feelings worming in my gut.

She motioned me to the passenger side and we got into her Beemer. We didn’t talk, and she drove through town at a sedate speed. It wasn’t but a couple of blocks before I realized she was taking me home.

Now, let me tell you, to call this moment awkward is like saying the Titanic only bobbed a bit, and is still floating around somewhere. Anger was in the air, filling the car with a crisp, burning smell.

And her perfume was in the air, tickling my sinuses, and it was a smell I loved.

And sex was in the air. Thick and heady, giving me a boner even as I hated it.

I had made love to this woman. And she had loved me. And now I was under her thumb. I can’t tell you how pissed off I was.

Yet, the situation was so tense I had to break it. If I didn’t, I might punch her. I wasn’t that kind of man.

“What’s with the black eye?”

“I’ll tell you some time.”

Silence.

“You covered it up with make up.”

“I did.”

Silence.

We arrived at home. She parked the car, told me to follow her, and walked up to her bedroom. She had a new bed. It was a big four poster thing, barely fit into the room, and there were cuffs on the posters.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

I stared at her. She began undoing her blouse.

“Fucking me is your plan? What? You didn’t fuck me over enough?”

“First, stop whining like a baby. You fucked yourself over. I didn’t make you put your dick in my hole. Take your fucking clothes off.”

She was snarling, snapping like an angry lioness.

That was the moment I thought about breaking my word to Glen.

But I couldn’t. I wasn’t that kind of man. I might be stupid when it came to women, and I might be a loser, but I couldn’t break my word to that old man.

I shucked my sweat shirt and tee shirt together.

Stella had her blouse off. Her breasts were contained by a shelf bra. I felt my dick standing up. Anger notwithstanding, the woman had a hold on me.

She slipped out of her pencil skirt. I took off my sweat pants and stood in a jockstrap.

“Lose that,” she said.

I took off my jockstrap and stood there, Mr. Happy proud and saluting.

She gave a light grin. Not a smirk, but a twisted bit of pleasure.

“Lay on the bed. Face up.”

My body motion as if to spite her, I lay down.

She went to the head of the bed and fastened a cuff around one of my wrists.

“Hey!”

The other cuff, leaning across me, her boob slapping me in the face. My dick bobbing uncontrollably.

She slid off the bed, went to the foot of the bed and fastened my ankles. I was spread out, my dick standing up like one of those twenty foot tall cactuses.

She stood back and inspected me. Now there was a grin on her face. I glared at her.

“Boom Boom.” She laughed “Rocky took you apart. You had nothing.”

“Rub it in, lady.”

“You had nothing because I took it. And you know why Rocky was so good?”

I glared, but she had my interest.

“He was good because I spent a couple of weeks priming him. Doing to him what I am about to do to you. And there will be no release. I am going to bring you to the edge, and I am going to bring the energy to you, and there is nothing you can do about it. Not for two weeks, like I did Rocky, but for two months. No sex but what I give you. And when you step into that ring it’s going to be a different story. You’re going to have the sexual edge.”

The sexual edge. I blinked. Pop had told me that, in so many words. Glen had told me that, explicitly. “Don’t have sex before a fight. It saps you. It weakens you.”

And I had broken that simple rule. A rule I had known for my whole life.

“Can you do it, Boom Boom? Can you take my training and survive? Can you find the tiger? Can you hold on to your juices for me? For the fight? For the championship?”

I didn’t say anything. I still hated her, but things were starting to make sense.

“Okay, here we go.”

She started me off with a long, slow hand job. Any time I started to get close she back off. Went and got herself a drink of water. Let me hump the air on her bed.

Then she was back. And she suckled on my nipples and fondled my balls.

And, when the anger had dissipated, she risked kissing me. But it wasn’t much of a risk. I had loved her. And then, betrayed, I had hated her. And now, my dick doing the thinking, I was falling in love again.

She kissed me, munching on my mouth with her red, red mouth. And she giggled and wiped the smear of lipstick off me, then kissed me some more.

She fondled my dick, stroked it, told me how big it was.

“I have never had a dick like yours. I knew, when you first shoved it into me, that you were something special. Do you believe in love at first sight? How about love at first fuck? That’s the way I felt.”

I was grunting and groaning, straining against the cuffs.

“I’m telling the truth, Boom. I fell in love, and I hated myself, using love to weaken you, but I had to do it. You left me no choice. You wouldn’t even listen to me, to my ideas.”

My balls were hot and sore, real blue balls, and it was only a couple of hours. What would I be like after a month of this?

And, the worst blow of all, “I did this to Rocky, and he loved it. I promised him an orgasm when he won the fight. But I couldn’t fuck him. You spoiled me. I couldn’t do that to you. I tried to buy him off with a hand job, a blow job, but he wanted a fuck. I told him no, and he punched me, and then he took me anyway. Oh, it was my fault. But…that’s how I got the black eye.”

I was surging with lust, thrusting my pelvis uncontrollably, dripping with fluid, and now, I was tinged with hate.

For hours she stroked me. But she wouldn’t sit on me. She said she didn’t trust herself, and we would have to do it this way.

Finally, late at night, late for dinner, she undid the cuffs, and ran for the door. I got dressed. I was white, shaking, exhausted, and when I passed her on the landing I chided her. “I’m not that kind of man.”

I went home, ate a cold dinner, Ma glaring at me and scoffing at my excuses for being late—I don’t think she knew I had simply been upstairs—and then I fell asleep.

I woke up like a snap. Bing. My eyes were open. Wide. Staring. I could feel my heart pounding. I could feel my muscles writhing. And I knew: all that sexual energy, it went into my body. It wasn’t released. This is me.

I bounced into my clothes. I ate eggs raw and drank a gallon of orange juice. I ate a pound of bacon. Fuck. I was ready to go, and it was only the first day.

I ran the five miles. Ran it hard. Punching holes in the air. I had the growl in me. I had a tiger in my ass. I was fucking ready.

I arrived at the gym before everybody else and did push ups and sit ups while I was waiting.

Inside the gym I threw weights around like they were Christmas ornaments. I knocked the bag near off its ring. The speed bag sounded like Jimmy Krupa was hitting it.

Finally, one of the guys tapped me on the shoulder. “Time for sparring.”

“Oh, yeah,” I was surprised. I had lost myself in the sheer physical joy of working out.

They lined up, got into the ring, and it as obvious that I was back, in spades. I ducked and gyrated. Their punches whistled past. I pummeled ribs and tattooed jaws.

Glen came out and smiled, went back into his office.

A couple of the guys asked me to take it easy.

“Hey, man. It’s not the fight.”

“Sorry, dude. I’ll control myself.”

But it was hard. I had so damned much energy I wanted to spit lightening bolts.

End of the sparring session, and Glen wandered by.

“No work out this afternoon. Stella’s waiting for you at her place.” To his credit, the old man didn’t chuckle or laugh.

Home, and upstairs, two steps at a time. A knock on the door. “Come in.”

Stella was sitting in a rocking chair, reading a fashion magazine.  she was naked and in all her glory. Beautiful breasts, nipples standing at attention. Her flesh was a creamy dream and her face would have put Helen of Troy to shame.

“Get naked and lay down.”

Now there was no anger. I stripped and lay down, and she fastened my cuffs, and she began to work me.

She loved my shaft with her hands. She sucked my cock head with her lips. And all the time she watched me. And there was love in her eyes.

“Are you going to let me fuck you if I win?”

“Yes,” she mumbled, over a mouthful of cock. “No handjob or blow job, the real thing. I’m going to take you to the moon.”

She kissed me, joyously, sucking my lips and holding my face with her red tipped fingers.

She slid down my body to my cock and began sucking. And stopping. And sucking.

Finally, after a frantic afternoon of grinding my pelvis skyward, she stopped. And today she did something different. She went to the frig, grabbed a bag of ice, and brought it back to the bed.

