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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Really, when you think about it, body swapping is only fair.

If a guy gets to be a girl, then doesn’t a girl get to be a guy?

Of course, some may disagree.

The guy gets to experience the awe and wonder of mountains on his chest. He can play with them, tote them around, let everybody admire them, and they feels so wonderful.

Balls, on the other hand, are sort of ugly. And they just hang there, dangling, so in the way that guys have to walk bow legged! And while some girls like to suck on the penis, many don’t!

So, I don’t know.

But maybe I just like being a girl too much.

I like it so much I’m willing to share, like in feminization.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Body Swapping with Chastity

Revenge is sweet when you swap bodies!

Originałly titled:

Revenge Swap

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Mmm,” I groaned and started to come awake, then I felt it and came full awake. I sat up and looked down.

A chastity tube. Around my cock. Oh…no!

“Lisa? What is this?”

My gorgeous wife, full breasted, beautiful features, came out of the bathroom drying her long, blonde hair. “What?” she asked, innocently.

“Why am I wearing the tube?”

She smiled. “Oh, I think you’ve been getting too much lately. This will calm you down and allow me to have a nice, little vacation.”

“But it’s my vacation, too!” I protested. “Besides, you’ve been cutting me off lately. You talk about ‘dick diets,’ and how sperm makes you fat and…and all sorts of nonsense! “I’m a man, and I need some relief.”

“Don’t worry,” she laughed. “When you get home you can jack off!”

She turned back into the bathroom. I leaped from the bed, my dick dangling softly in its cage, and followed her in.

She was slightly bent over the sink, putting on red lipstick. My favorite.

Let me tell you something about red lipstick. My wife trained me well. In the beginning, when we were first married, she would pull this crap of not wanting to have sex. She would fix herself up gorgeous, tease me, even grab my cock and stroke it, and kiss me for hours. And then she would put red lipstick on and I knew…blow job.

She would giggle and go down on her knees and suck on me till I finally had a cum.

So it became programmed in my mind: red lipstick equals blow job. And whenever I saw her rolling the delightful color on her lips I knew I was going to get a good suck.

But here’s the weird part. I like blow jobs, I LOVE blow jobs, but that was about all I got.

I wanted sex! I wanted to consummate! To screw! To plunge my pecker into her pussy till I squirted my brains out!

But she, even though we were married, would rarely let me in her pussy. And then, when I did squirt she would go, “Ew. You got me all slimey.

So that was what our marriage was. I got sex, lots of sex, but not the kind I really wanted. And she would occasionally put me in chastity, and laugh and giggle and tease me and…and while I loved it, I wanted more.

But here’s the mean part. Here she was, putting on red lipstick, the secret single signal that I was about to get a good blowjob…but I was in chastity!

“Ohh,” I groaned. My pecker started to throb and press against the tight confines of the cage.

She watched me in the mirror and her smile was big. She turned and kissed me, hard, saying to hell with her lipstick getting messed up because it was more important to mess me up.

While the scorched my mouth with her hotness she grabbed my caged cock with her hands and began to manipulate it. She pulled it, twisted it, gripped the balls and squeezed gently.

“Oh, God!” My knees buckled, but I couldn’t fall. She held me up by the cock.

“Honey, we’re going to have so-o-o much fun. Two weeks in the sun. The beaches are white sand, the babes…honey, I hear that Paraiso has an influx of beautiful, stacked women.”

Oh, no. And I would be focused on Lisa. When I was in chastity I started to obsess on my keyholder, and the key dangling on the gold chain around her slender but oh, so sexy neck.

“Just think, you can watch those big bosoms, those round asses, then come home at night and play with yourself. And I’ll even play with you. This is going to be the best vacation you ever had! Now, I want to leave in 15, so get your ass in gear.” She pulled me around by the cock, slapped my ass and pushed me out of the bathroom.

We drove down the coast of Mexico to the Mexican sea town of Paraiso. Paraiso is off the beaten track, but popular with those in the know. We had been there before and were pleasantly surprised by the friendliness of the people, the cleanliness of the bars, and the sheer deliciosity of the few restaurants.

Now we were going to spend a couple of weeks in Paradise. Fun in the sun. With all the sex I couldn’t have. Sob.

We drove into the town, it wasn’t much to look at on the surface, and found our hotel, which was a pleasant surprise of gardens and patio dining.

All the way down Lisa had played with my cock. It really turned her on when I was trapped like this. Oh, she liked teasing me anyway, and all the time, but the fact that I couldn’t respond made it all the more delicious.

We had a room on the ocean side, and we stood on the balcony and hoisted a couple of margaritas. Our arms were around each other, and it wasn’t long before we were chewing on each other’s faces. Slightly high, horny, I didn’t resist when Lisa pulled me back into the room.

“Johnny, I need to take my edge off.”

“Ohhh,” I groaned. My cock was pushing out, trying to escape its confines, but not having any luck.

Lisa laughed and pushed me onto the bed. “What’s the matter? Does Johnny have a problem?”

“You’re my problem,” I muttered, then she had a hand around my head and was pulling my face to her large breasts.

“Mmmm!” She moaned softly. The sound of her having sex while I was denied drove me wild. I was so horny, if only…

“Honey? Let’s use the key.”

She laughed merrily, pushed me back a little and sat on my lap. She scrunched my tube and balls causing a thrill to shoot through my groin.

“Not a chance, lover. This is going to be my holiday, and I don’t want to walk around all squooshy with your squirtem in me.”

She pushed me back and knelt over me. She kissed me ruthlessly as she played with my nipples.

“Gah!” I arched my back, pushing my nipples into her mouth.

She slithered up and kissed my face. She pushed my arms down so they were trapped by her knees against my body. She held my face in her hands and  pressed her mouth on mine. This was her favorite position, me trapped and her in control.

I groaned and bucked a little, then she slid up further and sat on my face.

“Do me, Johnny,” she cried. “Fuck me with your face!”

I did. I tried to kiss her, lick her, suck her, all while she settled her weight on me and made it hard to breath.

Now my hands were free and I cupped her buttocks. Shivered at the feel of those round globes in my hands, and doubled my efforts to bring her to orgasm.

“Oooh, yeah, baby.” She bent forward, used her hands to brace herself, and let me breath.

I gasped for air, and managed to get my fingers up to her hole.

“Oh!” she blurted as I put two fingers in her.

Two fingers, that was all she ever allowed. If I tried three or, heavens forbid, more, she got pissed off and stomped off.

So, two fingers, but I used them well. I hooked them and drilled them and corkscrewed them. It was awkward, even difficult, but I was driven by my horniness. Maybe I couldn't fuck her, but there was a simple joy in being allowed to eat her and finger fuck her that compelled me.

“Oh, yeah…yeah!”

I found her G-spot and she suddenly jerked, hard, and then smashed her hips downward.

“AHHH!”

I licked, I sucked, I rubbed that spot in her vagina.

“AHHH…AHHH…YES!…YES!”

Then she fell all the way forward and my face was free.

But my cock wasn’t, and it throbbed so hard it actually hurt. The flesh was bulging in the tube and I bent over a little to relieve the pressure.

A long minute passed, then she stirred, rolled over and got up. “Oh, that was good,” she said, then she looked at me, bent and holding my helpless crotch. She started laughing. “Oh, Johnny. You look so funny.” Then she went for a quick shower.

I finally sat up. I looked down at my cock. It was purple in the cage, and white pre-cum was coming out. A lot of pre-cum. :Fuck, I was going to have to wear a Depends. Which would make Lisa laugh all the harder. She loved it when I was horny, and embarrassed horny was even better.

She came out of the shower, looked at me again and stifled some mirth, not well, and I went in for my shower. I soaped and soaped my dick, wishing for relief, wishing that my wife would finally realize that a man had needs, and give me a break.

In the end, not able to get off, hornier for trying, I dried off and got dressed. As I put on my shorts and tee Lisa was watching me in the dressing table mirror.

“Hey!”

I looked at her.

She rolled red, red lipstick on her sexy lips. Then she laughed. Bitch.

We strolled through the town to a botanical park on the outskirts. It was a quiet day, we were just in front of the tourist season, and we enjoyed the balmy breeze, and we watched the colorful birds set up their raucous chorus in the trees.

“Paradise, eh Johnny?”

“You got that,” I walked with my arm around her, my cock throbbing, and we ascended a slight incline.

We passed through the park, then, because the trail kept going, we continued. We passed under giant fronds, pushed aside creepers, and met a family of Mexicans going in the other direction. The trail opened up a bit at that point, so we all stopped and chatted.

“What’s up ahead?” I asked.

We had language barriers, but I managed to get something about ‘shrine.’

We all laughed, then continued on our ways.

“A shrine, eh? I wonder to who, or what?”

“Here’s a sign,” Lisa pointed to a weathered board tacked onto a tree. “Can you read it?”

I stumbled over the washed out words, “Diablo del Amor. The Devil of Love. I think.”

Lisa laughed, “Does the devil believe in love? I thought the devil was sort of the other way.”

“Don’t be a cynic,” I advised cheerfully.

She snorted. “Probably just a turista thing. They want to sell parrot’s bones at a discount. You know these superstitious natives. Anything for a buck.”

I shook my head. I love Lisa, but she does have a blind spot in certain things.

We came around a bend in the trail and the shrine was right ahead.

It was just a sort of semi-cave in the side of the mountain. It was filled with candles and pictures and things. An old woman was sitting on a blanket to one side. She appeared to be mixing something in a pestle. She was old, and I hate to say ugly, I mean age does things to you, but she fit the description of a ‘crone.’

We walked forward and the old lady looked up at us. She was toothless, her mouth sinking inward, and her nose had a wart on the side of it. Still, her eyes were cheerful and sparkly, though a bit slitted when she inspected us.

“Good morning. Buenas…uh, Tardes?”

A grin quirked her mouth, but didn’t break out. She inclined her head slightly and said, “Turista.” I don’t think she was sneering at us, exactly, but, oh well. I suppose natives get tired of impatient Americans.

Lisa and I stopped outside the mouth of the indentation in the hill and talked about the items in the cave.

“There’s a cross, Johnny. Doesn’t that seem weird? Having a cross in the Devil’s Cave?”

“Yeah, but it’s about love, so maybe it’s not that kind of devil.”

“See those pictures, are all Mexican children chubby?”

I was sort of embarrassed then, because I had a feeling that the old lady could hear us.

“All children are chubby for a while. Be nice, Lisa.”

“I am nice. I just don’t understand a society that has so many superstitions. I mean, it’s the 21st century. We’ve got cars and everything.”

I sighed. There was no reasoning with Lisa when she got like this.

Suddenly I felt a spatter of raindrops strike my head.

“Oh!” yelped Lisa. “My hair!”

I looked over to the old woman. Her jaw was clamped shut and she was trying to roll her blanket up, and put things in jars, and everything, but the rain was splattering big drops on her, and the wind had come up and was making things difficult.

“Get under a tree,” I yelled at Lisa, and I ran to help the old lady.