“You aren’t going to like this,” and she slapped the bag into my groin.

“AHHH!”

She waited, and while she waited, she brought out a little black bag.

“What’s that?” I asked, as my dick wilted.

“You are going to masturbate if I don’t do this.”

She took a penis shaped tube and some rings out of the bag.

“What is…is that a..?”
“It’s a chastity tube. Oh, it’s a cheapy, you could break it, but you won’t. ‘Cause you’re going to give me your word that you won’t.”

“I will?”

“Yes,” she didn’t look at me. She just watched my cock as she removed the ice and slipped my balls into a ring, then quickly slipped the tube over my cock.

She locked the padlock. A small click that sounded like an anchor dropping on cement. She grabbed my package and looked me in the eye.

“Give me your word you won’t break it.”

I did.

“Okay.”

And we looked at each other. she unfastened me, and she didn’t run out of the room this time. This time I was caged. I might be a tiger, but I wasn’t going to break my word.

She walked me to the door. We stood inside the door for the longest time, kissing, making out. She had just edged me a hundred times, brought my dick near to exploding, and I couldn’t get enough. Even if it was only kissing, it was her, and I wanted her.

Finally, she pushed me down the stairs.

I wasn’t as tired this night, so I ate a good meal, watched a little TV with Ma, and went to bed.

Woke up like somebody had snapped a rubber band on my asshole. More energy than a nuclear power plant. I dressed and ate. I went out the door on a run and made a mockery of my five mile run. I ran backwards. I stopped for push ups. I even did a couple of shoulder rolls in a park.

I worked out. I sparred. And when Glen told me to report to Stella I was halfway out the door before he finished talking.

One month passed. I was getting stronger. More lithe. Leaner. Tougher.

Every day Stella trained me. Turned me inside out with her hands, with her lips, and loved me.

Real love.

Not the Machiavellian love she had used on me, and on Rocky. In between strokings we would just lay there, her against my side, playing with my nipples, stroking my flesh, and we would talk. Just talk. About this, about that. Where she came from, what Pop had been like. What it was like to be in the ring against raging animals.

We talked, and we loved, and I can honestly say that I have never felt such desire for a woman before in my life.

My cock couldn’t erect, except when she teased me. I couldn't fight back. Yet all I wanted to do was be with her. Feel her hands on me.

I was in what they call the ‘Excitation phase’ of sex. But I don’t care what they call it, I just wanted more.

I reached a point where I didn’t really even care about cumming. I just wanted to be with her.

And another month passed.

Friday night arrived, and I finally got the chastity tube off. God, my dick felt humungous. It popped up and for a moment I worried whether it would stay erect for the whole fight.

Stella laughed, held me for a moment. Then tucked my dick into my pants.

“God, that’s hard!” I groaned.

“That’s the way I like them,” she quipped, and I just had to laugh. She had primed me for a fight, and then I realized that, in a way, she had primed me for herself.

We arrived at the arena, and I tell ya, there is no feeling like looking up at the lights and seeing your name. Boom Boom against Rocky. And, what was sweeter, were the looks as I passed people in line with Stella on my arm.

“Hey!” Boom! Give ‘im the BOOM!”

Laughter.

Beautiful women asking for my autograph, looking jealously at Stella as I scribbled my name.

We entered the dressing room. Glen was there. He was snarly and snappy and looking nervous.

“Don’t worry, Glen,” I quipped. Stella and I made love all-l-l-l night long.”

He glared at me, then realized that I was laughing, and he laughed. then he held my face in his trainer’s hands and inspected my eyes.

“Is that a tiger I see in there?”

“Ain’t no pussy, bastard.”

Glen snapped his head towards Stella, then they laughed…laughed like wolves laughing over a kill.

“Thanks, bitch.”

“You’re welcome, bastard.”

They stared at each other in triumph.

“If you could wrap my hands?” I interrupted.

Stepping into the ring, people screaming my name. Rocky on the other side, waiting.

The ref calling us out.

“I wannagoodfightnohittingbelowthebeltbreakwhenI…” he gave us our instructions. Then he told us to shake hands and come out fighting.

Rocky leaned forward, touched his gloves hard to mine, and he growled, “You ready to go down? Clown?”

I smiled a tight smile. I felt like I could leap over tall buildings in a single bound.

DING!

Round one, and we came out, jabbing the air, feeling each other out, and Rocky was too confident. I stepped in and blasted a hammer to his ribs. He eyes got a strangled look.

I didn’t follow up the advantage, I just stepped back and waited.

He recovered, he was in good shape, the fight was going twelve rounds so I knew to take my time.

He came in, hands high, jabbing, putting combinations in the air. And, for the first time, Rocky came to understand why people said I had quick feet and hard hands.

He threw a quick jab and a cross, I slipped the first, ducked the second, and came up under his jaw with an uppercut designed to knock down tall, oak trees. He actually lifted off the ground.

Still, he wasn’t out. He recovered, he danced in again.

DING!

Second round. He moved in, doubtless with instructions to stop playing around from his corner. I was a bum. He had beaten me before. Get going.

He tried to get going. But he wasn’t fighting some fucked out trash now. He was fighting ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson. The Pretty Boy.

I ducked his punches, I slammed his ribs, I slipped his jabs, I bounced my heavy hands off his jaw.

Fifth round, and we clinched. He was tired, beaten. His body was a punching bag and I was the puncher. And, as we hugged in the middle of the ring, I whispered to him, “You like hitting women, eh?”

He backed off, and his eyes grew big, and then he understood. Still moving back, he glanced at my corner, and behind my corner, sitting smug and smiling, Stella pointed a finger at him and pulled the trigger.

It was like a gun had just gone off, singling the start of the real race.

He tried to back up, but something was dead in him now. He had had energy once, but he had abused it. And now I had all the energy. I had the sexual edge.

I moved back and forth, cut him off, and went to work. He tagged me once or twice, but they were weak, feeble punches. My punches were like sledge hammers. I pounded his face, cracked his ribs, and then it was over. There is only so much punishment a man can take.

He fell, like one of those tall, oak trees, in the seventh. He just laid down and snoozed, and the world erupted. I found myself on top of a crowd, being tossed in the air, and everybody was screaming in victory.

Of Stella there was no sign. And, I have to tell you, that hurt. I loved her. I was convinced she loved me.

But she wasn’t there.

And I had doubt in my mind.

I arrived home a couple of hours later. A couple of guys dropped me off, pounded my back, and said they’d see me at the gym on Monday.

Tired, happy, I walked up the driveway, and stopped.

At the top of the stairs, wearing only a see through peignoir, Stella stood. In the moonlight I could see her fabulous breasts, the curvature of her hips. She stood with her legs slightly spread, and I could see the shadows of her legs coming to a juncture.

I walked up the stairs and into her room.

Her red lips welcomed me, pressed against mine, sucked the life…into me.

She led me to her bed and laid me down. And she worked on me.

We didn’t talk much, just enjoyed the feel and the touch, the sensations of real love going through our frames.

I finally got to be on top, kissing her, nibbling at her nipples, brushing my oversized cock across her thighs as I searched for her cave.

She held me to her, put the tip of my penis into her slit. We paused and gazed at each other. This was it. No more fucking around. This was the real thing.

I slid into her and she gasped. After two months of not being able to have me, she finally had me. Her pussy gripped me, held me, and we began the excruciating twist and grind that speaks of love.

I was deep in her. Then I pulled out, felt her velvet walls try to hold me, and give nothing but pleasure.

She grabbed my nipples and pinched them, and giggled. “They’re as hard as mine.

“Oh, yeah?” I bit one of hers. She squealed with pleasure.

I thrust down, deep down, and felt her hold my cock with all her being.

And, all too soon, I felt it, the coming explosion.

“Don’t worry about me,” Tiger. This is your night.”

“It’s not my night if it’s not your night.”

“Don’t worry. We’re going to fuck all night, and I’ll get mine.