The wind was getting stronger, and I put my feet on the corner of the blanket and moved a couple of things towards the center of the blanket.

She was trying to get the contents of her pestle into a jar, and that was what was causing her difficulty. I steadied her hand and she poured, and little brown dust trickled into the jar, then she screwed a lid on and looked at me. She said something in Spanish, it sounded like “Andale,” or something like that, and she motioned to roll up the blanket.

I did, quickly. The rain was coming down harder now, and I picked up the bundle, put my arm up so my jacket sheltered the old lady, and we ran to a tree.

“Gracias,” she muttered, then turned around, and her eyes slitted.

I turned and saw what upset her. Lisa had taken shelter in the cave.

I looked at the old lady, who was mumbling under her breath.

“I’m sorry if we’re not supposed to go into the shrine. We didn’t know.”

The old lady looked up at me. Her eyes were thin and she was not happy, but then she relaxed. In barely passable English she said, “You I help.” She looked back at Lisa, “She I teach.”

Whoa. I hoped that wasn’t the start of a curse or something. I mean, I’m not real superstitious, but I do believe we should all get along.

“You go get,” and the old lady pushed me towards the shrine.

I sighed. I was already wet, so I guess it wouldn’t matter, and I could use my jacket to get Lisa out of the shrine.

I ran across the clearing.

“Come on,” I said, holding up my jacket over her head.

Lisa huddled against me and yelled over the now roaring rain. “I don’t want to go out there!”

“Got to, babe. The old lady doesn’t want you in this shrine thing.”

I didn’t think she was going to go, but I put a little weight behind my arm, and we went into the rain. Now that she was into it, Lisa broke into a run. I kept pace with her, and we darted back to the where the old lady was waiting for us.

“Heysoos Xristo,” breathed Lisa. “I’m going to be a mess.”

“You’ll always be beautiful to me,” I said, trying to bring some cheer into the situation.

The old lady just watched us. Her eyes were so bright that in the gloom of the passing clouds they almost seemed to glow.

An hour later, the storm passed.

We weren’t cold, but we were soaked, and miserable.

The old lady looked at her blanket, then at me. “You come.”

“I just want to go back to the hotel,” whined Lisa.

“You come. Dry. Hot fire. You come.”

She strode off and, because she had left the blanket for me, I picked it up, grabbed Lisa by the hand, and followed her.

We followed her down the side of a cliff, into a little wedge shaped valley, and up a rise.

She lived in a little cube of adobe, and she walked through the split of curtain that served for a door. Tentatively, I followed her in.

“Why can’t we just go to the hotel?” Lisa complained. “I need to dry my hair. And I need to fix my make up. And I need to…”

“Hush, babe. I’ll just put this blanket down and—“

It was warm inside the little adobe hut. And there was a fire in it. There were unique smells, and I recognized it for homey. I mean, you smell your grandmother’s house and smell the fresh baked cookies, and that was what it was like here, except the Mexican version.

“Here’s your stuff,” I said. “We need to—“

The old lady turned around from a cupboard. She was holding a bottle of tequila. The seal still on it. I grinned.

“Johnny, you’re not going to drink! We have to get back!”

But I was already sitting at a rickety, little table. The crone had three glasses out and she poured freely.

“Just a minute, Lisa. We can dry out here, then we can leave.”

“I want to leave now!”

But I put a glass in her hand, and she looked at it, then took a gulp. With tequila, you know, that’s all it takes.

A half hour later Lisa and I were giggling and joking. We had drunk half the bottle. The old lady, whose name, I think, was Anastasia, had merely taken a sip or two, but she watched us with a humorous glint in her eye.

Finally, she capped the bottle and put it away.

“Party pooper,” whispered Lisa.

“Gacias, senorita. Oh, Gracias, gracias.” I gave a slight bow.

Anastasia sat down next to me. She reached out and put her hands on mine.

They were old, paper thin skin, veins, bony knuckles…but they were warm. And I could feel a warm spirit behind them.

“What you want?”

“What? Oh…I’m good.”

The tequila made me goofy, and I knew Lisa was goofy.

“No…no. What you want. What you want with whole heart?”

Her accent was thick, but her words reached through my stupor and I blinked. She wanted a real answer.

I looked at my wife, whose head was grinning and lolling on her shoulders. “What everybody else wants. Love.”

Anastasia nodded, and in that moment I felt like she really understood me. Understood from the viewpoint of a life of hard living.

She patted my hand. “Wait.”

She went to her cupboard and brought out a small bottle. It was a prescription bottle with no label, and it had obviously been conscripted for her purposes. It held maybe a hundred, little pills. Rough pills. Made by hand, not machine. She took out two.

“You take.” She placed a pill in my hand, then she placed one in Lisa’s hand.

“What? What is this?” She gazed down at the little pill. She looked up. “No way I’m taking this shit.” She laughed.

Anastasia said, “You look each other. Take pill same time. Look each other.”

Now, call me crazy, call me whimsical, call me a romantic with no brains, I looked at Lisa, and she suddenly acted halfway sober, and looked right back at me.

“Together, baby.”

She was drunk, she was sloshy, but there was a challenge in my words, and more.

“Fuck you,” she said, and she popped her pill into her mouth.

I quickly popped mine, and the little pellets rolled down our throats.

“Look each other, look,” Anastasia demanded.

So I grabbed Lisa’s face in my hands. I love my wife more than life itself. I wanted her. Always. I leaned forward, and I brought her face closer.

She blinked. she said, “Oh, Johnny,” and then we kissed. With open eyes.

A long kiss, oblivious of Anastasia watching us. And the kiss started to fade, the feeling of her lips started to fade. My awareness began to fade.

I had taken…we had taken…a little pill with God knows what in it.

Then I felt like I was dreaming, in a long tunnel floating down the tunnel, and I saw Lisa coming the other way. We reached out our arms in passing, but missed. Then I heard Lisa call back to me, a faint, hollow yell… “See you on the other side, Johnny!”

Then there was nothing.

“Oh,” I was waking up, and I knew something was weird. Like haywire. Like I had just licked my finger and put it in a light socket.

I lay there and tried to sort through things. Oddly, I didn’t remember going to bed, and then I realized I wasn’t in bed. I was on the ground, and memories of being in the old lady’s hut swarmed me. I opened my eyes, and couldn’t see because…there was a bunch of hair in my face!

“Ack, poo!”I spit the hair out, and reached up to brush it out of my eyes and…”FUCK!” I sat up and stared at my hand. It was slender, and somebody had put long, fake nails on my fingers. And…”WHAT THE…”

I looked down at myself. I was skinny! And I had boobs! And there was something dreadfully familiar about those boobs.

“Unhhh!”

I looked for the source of the groan and saw a lump on the floor next to me. And that lump, it was shaped familiar, it was, the lump turned over and my eyes widened in shock.

It was me! I. My body. I was staring at my own body laying on the floor of the adobe hut!

Then it hit me, why my tits looked familiar. They weren’t mine, they were Lisa’s! I looked down at them. Big and familiar because I loved to suck on them and feel them.

I looked at my body.

I looked at me.

What the fuck had happened?

“Ooh, I don’t feel goo—“ Next to me Lisa realized her voice was too husky, too deep, she struggled to sit up, looked at me, and… “EEEE!”
“It’s okay…stop! It’s okay!”

I put my hands out. Long fingernails. Soft, unmuscular skin.

She…I…he…whatever, stopped screaming, but her eyes were large and round.

“It’s okay,” I said, sounding so lame I couldn’t believe it.

“But…but…”

“I’m in your body.” My voice was soft, higher pitched. I sounded sort of breathy, which, in some way, far back in my mind, I found sexy.

“But…but…”

“Breath. Relax. Take deep breaths.”

Surprisingly, she did.

We stared at each other, trying to figure things out, then we looked around the hut. Then we looked at each other.

“What happened,” Lisa asked, I found listening to my own voice freaky. It sounded nothing like what I sounded like to myself.

“We got…I’m in your body. And you’re in mine.”

She whispered, “We got body swapped!”

“Oh, my God.”

I struggled to my feet. I was so freaked out I didn’t even think about my hangover.

I reached out a hand to help her up.

She stood, and was taller than me, and that was one more freaky thing. I looked up at her and realized I wasn’t a bad looking guy. Of course, I needed to comb my hair, and get some breakfast, but I was sort of hunky looking.

Then it hit me. I looked down at my body. Big tits, long, golden hair, full lips…I was now in the body of who I considered to be the sexiest creature alive. I was a sexpot. I was beautiful. Oh, my God!

“Johnny, what are we going to do?” I heard the panic in her voice. I reached to take her in my arms, then realized that I wasn’t the big man anymore. My arms wouldn’t encompass her and calm her like they had when I was in my rightful body.

I settled for an arm, and I whispered up to her. “We need to relax, find the old lady, and figure this thing out.”

“But…but…”

“Quiet now. Panic doesn’t work. Just breath, relax, and calm down.”

She focused on breathing again, and started to relax.

“Okay, now we have to—

Anastasia came through the front door. She was holding a sprig of some herb or something. She looked at us and grinned.

“What happened to us?”

Lisa started to go into screech, so Anastasia turned to walk out.

“Wait, please!” I caught her arm and waved a hand at Lisa to stop.

Anastasia faced me. She smiled again. Then she frowned at Lisa. She said to me, “You I help. She I teach.” She turned to Lisa. “You learn. You better.”

“Wait…uh, how many…how long will we be like this?”

“Ten day.” She grinned, patted my cheek, and went out the door.

Lisa moaned, and it sounded so weird to have such a female tainted vocal come out of her male body. My male body. “You mean we’re stuck like this for our whole vacation?”

“Gosh,” I said, stunned, my words totally inadequate for the situation.

“What are we going to do?” She sounded a little whiney.

“Well, we should probably go back to the hotel and talk this over. Then we can figure things out.”

We walked out of the hut, not holding hands or anything, totally unsure of our bodies and how they even worked.

We found our way back to the shrine, then took the trail back through the gardens, through town, and to the hotel.

Inside the room Lisa sat on her side of the bed. My body on her side. I sat in a chair, and we looked at each other.

“What now?” Lisa asked. There was a dullness to her that I didn’t like. But I understood. We were going through shock. And here was an interesting realization. I had been a man, going out and doing things, and I was handling it better. Not to say that women don’t handle things well, but Lisa wasn’t handling this.

Thinking that through, I said, “I’m going to clean up. I need a shower.”

I stood up, watched her, and she stood up, somehow impelled by my motion, trying to keep up, keeping the only stable thing in her universe, which was me, which was weird considering how we wee so recently and totally changed.

I walked towards the bathroom and she followed.

It was the weirdest thing in the world to take off my clothes.

I hadn’t put them on, and I didn’t really know how they worked, at least from my new viewpoint.

Still, I figured it out, and shortly was standing and staring at myself in the big mirror.

Lisa was slowly removing my clothes from my regular body, and she was moving slowly.

I stared at my tits. I hefted them, turned sideways, and realized how utterly and totally delicious I was.

“What are you looking at,” sniped Lisa, bitterly.