We both laughed. We both felt the excitement, and then it erupted. I could feel the seed climbing up the tube. I could feel the deep down pulse, and I began to spew into her. Thick, long ropes. White pudding. And she groaned and wiggled her hips and corkscrewed her pelvis and milked me…and milked me…and milked me.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

 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


The Man Who Was a Woman!

An accident and medical feminization,

and a woman who was a man!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I’ve got photos.”

Jenny looked at Sam Harder. She kept her eyes steady, but she wanted to cry. She had suspected, but to be proved right…she wanted to be wrong.

“Let’s see the photos,” Jenny’s voice didn’t quiver, though her heart was broken.

Sam was a thin, scrawny sort. The kind one didn’t normally trust. He had a pinched face, narrow eyes, and a petulant whine for a voice. He held out a 9 by 12 envelope. His fingers were bitten to the quick.

Jenny took the folder. She was a young woman, 25, and quite the looker. Her boobs were large and luscious, and she had a wasp waist. Her ass was round and soft looking. Her face was oval with round lips.

Sam, bastard that he was, was sporting a hard on behind his desk.

Harder has a hard on, he chuckled to himself.

Jenny opened the envelope and spilled the pictures onto the desk. She picked them up and flipped through them one at a time.

Johnny welcoming a woman at the front door of their house. The welcome consisted of a might hug.

The next picture had the woman kissing his cheek.

Then Johnny put an arm around her. She was laughing, pinching his cheek.

They walked into the house. From behind she could the woman had quite the figure.

The shutting, but just before it closed all the way Jenny could see Johnny hugging the woman.

A second batch of pictures, kept separate by a paper clip.

The woman leaving the house. Again with the hugs.

The woman walking down the walkway, getting into an expensive car.

Jenny sat in shock. She wondered who the woman was. She wondered if Johnny had bought the car for her.

Dully, she asked, “Who’s the woman.”

“Evelyn Forest. Goes by the name of Eve.”

Jenny snorted, Eve. The original sinner.

“She lives in Lakeview. Got a house on the lake, seems to be rich, but I’ll need further authorization before I can go looking deeper.”

Jenny felt a tear squeezing out of an eye. She loved Johnny, and now he does this to her.

She wanted to know more about this woman. She wanted to find out who she was, what she did, and how she had met Johnny.

She wanted to know how long they had been seeing each other.

“I want to know more, but…”

“Yes?”

Sam the weasel’s mouth twisted in a sly grin. His eyes glimmered.

“I want to know how long this has been going on. Can you find that out?”

“A week,” said Sam. He seemed to hav e a built in sneer on his thin lips. “Gimme a week.”

“Done.”

Jenny gathered up the photos and left shortly after that.

As soon as she was gone Sam snickered. He opened his desk drawer and took out another envelope. This had all the information she had requested. But she had money, and Sam wanted more of it. Bitch was hooked but good.

Sam laid out the photos and documents and began writing a report. As soon as he was done with that he would go out and party for a week, then he would turn over the report and make enough money to party for another week.

Sam snickered again as he wrote down the damning words.

“Hi, babe!” Johnny kissed Jenny a big smacker.

She tried to grin naturally. “”You seem to be in a good mood.”

“Oh, yes. things are looking up. How were things at the hospital?”

Jenny walked past him, heading for the bedroom. She hoped he wouldn’t follow her, but he did.

“They were okay.”

“Any new and ground breaking operations?”

Jenny was a plastic surgeon, and Johnny was always curious about her procedures. He said all the things she did sounded more like science fiction.

“Not a one. Just made a woman’s breasts bigger.”

She talked to talk, to keep her mind off the terrible photos she had in her purse.

“Porn star big? Or just a little bigger.”

Actually, she hadn’t had any operations today. She had a meeting with a skunky sort of a Private Investigator. A PI. But she made up a story just to keep talking, to keep her mind off her tragedy.

“Porn star big. She wants Chyna 2000 implants. And she wants bigger nipples. She even wants her booty built up.”

Johnny chuckled. “It always amazes me. These women wanting to be bigger.”

Jenny turned to him, kept her bitterness from showing. “So you wouldn’t want a bigger cock?”

“I would if I could do it safely, I suppose. But, why? Do you want me to have a bigger cock?”

She took off her blouse and hung it up.

Johnny moved in and hugged her, put his lips on hers.

She felt like crying, like screaming. Instead, she pushed him gently away. “Not today, Johnny. I feel real tired.” She put on a sloppy, old hoody.

“Aw, that’s too bad. Can I do something? Give you a back rub? Get you some soup and crackers?”

“No,” she said, swapping her skirt for sweat pants. “I just want to laze around tonight. I’ll probably sleep or something.”

“Well, okay. But if there’s anything I can do?”

“I’ll let you know.” She sat down and started taking off her make up. She didn’t want to give Johnny any excuse to bone up or pester her.

Johnny watched her for a second, and she watched him peripherally in her vanity mirror.

He was handsome. He was slender, but wiry. His face was a gentle oval with full lips. He wore his hair long, and…and she almost sobbed for how he had hurt her.

At last, Johnny left the room. She heard him turn on a football game int he entertainment room.

She bent her head slightly and the tears poured out. Her back rippled as she sobbed. Why…why had he done this to her?

It was a long week for Jenny, and every day was an exercise in how to avoid Johnny without letting him know what she knew. Every day she made an excuse. She didn’t feel well. She had a headache. That old stand by…she had her period.

Johnny was very understanding.

Of course he was. He was playing super polite because he had a dread secret he was hiding. He was having an affair and didn’t love her anymore.

It was terrible. It was awful, and to top if off, on Thursday, the day before she was to see Sam Harder again, he smiled, smirked, actually, and said, “You know, things are going well, and I might have a big surprise for you next week.

She almost died. A big surprise. Yeah. Right. Like a divorce. An ‘I don’t love you’ delivered like a punch in the face.

She smiled. It was a sickly smile, but he didn’t notice. “Oh, really?”

“Really.” And he chortled while he at his hot dogs and mac and cheese.

Jenny walked up the stairs. It was a decrepit building in downtown LA. Used to be fancy, but each gentrification, and there had been four during the life of the building, seemed to pass it by.

Now there were high rise apartments two blocks over, blocking the sunlight and making this part of town darker and danker. Past that was the endless sprucing up of the sports center.

On the other side of San Harder’s building was the endless streets of the homeless.

She reached the second floor and walked down a mildewy hall to his rather scabby door. She knocked.

“Come in.” His scrawny voice sounded like some kind of tin horn.

She entered and, once again, took note of his shabby environment.

Wallpaper instead of paint. Wood floors that were shiny, but buckled and warped. A painting of a nude over a sprung couch. The nude would have been sexy in the fat fifties.

“Have a seat,” Sam indicated the wooden chair in front of his desk.

It was uncomfortable, but she sat and looked at him. “Do you have any information for me?”

“I got lots, but I really should charge you more.”

Jenny knew he was going to try this; he was just that kind of guy.

She didn’t bother fighting it. She pulled out a couple of hundreds and put them on the desk.

Sam stared avariciously. He licked his lips. Could he get more?

Jenny cleared her throat, and he decided he was good to go. He reached into his desk and pulled out an envelope filled with photos and documents. He slid it across to her.

She opened the envelope and began flipping slowly through the material. Sam summed it up as she looked.

“She ain’t got much of a record. Showed up a year ago. Telephone records indicate she contacted him right away. They been on a regular dime for the whole year.”

She looked at a print out of a telephone bill. She recognized Johnny’s phone number circled again and again. The call were to the same number every time.

“I pics there of them meeting, and it looks like they really wanted to keep it off the record.”

Jenny saw them from an odd angle, her hands over his in the back corner of a coffee shop. Them leaning together, thick as thieves.

They were in a car, huddled close together. At one point hugging.

“I got her name, Evelyn Forest.”

Jenny already knew that.

“I can find out more, but I’d have to dig deeper into him. And it could get a bit pricey.”

But Jenny had enough. She had the evidence. She had enough to file for divorce, and her heart was breaking.

But, more important, her mind was breaking.

She loved Johnny. All her heart. And that he could do this to her…it was wrong. It was bad. It was…and something deep and dark and insidious formed inside Jenny’s heart.

The hurt she had suffered was too much. She was drowning. Her mind was shrieking on all fronts.

That was the moment that she knew she was going to have to do something. She was going to have to do a little pay back.

Johnny had hurt her enough, and now it was his turn to hurt.

That evening Johnny came home early, and he was bubbling. He was chuckling and laughing and chortling and…Jenny had never seen him in such a good mood.

Normally, she would have shared it with him. But now she was hurt. And she was hiding it. And she was keeping a straight face, and even her emotions were displayed cheerfully.

“Oh, honey,” he said, taking down the bourbon and making himself a Coke High. “I have got the greatest surprise…you’re going to love it.”

She smiled, and acted curious, and perhaps she was honestly curious, under the carefully suppressed pain.

“Really?” What is it? Divorce papers? You gonna serve me papers and kick me out? she thought.

“I can’t tell you anything. Not yet. But this Monday…I am going to rock your world!”

Yeah, she thought. Rock me with a lawyer and a heaping helping of pain and torment. Thanks, Johnny, you son of a bitch!

“This sounds interesting. Let me make you another drink.”

Jenny put ice cubes and Coke in a tumbler. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and pulled out a vial of small, white pills. She took one pill, ground it up on the counter with a spoon, and poured the tiny granules into his drink. Then she added bourbon and brought it to him.

All the while Johnny had been smugly congratulating himself. “How I pulled this off i don’t know. Maybe God does love somebody besides drunks and idiots. Oh, I can’t—thnk you, honey—wait.”

He tilted the glass and drank freely.

Jenny smiled. “Well, you’ve certainly got me in curiosity. I can’t wait.”

They talked for a few minutes more, then Johnny put one hand to his forehead. “Wow. I just got a little woozy.”

“Too much excitement. That secret you’ve got is too much. Let me help you to bed.”

“Bed? I’m not tired…” his legs wobbled a bit as she helped him stand up.

“Nonsense, Johnny. You’ve been working too hard, and now I’ve got to take care of you.”

There was double meaning in her words, but her mind was keeping everything tamped down.

She walked him down the hallway.

“Man, I never felt like this. I feel hot.”

They stumbled down the hallway, him leaning on her more and more. She put a hand to his forehead. “You do feel a little warm. But that’s okay. I’ve got some perfectly wonderful medicine and we’ll have you right as rain in no time at all.”

Johnny nodded, tripped, was held up, and they turned into the bedroom.

“I just feel so woozy.”

Jenny got him onto the bed. His head was lolling back and forth and she began undressing him. She pulled off his shirt, his tee shirt. She drew down his pants, and underpants.

He lay on the bed, naked, interestingly, the pill she had given him had resulted in him having a nice, big boner.

Now, though he was still semi-conscious, Jenny spoke freely. She didn’t care if he heard her now. He had hurt her enough, and it was time for the pay back.

She went into her office and opened her doctor’s bag. She took out a  couple of syringes and several bottles. Two of the bottles were near gallon size.

She walked back into the bedroom.

John lay on the bed. He was stoned like he couldn’t believe. He could hear everything, but he could only be an observer. His mouth wouldn’t work, wouldn’t form any words. His tongue felt like a bag of jello and would follow no orders.

His eyes rolled back and forth in the sockets, taking things in, but unable to truly focus on anything.

He was truly fucked up, but he didn’t know why.

Jenny leaned over him. “Hello, honey.” Her voice was strange. It was hollow and somehow mean. Vindictive.

“Harur…” he mumbled, trying to figure out why his tongue was so mixed up.

“I know about your girlfriend.”

He blinked. All he heard was girlfriend. His mind couldn’t decipher any other words, and he lacked any sort of context or meaning.

“You’ve hurt me, Johnny. And now it’s time for you to feel a bit of what you gave me.”

Johnny didn’t understand. He would remember bits and pieces later, but it made no sense to him. All he knew was that his wife was hurt, and he wanted to make it better. But his mind couldn’t conceptualize what had happened to his wife, let alone what he could do about it.

Jenny began sticking needles into johnny. His sense of time was skewed and it felt like she was tickling him. He felt things going out of control, whispers into the joints of his body.

He felt a prick in his prick, or maybe that was his balls, and then he felt sledge hammer pain down there.

She worked on his chest for a long time. And he felt like a balloon. He felt like he was swelling up and floating.

Then she turned him over and it felt like she was spanking his ass. He thought that was funny because he wasn’t into pain.

Of course, this didn’t feel like real pain. Except for whatever she had done to his nuts, of course.

This felt like…it was…giggly tickly.

Then he felt a shock in his nipple, and his nipple started to float.

Then the other nipple.

And all the time Jenny muttered things.

Let’s see how you like it!

Your girlfriend won’t love you anymore once she gets a look at you…

It’s new wardrobe time, Johnny.

Eventually, Johnny went to sleep.

Johnny groaned, was aware that he groaned, wondered why he was groaning.

Encroaching awareness told the tale. He hurt. He was sore. And he felt like he had drunk moonshine for a week. His throat felt like he had been gargling moth balls.

He moved his body a little, and his muscles protested.

He raised his head, gulped, and whispered, “Jenny?” His voice sounded high and whispery. His voice box felt like somebody had karate chopped it.

There was no sound in the house.

He had to move. He might be hurting, but laying there was not going to solve the problem. He had to get up and move.

He moved his hand a little pulled the sheets to one side. Pulled again, and again, and the sheet slowly was slid across his body.

He tried to raise his arms, but they were tied down. He struggled, but he was weak. And his chest hurt. And his ass.

What the fuck?

He lay, gasping, for a moment, thinking about the night previous. He had come home so happy, then…he had drunk something…he must have drunk a lot more and passed out.

He grunted and tried to sit up, but his arms being secured to his body stopped him.

He opened his legs and tried to put one over the side of the bed, but his ass hurt so much.

What the fuck was going on.

“Jenny?” His voice sounded so high, and it hurt. “Jenny?”

He was a little louder, not much, but he heard the sound of somebody in the hall.

“Jenny?”

“Hi, honey! You’re awake.” She stood in the door frame and watched him. She leaned against the jamb and her arms were crossed. Her lips were pursed but smiling.

“What’s happening to me?” he croaked. Damn, his voice was high!

Jenny sauntered across the bedroom and stood over him. “I made a few adjustments, honey. To your body.”

“To my body? What…what…?”

He stopped talking and stared at her.

“Well, let me show you.”

She pushed the remaining sheet off him and grabbed both legs and pulled him sideways.

“OWWW!” It felt like his muscles were ripping.

She giggled. “Don’t be such a sissy!”

She pushed down on his legs and pulled up on his arms. His arms were stuck to his body, so his head went back a little.

Something was on the side of the bed. It felt like a big, hard pillow, and he rolled over it, then was actually sitting on the bed. His chest hurt, and it felt like it was bouncing. He brought his head forward and stared.

Across the room there was a mirror on the wall. He saw himself, and his mouth, such as it was, opened in shock.

Sitting on the bed, himself, was a woman. But the women had giant tits on her chest. Her ass was wide, but her waist was thin. She had lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look thin.

Her arms were tied down, the wrists in loops that were attached to a weird sort of belt.

Her hair was puffed out in a feminine style.

And he realized…it was him.

And he was made up. His eyes garish and his lips red.

And he had long, dangly earrings on.

“What…what…” he blubbered, tears starting to come from his eyes.

“I tied your arms down because you’re not supposed to raise them for a couple of weeks. Not until the implants have settled in.