“Heysoos on a wagon without horses. You…I’m…a babe. Do you know how beautiful you are? I am?”

“I had some sort of an idea.” She dropped her pants, and I suddenly realized something. I covered my mouth with one hand and goggled. She had on the chastity tube. I started giggle.

She looked up at me, anger in her eyes.

“Sorry, honey, but you have no idea how weird that thing on you is.” I pointed at the chastity device.

She looked at it. It was bulging. “And it hurts.”

“Take a pee, that will help.”

She sat on the toilet. “How do I do this?”

“Just sort of tighten up your muscles inside. Push it out.”

It took a while, she got very irritated, but finally figured it out. She looked up at me and sighed as the tinkle of water in the bowl happened. Then she glared. “It’s not funny.”

“No, dear. It’s not.” I kept a straight face and turned to the shower. I turned it on and let the water get a little warmer. I stepped in.

“Oh, God!” I murmured. Women feel water differently than men. There is something sexual about trickles of water running through your hair, over your breasts, rivering between the legs.

Between the legs. Usually water followed the cock, dripped off the end of it. Now I just felt the warm between my legs, but no river. Different.

Lisa opened the shower door and stepped in. I was surprised by how much room she took up.

“Give me some of that,” she said, and adjusted the shower head.

“Hey! Don’t be a hog!”

Grudgingly, she gave me a little of the spray.

We soaped ourselves silently, then I had a thought. Her big body, my small hands. Lots of soap.

“Here, let me help.”

I took my own cock, in the cage, and began soaping it.

“Oh,!” Lisa groaned. Her knees buckled a little. “How do you stand it?”

“What?” I soaped her…my…balls, squeezing them rhythmically.

“That feeling. That white hot feeling. And it’s being squeezed in the cage. And it hurts but like…so good.”

“That’s called horniness, my dear. And I suffer through it.”

That’s when it hit her what the cock cage was doing.

“Oh, shit,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “This is what the chastity thing does to you?”

“Yep.” I continued soaping her dick. My dick. Oddly, it wasn’t difficult holding a man’s cock…because that man was me. I was holding my own cock. I could handle that.

“How do you stand it?”

“I try to think of other things.”

“But how can you?” She was breathing hard and had one hand on the side of the shower for support.

“Now you know.” I shrugged. I wasn’t all that horny. Funny, I was sexy, but not horny. And as myself, in my own body, I was horny but not sexy. If there was only a way to bring these two worlds together.

“Well, rinsy rinse time.”

I let go of my cock and stood under the spray for a minute, then I stepped out of the shower.

“Wait a minute!”

I turned around.

“But it feels so good! Aren’t we supposed to do something about that?”

I laughed. “Are you kidding me? That’s why you put me in that thing, so I could feel that delicious frustration.”

“But how can you stand it?” she wailed.

I chuckled as I dried myself off.

She got out of the shower right behind me. She just stood there, staring at me. I looked at her cock. It was purple and dripping, exactly the way she liked me to be. And I began to realize the deviousness of Anastasia’s little plot. She was helping me…teach Lisa. But it was also a little scary. I mean, what big lesson was I supposed to impart, when I was dazed and confused myself.

“Johnny?” Lisa was right behind me, half dried, dripping on the floor.

“What? Hey, you’re making a mess. Go dry off.”

But she didn’t. She advanced on me, was a foot away, and said, “You’ve got to help me.”

“Help you what?”

“Get over this…this horniness. I can’t stand it.”

I smiled, and, tell the truth, I felt a little evil. But there was no way I was going to help her get over her horniness. That would be letting her fuck me, and she was a man! And I didn’t want a man slobbering all over me, and…and putting his dick in me.

Man, talk about role reversal.

“Sorry, babe. This was your idea, and it’s a good one. So…” I stopped, she was staring at me, and I knew at what.

“Get away,” I covered the key hanging around my neck with one hand and backed away.

She sighed, and slumped. I relaxed. That was close. These men, you have to watch them all the time. I mean, now I knew what it meant when somebody said a man was thinking with their dicks.

“I need to get dressed,” I went to her suitcase and tried to lift it up on the bed. The damned thing was too heavy. Oh, shit. I was the weaker member of the species now.

I opened it and rummaged through the outfits, and now my guy modesty gave me trouble. Everything was too flimsy, too sexy.

On the other side of the bed Lisa started to open her…my…suitcase, then scratched her head. Then she simply lifted it up and put it on the bed.

She got out a pair of pants, looked at them, then some underwear, then sighed.

“What’s the matter?”

“Everything you’ve got is so plain. And how do you stand this underwear? It must be like wearing sand paper panties.

I grunted. I lifted out a pair of panties. Mmm. I had loved these on her. Thong. Showed her little landing patch so delightfully. I stepped into them, and was aware of how my knockers were knocking. I mean the big things got in the way of everything.

I picked out a bra. It was the heaviest one she had, and I started figuring out how to put it on.

“Not that.”

I looked at her.

“Why not?”

“That’s a sports bra. You need to put the black one on.”

“That? But it’s so…”

“Exactly. Men will love it.”

“But I don’t want men to love it.”

She looked down at the shorts she was buckling. “And I hate this, but I’m wearing it, so you’re going to wear what I tell you to.”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll spank you.”

I stared at her, and my eyes opened up. She grinned.

“You wouldn’t!” But I knew she would. Heck, I had spanked her in the past, fun and games, and she had loved it. Apparently she wanted me to have the same kind of experience.

“Oh, yes, and I think I’d like to.”

“I picked up the black bra. I didn’t want a red fanny. Besides, I could wear her half jacket and cover up my tits.