“Bu…but…”

“Your legs feel a bit stiff because I implanted some wonderful butt cheeks.”

“Why…why…”

“And I worked on your face a bit. I used liposuction on your body, and I adjusted your face. Very delicate work, that, and it took me a lot of hours.

“And the make up is permanent.

“And aren’t your earrings wonderful?”

Johnny looked at his chest. The nipples were standing out, and it was obvious that she had done something to them, too.

“But the real problem was shaving your larynx. Normally I would have had you in the hospital to do such fine work, but considering the circumstances, I did the best I could.”

Johnny was in shock. Now he understood why his throat hurt. Now he knew why he couldn’t raise his hands, and why his chest felt so…floppy.

He laid back, over that hump, which was butt implants, and passed out.

“The amazing thing is that I was able to do all this without leaving any scars, or much bruising…oh, did you go to sleep?”

She patted his thigh, which was stretched over the bed, and left the room.

Johnny woke and knew he had been dreaming. Enhanced chest and butt, shaved throat, his face altered…it was all a dream.

Then he tried to move, and knew it wasn’t a dream.

He didn’t hurt as much, but he still hurt.

“You’ve been sleeping too long. I gave you a wake up calla nd some pain killers. Come on, Johnny. Time to get moving. You don’t want to be a slug-a-bed all your life, right?”

Jenny giggled as she gripped his fastened arm and whelped him sit up.

Johnny felt like he had been swaddled in cotton. The world was dull and fuzzy. He was a computer programmer, and a bicyclist, and he liked to go drink beer with his friends.

What was going to happen to him now?

He looked down at his fingers and realized that Jenny had been decorating him some more. He now had long, red fingernails.

He could still type with the fingernails, but…could he even ride a bike? With this big roll of implant in his cheeks? Could he ever see his friends again? Looking like this?

Jenny helped him up.

“It looks like your throat has swollen a little. That’s to be expected. I wouldn’t try talking right now. Maybe tomorrow.”

She stood him up and he looked at himself again in the mirror.

Yep. He had been transformed into a bimbo. He had a huge ass, huge tits, and his face was fat-lipped and the make up was garish.

And it was permanent. He remembered that.

“I’ll undo your hands when you want. Now that you’re awake you won’t want to hurt yourself by raising your hands too high. We do want you to have a bit of freedom of motion; we don’t want your muscles to not be able to raise.”

Jenny undid the velcro and his hands were suddenly free. And weak.

Of course he was weak. He had been drugged, and brutalized, and…he was weak.

She held a chemise for him, slipped it over his shoulders and put his arms through the sleeves.

Johnny didn’t fight it. He was still in shock.

“My, aren’t you pretty?”

He looked balefully at her. He was starting to think now, and his first thought was ‘why had she done this to him?’

She helped him cross the bedroom and walk down the hall.

“Now, we’re going to have to get you some heels. You’re going to love high heels. You get to look down on the world.”

He walked, and his chest bounced. And it hurt. He stopped. his mind was quickening now. “Chest hurts,” he managed to whisper.

“Oh, my gosh! You need a bra! Just stay here for a second.”

She left him leaning against the wall and ran back to the bedroom. She returned a few seconds later with a bra.

“It’ll be small, but it’s the biggest one I have. I’ll go shopping later. And speaking of shopping, aren’t we going to have fun? We can go buy sexy clothes together.”

Johnny gulped as she took off the chemise, put on his bra, then refitted the chemise.

The bra was a terrible fit. It was too tight around the chest, and it was too high.

Jenny loosened the shoulder straps and said, “We might need something to extend the back strap. This is awfully tight. Your chest is simply too wide. That’s why I had to put such large breasts on you.”

Johnny gulped, it hurt, and he nodded.

She helped him into the kitchen and sat him down at the table.

“I’ll fix you a little breakfast.”

“I…I…”

“Don’t try to talk. Your larynx is going to be sore.”

He pantomimed drinking, and pointed at a bottle of Coke on the counter.

“Of course,” she responded. She poured ice into a glass, then dribbled Coke into it. “Drink just a little, and take your time. You’ll probably be able to talk after this, at least a little bit, but try not to talk too much.”

He took the glass and sipped gently. Oh, God. Nectar. The cold soothed his throat, and the syrup was like cough medicine.

But he didn’t try to talk. He did pantomime talking into a cell phone.

Jenny was confused at first. Then she realized that a cell phone was a way to communicate. Smiling, she handed him his cell phone.

Johnny typed in a note: Why did you do this to me?

Jenny was waiting for this. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and took out a fat envelope with big, glossy photos in it. She took out the photos and spread them out on the table in front of Johnny.

Johnny stared at the photos.

“I suspected you of cheating, so I hired a private detective. He followed you and took these pictures. I’ve also got phone records and other documents. Now, you’re probably mad because I did this to you, but what did you expect after cheating on me? I’ve been true to you. I love you madly. And you do this to me? How cruel can you be?”

Johnny stared at the pictures for a long time, then he looked up at Jenny. His eyes were sad. Indescribably sad.

“Don’t give me that look, Johnny. You know what you did. And now you have to pay the price.”

He picked up the phone and typed into it, How cruel can you be?

“That’s right. Pretty cruel. But considering what you did to me…it’s justified.”

Johnny typed into the phone, then he pressed the ‘send’ button, and she realized that he had just sent a text.

“What did you do?” She asked, suspicion on her face.

He just raised a hand and waved her question off. He typed in, Wait.

Jenny didn’t like waiting.  She was the aggrieved one here, she was the one who had been betrayed.

Still, there was nothing she could do.

“Johnny made eating signs with his hand and mouth.”

Jenny sighed. “Well, I guess so. But you have a lot to answer for, mister. I’ll fix you some pancakes. Real soft. Lots of syrup. that’ll have to hold you. That and jello, and some soup.”

Johnny nodded.

She smiled, and enjoyed the sight of him sitting at the table.

He was awkward on his enhanced buttocks, and his big tits lay on the table. But it was his face that she liked the most. She had done such good work. His face was now oval and delicate and sweet. Yes, the permanent make up would fade with time, maybe even look a bit normal, but…for now…he was perfect.

Humming, she happily made pancakes. She made sure they were soft and thin. She wanted the pancakes to slide easily down his throat. She added a ton of syrup, drowned the cakes, and placed the plate in front of him.

Johnny was hungry. He hurt, but he had also not eaten for a while, and he had gone through a long operation.

He cut off the tiniest piece of pancake with the side of his fork and put it in his mouth. He chewed and chewed until it was almost mush, then risked sliding it down his throat.

Jenny smiled, seeing the pain in his eyes.

“Oh, does that hurt? Poor Johnny.”

Johnny stared at her, and the pain was so great that he started crying again.

Jenny chuckled. She was going to enjoy every bit of pain he went through. She was going to eke all she could out of—

DING DONG!

Her eyes narrowed. Now who could that be? It was middle of the afternoon and they weren’t expecting anybody. Besides, she wanted to keep teasing Johnny for a while.

DING DONG!

And, BAM…BAM…BAM! Somebody was pounding on their front door.

Now irritated, Jenny stood up and looked at Johnny. “I’ll chase whoever it is off so we can continue with this discussion.”

Johnny just looked at her.

Jenny walked into the foyer and opened the door a crack.

BANG! The door was kicked back. Jenny flew back and landed on her ass.

It was the woman Johnny had had the affair with! And she looked angry.

“Where’s Johnny?”

She held up her cell phone and Jenny could see the one word message that Johnny had sent.

HELP!

“You!” Jenny got to her feet. “You home wrecker! Get out of here!”

BANG! Something fell in the kitchen. Johnny, unable to yell, had pushed his plate off the edge of the table.

The woman started forward and Jenny tried to stop her. She stepped in front of her. “Okay, Evelyn! Yes, I know who you are. Get out of here before I call the police!”

“Johnny!” yelled Evelyn.