She chuckled, a very male rumble, and picked out a shirt.

I looked through the suitcase.

“The reddish dress,” she said.

I stared at the garment. It was thin material, a little blousy, and looked like something a peasant would wear.

She explained: “It’s light. It’ll feel good.”

I didn’t want to, but I didn’t have any other option. I really didn’t know anything about women’s wear. Funny, I had been staring at women for my whole life, and I didn’t know anything about why they did what they did.

I figured out how to step into the dress, buttoned a few buttons, and was good to go. So was the other me. My real body.

She was putting on a pair of athletic shoes. Very comfortable. I looked around for similar wear, and she said, “Heels.”

“What?”

“Heels go with that outfit.”

“Heels? But I’ve never worn heels before?”

“Well, you’ll have to try them. No way I’m going out with you looking like a mongrel.”

“What does it matter to you what I look like?”

“You are me, lover.”

I couldn’t argue with that.

I slipped into the heels, and shock of shocks, I liked them. It was kinky, sexy, and it felt…good. I tried a few steps, and it wasn’t hard. “Heysoos,” I blurted, and I realized what was happening. “Your body has muscle memory.”

“Okay, let’s go.” We walked to the door, and for the first time, we had physical contact. She grabbed my biceps. and stopped me, whirled me around.

“OW!” I blurted.

“You’re not going out like that.”

“Like what?” I asked, rubbing my biceps. It felt like I was going to have a bruise.

“With no make up.”

Now, under my female skin, I was a male. “No way I’m putting on make up.”

“Yes, you are.” She grabbed my arm, a little softer, but there was no way I could fight against her strength. She walked me into the bathroom.

It was a twin sink bathroom, and her make up was around her basin. She pushed me up against the counter and leaned against me.

“Ow!”

She grinned and reached for her make up.

“Take it like a woman,” she said.

Then she made me up. There really wasn’t much I could do. I could struggle, but that would just make a mess, and I had already experienced her strength.

Funny, I was always gentle with her, and here she was, the first time she has a physical advantage and she pushes me around like a bully.

She talked as she worked. “You’ll thank me when I’m done. You’re beautiful, but only by half. This is going to put the sparkle in your eyes.”

What was bad was that when she was done, when she turned me around and made me look at myself in the mirror, she was right.

My breath caught. My eyes were mysterious, glittering. My lips, my red, red lips, were plump and beautiful. I had just been promoted from drab to sunshine.

We walked down the street, and it was, I hate to keep using this word, but it was weird.

First, my legs felt the air all over them. And the wind even blew my dress up a bit. Made me panic and hold it down. Lisa laughed at that.

I frowned at her. “You know, you’re sort of a bully.”

Her turn to frown. “I am not.”

I glared at her. “First off, you’ve been telling me to do stuff. You’re pushy. Second, you are physically pushing me around.”

She opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. I had the feeling she was going to say something like ‘poor boy,’ but she didn’t. Instead, she reached down and adjusted her groin.

I smiled. My turn to be the bully. “A little tight down there.”

“A lot tight,” she whined. “I want the key.”

“Not a chance.”

“But this thing is liable to do some damage!”

“You’ve made me wear it lots of times, never hurt me.”

“Yeah, but we’re different…” then she shut her mouth. It wasn’t that we were different.  Just different people experiencing the same bodies.

“Ah, Senor and Senorita, How may I serve you?”

We looked up at a waiter. Ricardo. He had served us before.

We ordered our usual breakfasts, and I never had felt so naked in my life. He was subtle, but every time he looked at me, though he was hiding it, he was checking me out. I could feel his eyes on my tits, my face, everything. He left and I said to Lisa. “What an obnoxious and horny fuck.”

She grinned. “I thought you’d never notice.”

That remark surprised me, I realized there was a whole world of perceptions that I had not tapped into.

We sat there silently then. Lost in our own worlds, considering our situation. We each started to speak several times, but then didn’t.

I felt small, weak, and how did Lisa feel? Well, she was feeling a little bullyish. I said, “I don’t mean to belabor the point, but you’re a bully.”

She was pretty calm now, and she just looked at me, and I realized she was looking at me like a woman who doesn’t want to go there. Except now she had the muscle, so she was going there.

“Why do you think I’m a bully.”

“When I was the man you were constantly pushing me around. You used whining and tears to get your way.”

“And when I was a woman I couldn’t get you to do the simplest things.”

“Simple things that you were interested in and I wasn’t,” I countered.

She adjusted her package again. She looked at me. She reached across the table and grabbed the key.

“Let go,” I whispered, suddenly a bit frightened.

“No,” and she ripped it off. Broke the chain, but it was her chain so I guess she didn’t mind.

I put a hand to my neck in shock.

She smirked and stood up. “I’m going to the bathroom.”

She sauntered across the restaurant, cocksure, and it was my cock.

Ten minutes later she was back. She was holding the pieces of the chastity tube in her hand and she placed them on the table and laughed.

I scooped the pieces up and put them in my purse.

“Heysoos does that feel good.”

I had noticed the bulge in her pants when she came back.

“I pissed again, and then I played with myself. I made myself squirt.”

I stared at her. And I thought: Good. Then you won’t be bothering me.

“It really feels good to squirt. It just explodes out of you, and it feels really different. I can’t wait to do it again.”

Our food had arrived while she was getting her rocks off. I had started eating, and now she seemed intent on catching up to me. And bypassing me.

She shoveled eggs and bacon into her mouth like the world was going to run out of food.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“Hey,” she explained. “I’ve got a big body now. I have to keep it fed.” then she looked at me. I had barely nibbled, but she reached across and took my plate away.