Johnny managed to slap his hand on the table. It wasn’t loud, but Evelyn actually punched Jenny in the cheek and pushed past her. She barged into the kitchen and froze.

Johnny had managed to stand up and face her.

“Oh, my God! Johnny?”

He nodded, the tears streaming down his face.

“What has she done to you!”

Johnny croaked something.

Jenny hit Eve from behind. She knocked her forward, and she staggered into Johnny. Johnny held her up with his sore arms and they both glared at Jenny.

“Okay, bitch! You’ve got your lover. Now get the fuck out of here.”

“My lover? You think that’s who Johnny is?”

“I’ve got the pictures of you. Secretly meeting. Hugging. I’ve got the proof.” Jenny waved at the photos on the table.

Eve was trembling as she picked up the pictures. She stared at them, flipped through a couple of them, then looked up at Jenny.

“You think I’m his lover?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Jenny sneered.

And Eve said the one thing that Jenny never expected.

“You stupid, fucking twat. I’m his sister!”


PART TWO

Johnny sat at the table, Eve next to him with one arm over his shoulder. She had been crying, both their faces showed the traces of tears.

Jenny sat opposite them. Her hands were together, nervously wringing, and the look on her face…she was truly distraught.

“I don’t understand.”

Johnny looked at his sister.

“I grew up in New York. I was a wild kid. I was always in trouble. It was only Johnny that rescued me form some terrible decisions. But he couldn’t rescue me from everything.

“I got involved with Sammy Kray. Not many people remember him now, but he was older than me, and he was a big time gangster. A made man.

“I loved him. Yes, even now, I love him. And he used me for book keeping. I had total access to all the family records. I had proof of murders, blackmails, swindles…you name it, I had it in one of my books.

“As youth passes common sense starts to assert. I remembered the lessons of my youth, the values my family espoused. I remembered going to church.

“Eventually I realized that I could no longer live the life style. Oh, it was grand. It was glorious. But people were hurt. I remember when I finally knew I had had enough.

“Some Joe Average was driving down the street and a gangster’s kid ran out into the street. Bang. Kid’s dead. This poor schmuck was pronounced innocent, it was all the kid’s fault. He tried to apologize, and the father came after him with a baseball bat. Eventually the guy disappeared. But we all knew what had happened.

“And I really knew what had happened. He was shoved into a van and taken to a chop shop. There he was dismembered while he was still alive, then his body was put in a vat of acid and…he disappeared.

“I saw the records of that incident. I listened to my husband and the gangster father who ordered the hit. They laughed at it. They made jokes about the kid’s father showing up dead.

“I decided to do something about it.

“I turned state’s evidence, testified, and was put in the Witness Protection program. I’ve been there for 20 years, not able to talk to my family, not able to see my baby brother.

“Finally, Sammy Kray died. Died of an STD in prison. Other gangsters were considered non threats, and I was going to be allowed to return to my life. On Monday I’m supposed to get the final word, and it’s looking good. And just when I think my life problems are over you do this.”

Jenny was suddenly returned to sanity. She had had her revenge, and now…now she knew she had done a terrible thing. “I’m sorry. I saw the pictures. I thought…”

“You thought,” Eve snorted. “Look at those pictures. Hugs. kisses on the cheek. There isn’t any sex. It was all in your demented mind!”

Jenny hung her head. She whispered, “I’ll do what I can. I’ll try to fix this.”

“And how are you going to remove permanent make up?”

“I…I don’t know. I’ll research it. I’ll figure it out.”

“And what kind of shit did you put into his chest and his butt? Can you take the implants out?”

At this Jenny got a stricken look on her face. “Uh, well…”

“Oh, shit. What did you do?”

“On some of the procedures I used a new product, a variant of Juvederm.”

“So?”

Johnny was looking up, paying attention.

“It is guaranteed to last for twenty years.”

Johnny and Eve blinked simultaneously.

“Twenty years?” whispered Eve. “How could you…?”

“I know! I’m sorry, but I can do things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, there’s outright surgery, but I would want to try liposuction first. I can use bleach on some of the permanent make up. I can—“

“That’s it. I’m calling the police.”

Johnny put his hand on Eve’s arm and shook his head.

“What? You want to let this evil Frankenbitch experiment on you?”

Johnny typed onto his cell phone and showed it to Eve.

Eve made a ‘sheesh’ exhalation and looked away.

Jenny begged. “Johnny. Please. Let me try to make things right.”

Johnny’s eyes were like shiny glass as he considered her. He nodded.

The unfortunate news, for Johnny, was that they couldn’t do anything right then. He was bruised and hurting and that situation had to resolve before Jenny could do anything.

So Eve moved in, not even waiting for the Monday morning meeting with the FBI, and Johnny had two women waiting on him, doing what they could to make him comfortable.

He slept when he wanted to, which was a lot, and the girls fixed him meals, poured him drinks, and generally tried to make his life easier.

On Monday morning the FBI decided it was okay for Eve to see Johnny, and she spent a half a day moving her few articles of living into Johnny and Jenny’s house.

And on Monday Jenny went out and bought clothes that Johnny could wear.

She bought some shapeless clothes, like sweat suits, and she also bought bras that would fit him. And she also bought a few female outfits.

Yes, he was a man, but he was, for the moment, female, and female clothes would be more comfortable that his male clothes. He had already tried on male jeans and his butt stretched the material and there was too much loose fabric around the waist.

By Tuesday Johnny could speak, though hoarsely, and his body was starting to get back some motion.

Moving slowly, careful of his aches and pains, and the stitches and unsettled substances in his body, Johnny emptied out the garage and did light exercises.

He spent some time on Amazon and ordered a few fitness machines.

He wasn’t going to be able to ride a bike for a while, not in public, so he wanted a fitness cycle so he could keep training.

Jenny and Eve, during this time, and for a couple of weeks on, had some very intense discussions. On a couple of nights Johnny was woken up by their shouting and had to go separate them. Once he had to physically separate them.

But, given time, they eventually just glared at each other.

“I put hyaluronic acid in your breasts. I haven’t figured out a way to handle that. But I only used saline in your butt. That is going to be absorbed over the next few months.”

“So working out is good.”

“Working out is the best thing you can do. I’ve set up a regimen of vitamins to aid the process.

Johnny took his vitamins and became religious in his work outs. And it seemed to be working. Very slowly, his butt reduced in size. Not all the way, but enough so that he could sit comfortably and not feel like he was sitting on giant pillows.

Johnny experimented with bras. He found the ones that supported him the best, and was surprised when he discovered that these actually made him look good.

His ass was shrinking, so he didn’t look so ludicrous, and that made his chest look more normal.

Big…but normal.

But there was nothing he could do about his nipples. His nips had more than doubled in size, and they were eternally rigid. And that meant that he was eternally horny from the rubbing of material on them.

“Try putting bandaids on them,” suggested Eve.

It was a good suggestion, and he sighed with relief when his nipples stopped feeling so stimulated.

The weird thing was that though there was a certain maleness to his body, the female clothing was more comfortable. Around the house he took to wearing soft blouses, which actually emphasized his boobs. Then, doing work outs, he took to wearing short skirts or female shorts.

The female shorts were more appropriate to his still round butt.

He would be in the garage for hours, working out. He did female work outs—high reps low weights—because those were best for reducing weight.

Still, there was a certain male thickness to him, and his arms were still muscular. Of course that just made him look like a girl who did too much cross fitness training.

And it bothered him.

He brought it up at dinner one night.

“Am I a guy with a girl’s body, or a girl with a guy’s body?”

Eve muttered, politically enough, “Best of both worlds.”

Jenny just looked at him, and there was a considered gleam to her eyes.

Johnny still slept with Jenny. Though they hadn’t touched each other for weeks. Except when she tried to do some medical procedure to reverse his femininity.

After several weeks they began talking again. Strained, at first, they were still husband and wife.

She asked him what he had typed into his cell phone that made Eve not go to the police.

He answered, in his high voice, “I told her that I still love you.”

Jenny cried that night. Heck, she cried a lot, realizing what she had done, but she usually cried in private. But now she held on to him and cried in front of him.

Johnny just held on to her. And felt her hands brush against his nipples. And he sighed with the sudden pleasure and excitement.

They didn’t fuck, and there was a good reason for that.

One of the last things Jenny had done, in her righteous revenge, was inject him with an anaphrodisiac drug.

An anaphrodisiac drug is usually used in the prison system. Sexual perverts are sometimes chemically castrated through the use of such drugs.

Johnny was guaranteed a year of limpness. That was the point of contention that had led Jenny and Eve to blows on one occasion.

One morning Johnny came out to breakfast. He was wearing a bra, a quite sexy bra that let his nipples peek over the top, a thong, and a chemise.

Eve glanced at him. Turned back to the stove, then looked at him again.

“Why are you wearing those things?”

Johnny’s face turned a little red. “Well, uh…they’re comfortable.”

“And you’ve brushed your hair back. It’s almost like it’s styled.”

“I just thought…”

“It’s okay,” she said. “I just wondered.”

Eve came in, gave Johnny a juicy kiss, and they all sat down to eat.

Eve, however was doing a lot of thinking.

Johnny was getting more and more comfortable with women’s outfits. He worked out in skirts and boy beaters. With his huge breasts he looked quite…sexy.

Jenny sighed. She had said it. She had seen it coming, and now it was in her mind.

Johnny was sexy.

Oh, not to her, not in that way, but she knew what a good looking woman looked like, and…Johnny was more of a good looking woman than a handsome man.

Of course, maybe if he cut his hair, or wore something else… “Would you like me to give you a haircut, Johnny?”

Johnny shook his head. “I’m okay.”

Still, Eve persisted. And she persisted boldly. “It’s just that you wouldn’t look so much like a girl if I gave you a haircut.”

Johnny stared at her. His face was red. He burbled, “I don’t mind looking like…looking like…”

Eve got it then. Jenny was dressing Johnny. Was she making him more feminine because she couldn’t fix what she’d done? Or was it something else?

Did Jenny like the way Johnny looked?!

That was a shocking thought, and she stopped talking.

Over the next few days she watched Johnny and Jenny carefully.

In a way, they were happy.

Jenny was sort of giggly, like a woman who has just fallen in love.

Johnny…he was almost happy. When he was with Jenny he fell in with her and they laughed. And only on small occasions did she see him pondering, wondering, coming to grips with what had happened to him.

Eve began to think that perhaps Johnny didn’t want to change back. He seemed quite happy in his female apparel. He was affectionate to Jenny.

What the fuck had happened?

“Johnny, I notice that you’re getting a little less booty. Did you want me to go shopping for some jeans?”

Johnny was working out in the garage and his face again turned a trifle red. “I’m okay. I’ve still got pants from before. And it’s more comfortable working out with what I’ve got.”

“Skirts and panties.”

Now he turned a brighter red.

Eve pushed herself up on the washing machine and considered him.

“I’ve noticed that you’re still doing girl work outs. Don’t you think you should beef it up? Move up to male work outs?”

“Well, uh, pretty soon. I’ve got a ways to go.”

Eve sighed. They were alone, Jenny had gone shopping, and it was time to get it out in the open. “Johnny. If you don’t change your habits, what you wear, you’re going to look more and more female. Not less and less.”

Johnny stopped working out. His face was bright red now. “Uh, look. I know this is going to sound weird, but—“

“You like looking like a girl.”

He nodded. It took all his will power to meet her gaze.

“So when did you start feeling this way?”

“Honestly?”

She nodded.

“I’ve always had a secret attraction for things female. I used to sneak Mom’s panties out of the hamper and sleep in them, then put them back.”

“Hiding the semen stains,” Eve spoke drolly.

Bingo. She hit it right on the head. Johnny didn’t have to say anything, the look on his face said it all.

“So how does Jenny feel about this?”

He managed to give a small snort. It sounded funny with his high voice. “After what she did…she’s okay with anything I do.”

“I’ll bet,” Eve said drily. “So are you just trying to shape your current femininity? Or are you going to go further.”

He frowned. “We haven’t talked about it.”

“Okay, pretend I’m her and tell me you want to be a girl.”

Johnny took a moment, then he bumbled out, “Uh, Jenny. I think I’d like to stay a woman.”

Eve nodded. “I’ve got some wonderful hormones I can give you. And when the shot to your manhood wears off I can give you another one.”

Johnny’s face was frozen. He had not expected this.

Then Eve grinned. “Gotcha.”

“Fuck!” wheezed Johnny. “You really did.” Then they were laughing. Laughing as of old. Family having fun. It was the first time Johnny had really laughed with her since this whole thing had begun.

“What’s going on?” asked Jenny, coming through the door. Which caused Johnny and Eve to laugh even harder.

As if that was a starter’s gun, things started to accelerate. Jenny had bleached some of the make up off his face, but now she showed him little tricks. How to apply mascara. How to plump his lips. How to use gloss to make the slightly bleached redness pop.

She showed him how to style his hair, how to take care of it. The first time he walked around the house in curlers the girls couldn’t keep the grins off their faces.

“My big, manly brother. Look at him now.”

Johnny just grinned. Everything that had happened, being teased was small potatoes comparatively.

And Jenny kept helping him dress. After work outs she introduced him to dresses, outfits, more earrings, and the first time he put on high heels was time for rejoicing.

The heels pumped up his calves, and since his calves had a certain manliness to them, they had extra curve and looked extra sexy.

“Hey, Johnny, let’s go.”

Johnny walked down the hallway. His high heels were clicking powerfully. He loved the sound of them.

“Go?”

Jenny had helped him fix himself up extra, and he was all dolled up. His hair was lush and full. His eyes sparkled.

Eve and Jenny stood in the foyer, and they were dressed up, as well.

“Let’s go have lunch.”

Johnny caved in. It was one thing to go en femme in the house. It was another to go outside. Johnny hadn’t been out of the house for months.

“I don’t think…I’m not hungry.”

The girls looked at each other. “Nonsense,” they said as one, then they giggled.

“Look, Johnny, it’s time. You have never looked more feminine. Nobody is going to mistake you for a man.”

“It’s not that. I just don’t feel like—“

They grabbed his arms and started pulling.

Doing the female weight lifting had reduced Johnny’s musculature. He was still strong, he could take on one woman, but he wasn't as strong as two women.

“Hey! I don’t want to!”

They dragged him out of the house and towards the car.

“Jenny! Eve!”

They pushed him into the back seat, and got into the car themselves.

Johnny was frightened. He sat in the car and huddled down and wished he was invisible.

They drove through town, Eve and Jenny chatting, and it was a glorious day.

“I can’t do this,” protested Johnny.

Eve glanced back at him, then said to Jenny. “I believe he means it.”

“Probably.” Jenny turned to Johnny. “Tell you what. We’ll go to that little hamburger stand on the edge of town. You said you used to ride your bike past it all the time.

Johnny thought about it, then finally agreed. But they had to sit in the back of the patio, out of sight.

The girls agreed, so long as Johnny ordered with them.

Johnny said, “I want a small burger and a shake. No fries.”

The girls looked at each other and nodded. They had got just about all they could out of the situation.

The drove into the country and found the little stand. They got out and walked up to the counter.

The girls ordered, and when the counter girl asked what flavor of milkshake, Jenny and Eve grinned and looked at Johnny. “Well?”

Johnny was caught. Hopefully the girl wouldn’t see how red he was under his make up. He mumbled, “Chocolate.”

“Chocolate it is. I’ll call when your order is ready.”

They walked towards the back and Johnny suddenly stopped. A bicycle was chained to the fence.

An inveterate biker, Johnny bent slightly and examined it. Lightweight frame, good Shimano derailleur. The saddle wasn’t gel, thank goodness, and—

“Hello.”