“Hey! I’m not done!”

“Yes, you are. That’s my body you’re stuffing, and I’m not going to turn into a fat pig.”

“But it’s okay if you turn me into a fat pig.”

She laughed. She really didn’t care.

“I’m hungry!” I begged. “Please give it back.”

But she just chuckled and kept eating.

We left the restaurant and went back to the hotel. Again I had to endure the gauntlet of stares as men lusted after me. I walked through the lobby of our hotel and she squeezed my arm again, and it hurt. “Make your heels click.”

So I tried, and muscle memory helped me, and I heard the click, click, click. And, you know? It felt good. It was sexy, and men were staring at me, but there was a certain power in the sex and…and I thought about Lisa.

She doubtless had experienced what I was experiencing. But the way she had made me do it, the way she made me feel…and I was back to the idea that the first time she had a physical edge she abused it.

I didn’t think I did that. When I was a man I tried to make sure I was gentle and considerate. Sure, I made mistakes, and I was probably a clod in certain ways. But my intention was good. And I thought about Anastasia telling me that I was good. She would help me, but teach Lisa. It didn’t feel like that was working out.

I was getting bullied, and Lisa wasn’t learning a damned thing. But what could I do about it? Lisa seemed immune to logic, and maybe even basic kindness.

We arrived back at the hotel. I made myself a drink, bourbon and Coke, not Mexican, but my favorite. I went out to the patio and sipped.

Lisa had watched me while I made a drink and ignored her. She had a frown on her face. A minute later she came out on the patio. She was sipping her own whiskey and Coke. She sat on the other side of the table and watched me as I stared across the ocean.

“What?” she finally asked.

“Nothing.” I took a big gulp and avoided looking at her.

“Come on, babe, talk to me.”

Me talk to her? After she had just bullied me? I didn’t say a thing. I just watched a couple of sailboats race the wind in the bay.

She pulled her chair over and sat close to me. “Was it because I made you wear a dress and make up? You got to understand, you looked like a schlump. I couldn’t have you…me…going out like that.

I didn’t say anything. I was suddenly feeling emotional.

“Honey. You have to talk to me.”

I could help myself. I turned to her and tears filled my eyes. “Why, so you can push me around?”

Her mouth opened, and I knew what was happening. She had never seen me cry. She probably didn’t even know I could cry. But I knew what was happening. I wasn’t strong, and I had muscle memory for tears. I suddenly understood why women cry, and I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t help myself.

“I never treated you like that, ever. A man is supposed to take care of a woman. He’s stronger, and only the worst kind of man will bully a woman.”

I looked away. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I wiped my cheek and my hand came away black. Mascara. I just cried harder.

“Well, hey…I didn’t…I just…”

I turned to her and hit her with the big punch. “You tell me why we should stay together?”

I could feel her convulse. It was like being hit in the belly. By a heavyweight. And it showed just how badly I felt. Here I was, changed, trying to cope, and I didn’t know how. And she…she…

You know, miracles happen. I never thought about it before, but I felt one happen right then.

Lisa came to me, knelt next to me and put her arms around me.

“Honey. You’re right. I was so caught up by what was happening that I was only thinking of me. I know you’re going through shit, too, and I’m sorry. Please, stop crying. Let me help you a little bit. Give me a second chance.

I buried my head in her strong chest then, and I sobbed. And sobbed. And sobbed. All my fears and frustrations at being made into a woman came out. And a lot more, besides. I think that one tearfest taught me more than a lifetime of being a man.

Lisa held me, and she felt strong, and now she was gentle. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” She kept whispering. And she held me, and for the first time in my life I understood why a woman needed a man. A man, a real man, is a buttress, a fortress, a place where a woman can be herself. No fears of the world. No one can hurt her, no one can make less of her.

Finally, I stopped crying. I sniffled, and just kept my head against Lisa’s chest. It was warm and comforting, and I started to feel good. I finally mumbled against her manly chest.

“You want a drink?”

She laughed, lightly, lovingly, and said, “I’d love one. But only if you let me make it. I’ve got a lot of making up to do, and I’m starting right now.

So we stood up, hugging, I was suddenly afraid to let her go, and she held me at arm’s length. “Bourbon and Coke?”

I nodded.

“Coming right up. And while I’m doing that, there’s some cold cream in a jar in the bathroom. Why don’t you go clean your pretty face.”

She kissed me then, on the lips, and it was frightening, and yet, it was…it was weird.

“What?”

“We never kissed, since we changed. And…”

“What?”

“I’m afraid of kissing a man. I mean, I’m a guy, and I don’t want to kiss a guy.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry. We’ve got time to figure that out. Now, go. Clean up.”

Giggling, I ran into the bathroom. I used the cold cream and wiped away the dark streaks. I looked at the make up on the counter, and focused on the mascara. I sighed.

“What?” asked Lisa, placing a drink on the counter.

“How do you know how to put all this stuff on?”

“Girls grow up with it. You want to try putting on your mascara?”

I nodded. Now that the ice had been broken I was nervous as a colt, shaky and searching for my legs.

“Okay, that one right there, unscrew the applicator and…”

She talked me through it. I made a little mess, she fixed it, and we were suddenly giggling. bonding over make up. Who would have guessed. But, I guess that is the way some women do it. Any excuse to find a like mind, to find a friend in this weird life.

Then she said, “Why don’t you put on some lipstick.”

I looked at her.

“Yours is a little worn, and I think you’ll like putting on some very red lipstick.”

“Really?”

“Well, I’m not going to do it.”

We laughed, and I put on my very first lipstick, all by myself.