Johnny straightened up, caught, and turned.

The biker was wearing a full body suit, and that exposed his groin. His cock was big and it was obvious in the material.

“I, uh…was just admiring.”

“Nice, eh?” The fellow smiled at his bike. “The frame was the most expensive thing, but the rest was pretty easy to put together.

Interested, Johnny asked what the derailleur had cost. And then the conversation took off into paths traveled and hills climbed.

“Your order is ready.”

Johnny turned to the counter, but before he could pick up the tray the fellow stepped over and grabbed it. “Where’s your table?”

Johnny was caught, and he led the fellow to the patio in the rear. It was cool, and the fellow gazed appreciatively at Jenny and Eve. “Well, hello, girls.”

Johnny was terribly embarrassed now, and he blurted, “We were just looking at his bicycle.”

The fellow glanced at him curiously, but the girls laughed. “What’s your name?”

“Rod.”

“Well, have a seat, Rod, and share our fries.”

Who could refuse an invitation to sit down to lunch with three beautiful women? He sat, and Johnny was cornered, on the same side and unable to run away.

“So, what do you girls do? When you’re not looking positively scrumptious?”

Delivered in good cheer, it was a great introductory line, and the group, minus Johnny, started chatting. They talked about bikes and cars and the weather, and finally they noticed that Johnny was sobbing. It had started quietly, but he couldn’t handle it, and he was outright sobbing.

“I’m sorry! What can I do?”

“It’s not you, Rod. It’s Johnny.”

“It’s me,” admitted Jenny.”

“No, it’s Johnny.”

“I don’t understand,” Rod said.

Eve looked at Johnny, then made up her mind. She looked at Rod. “Johnny had a sort of misadventure. He’s now going to be a girl. At least for a while.”

Haltingly, choosing her words carefully, Eve explained about Johnny transitioning.

Rod listened, and by the time the explanation was done Johnny had stopped crying.

“I thought you were all girls.”

“Nope,” said Jenny.

Rod sat back and looked at the three. His face was inscrutable. Finally, he said, “You know, things aren’t always what they appear to be.”

Nobody said anything.

Rod wrote his telephone number on a napkin and handed it Jenny. “If you need any advice.’

“Thanks, but—“

Rod stood up. He was smiling in a most knowing way. He reached into his riding outfit and grabbed the bulge of his penis.

The girls blinked and stared as he grabbed the meat of it.

“As I said, things aren’t always what they appear to be.” He lifted his hand out of his pants, and brought his penis with it.

Mouths dropped open in shock.

It was a plastic penis. It was a fake. All heads looked up at Rod.

“That’s right. I’m not what I appear to be, and I was a mess, until somebody told me how to use this.” He placed the big penis on the table. It was surrounded by half empty containers of French fries and wrappings.

“I suggest you use this as soon as you can. It’ll make things a lot easier. Guaranteed. A lot easier.” Rod sauntered off then. And then the group truly studied his form.

His waist was a little smaller than a normal male’s, and so was his chest. The length of his legs was a little longer than a male’s, proportionate to his body, that is.

And the way he moved, there weren’t any balls to keep the thighs apart.

He was a she. Pretending to be a he.

Stunned, shocked to speechlessness, when the group came out from the patio the bike, and the biker, were gone.

Not able to say anything, the trio drove home. When they entered the kitchen Eve went to the kitchen and mixed three bourbon and Cokes.

The three sat in the living room and drank the drinks, and they finally discussed the man who was a woman.

“I want to know more,” said Eve. “I’m going to call him. Her. And ask for a date.”

“You’ve got no dick.”

“I’m sure he…she…has extras.”

“You would try being a lesbian?”

“I would try a man with the softness of a woman.”

They understood what Eve was saying.

“Well, call now, and go out on your date tonight.”

Eve looked askance.

Jenny held the dildo up. She looked at Johnny.

Johnny stared at the dildo.

He hadn’t had any sex for months, and this at least promised something. And, he had wondered. With his totally limp dick he had wondered about the ‘gay’ alternative.

But was it really gay? Or was it just another way of expressing love?

Eve went out to the patio with her cell phone and made a call. While she was talking Eve looked at Johnny. “We’ve got to try this,” she said.

“I know,” said Johnny. “But I think I’m going to need another drink.”

“You make more drinks, then come on back.”

Johnny nodded. He went into the kitchen and prepared the libations. Then he walked down the hallway.

Click…click…click.

He entered the room and his breath stopped.

Jenny was wearing a bra and panties and a thin, see through robe. Her breasts poked out over the top of the bra She was sitting on the bed, smiling and waiting.

Johnny stepped in front of her and began a strip tease. He slipped out of his dress, then began taking off his lingerie. When he was nude Jenny stood up and they came together.

Johnny was limp, but he had never felt so horny. Month’s of balls making testosterone, and he couldn’t do anything about it.

Jenny turned him around and pushed him back on the bed.

Johnny rested on his elbows and watched.

“Lay back. Raise your legs up and spread them.”

He did, and when his legs were waving in the air Jenny moved forward with the lube. She took her time, smooshing lube into his hole.

Johnny’s breath caught in his chest and he shivered at the touch of her fingers penetrating him. She had two fingers in him before he knew it, and she reamed him gently, running her finger around and around.

His heart was pounding as her soft fingers explored his nooks and crannies.

“You’ve got to relax, Johnny. Otherwise it might hurt.”

He gulped and nodded. His head was slightly raised on a pillow so he could see her.

She touched the dildo to his asshole and he jerked.

“Relax.”

“Okay.” He told his muscles to unclench. He willing his anal ring to be loose.

When he finally managed to relax the dildo went in easily. It just slipped right in.

It was slightly bendable, and it felt incredible as it formed to his passage.

“Oh, God!” Johnny whispered.

“I wish we had a strap on,” said Jenny.

“Next time,” said Johnny.

It was halfway in, and she had a firm grip on the balls. She wiggled it, which caused Johnny to jerk in pleasure.

Then it was all the way in. Johnny held his breath, couldn’t breath, and he felt the soft nuts of the thing pressed against his ass.

“Oh, God,” he muttered. “Do me!”

Jenny sat half on the bed, half turned, and began to run the dildo in and out.

Johnny groaned and muscles gripped and let go. He could feel the swirl of veins on the fake cock sliding through his anal passage. Though the movements were slow it was like the heat of hands rubbing briskly. then his whole groin area felt like it was heating up.

He tilted his hips and gave her better access.

She drove in, tilted slightly, then corkscrewed it out.

His asshole felt bigger, like it was enlarged.

She grabbed his limp penis for a handle and fucked him faster and faster.

Two things happened.

He came, almost violently, yelling as his muscles locked up and his asshole muscles squeezed the dildo.

And a thin stream of semen came out of the tip of his dick.

He was having an anal orgasm, and it was ten times more powerful than any male orgasm. He found himself giving up, submitting, drowning in a white hot cauldron of energy.

Jenny held to his dick, gave a lick to his seeping semen, and smiled.

She had been so bad, doing the things she had done to him, but now, this, it seemed like she could make up for what she had done.

And, at last Johnny just lay there, eyes closed, and she took the dildo out of his ass.


EPILOGUE

Several months later Johnny sat on a beach chair and watched the waves breaking over the white sand.

Next to him, on the other side of a silver canister holding ice and cold cans of beer, was Jenny.

On the other side of him Eve sat.

As women, they were indistinguishable. They had large breasts. Johnny’s limp dick was gaffed up between his legs. As he had the largest breasts and the stiffest nipples, he actually looked more like a woman than his wife and sister did.

Jenny asked, “Did you take your hormones today?”

“I did,” asked Johnny. “Did you get some more of those pills for my dick?”

“I did. You’re not going to get a boner for another year.”

Johnny just smiled. There were some things that were better than boners, after all.
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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 no 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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