We hugged then. And I was on my toes, luxuriating in her body. My body.

We went out to the patio then, and simply held hands. The sun was getting higher, and we sipped, and we talked, and finally, it came down to it.

“I’m sorry I jacked off.”

“Why?” I was really curious.

“I don’t know, I felt like I had abused your body.”

“Well, you did, and that’s what it is for. You have to abuse it every once in a while or it gets gloomy.”

She giggled. It sounded weird, a giggle from her hunky male body.

Then we grew serious. I turned to her and said, “Would you like to fuck me.”

She was hesitant, but it came out, “I’ve wanted to fuck you all day. This body, this dick, it’s a never ending thing, isn’t it. But here’s the question: can you put up with having a dick inside you? I mean, it’s a man…I mean, if you thought kissing a man was bad then this is a hundred times worse.

“Yeah, but we’ve only got ten days, if Anastasia is right, and we need to explore everything.”

“Everything?” She raised her eyebrows.

“I want to learn what it is to be a woman. All the way. And I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t mind getting a few blow jobs, and whatever else it takes to keep the monster at bay.” I looked at her groin. The monster was pushing at her pants.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll try everything.”

I turned my chair to her, pulled it close. “There’s one thing I really like.” I slid my hands up her legs and into her shorts. It was a short journey, and I suddenly a cock in my hand. Her cock. My cock. Our cock.

“Oh,” she mumbled, blinking.

She sat back, tried to loosen her shorts a little.

I played with the head. I gripped it and twisted my hands over it.

“Oh, that does feel good.”

I reached further and touched her balls. I held them, squeezed them.

“You know, sometimes it is delicious to not cum. To be on the cusp, to hold it in, to be in the golden place where you love and lust and just experience yourself. Maybe we can do that later in the week. Take a day and just play with you. Right now, however, I think we need to go further. After, I’m a virgin, and so are you. In a way.”

“I never thought of that,” she was moaning, wiggling a bit.

I stroked her. “Move closer.”

She managed to slide forward, my hand pulling her balls helped, and then we were inches apart, my hands up her shorts.

We kissed. It was premeditated, and I made myself do it. And it wasn’t bad, and I was over the resistance within a short minute. Kissing was fun. Man or woman, the feeling of moist lips searching lips, it is a glorious feeling.

Then I felt her hands touching my breasts. Cupping them. Rubbing her thumbs over the nipples. I understood why bras should be thin and flimsy. I felt electricity shoot from my nipples right to my groin.

“Oh,” I blurted.

She pulled away and watched me, a satisfied smile on her face. “Let me show you some of the things I like.

She played with my breasts then, and did things I never would have imagined. And I wondered: why doesn’t a guy just ask a girl what she likes?

Groaning, feeling my pussy get wet, and I mumbled, “Let’s go inside.”

We stood up, her hands on my tits, my hands in her pants, kissing, and we staggered into the hotel room. Giggling, laughing, we fell on the bed.

We lay on our sides and groped each other.Our hands roamed, and we kissed, and we could feel our heat building, building.

Finally, Lisa stood up. She kicked off her shoes and took off her pants and shirt.

I was getting out of the dress, and clumsy at it, and I stopped and stared at his prick.

My prick.

A good 8 inches. A shower, not a grower.

I held it reverently. I bent down and kissed it.

I didn’t resist because it was my prick. I knew it well. And I had gotten over my reluctance to use my body through our kissing.

Groaning, Lisa lifted me up and helped me get all the way undressed.

I stood there, a slender girl with large boobs. My hair was a little bit mussed, but in a good, sexy way.

She kissed me again, then she picked me up, and reflexively, maybe some of that muscle memory, I wrapped my legs around her.

She was strong, my real body was strong, and I felt like a feather in her arms.

She placed me on the edge of the bed, our sex was against each other, but we hadn’t penetrated.

Slowly, watching me to make sure she didn’t hurt me, she placed her dick at the entrance to my cave.

We stood there. Her positioned against me, her cock touching me, spreading the labia, I could feel moistness seeping out of her slit. Of course. Dripping.

“Are you ready?”

Her voice was husky, deep, and I could tell she was ready. Really ready.

I nodded. “Yes. I’m scared. But it’s okay. We need to do this.”

“Yes, we do.” She moved forward slightly, and I could feel the pressure on my pussy.

“Oh,” I groaned, more in anticipation than from real penetration.

“It’s okay, it’s okay…” she pushed harder, and I felt the head pop in.

I realized I was wet, and the dick slid into me. No resistance, and it slid faster and faster, filling me up, taking away my breath, making me gasp. White hot pleasure shot through me. This was truly incredible.

“Oh…sweet mother of…”

Then she was in me. I was penetrated, and filled, and feeling like I had never felt before in my life.

“Good, huh?”

I nodded, speechless, holding on.

Then she simply picked me up. I was impaled, and my weight went down on and I was impaled even further.

“Gah…” I muttered, trying to breath, trying to just remember what my name was.

She bounced me. A slight flex of the legs and I went up and down, and her prick felt like it was splitting me in two…but in a good way.

“Oh…oh…”

“Can I speed up? Be a little rougher?”

I nodded. My throat was gulping noisily. I was dazed and trying to comprehend.

“Okay. This is what I like…I like it when you do this.”

She went up and down, just a slight move, but I was bounced up and down on her cock.

“OH…OH!”

She laughed. “Here we go, baby. This is guaranteed to make you cum.

She bounced me and bounced me and bounced me, and every bounce felt like it was deeper, more filling. I could feel sparks shoot through my body.

She walked around the room. Her every step fucked me harder. Her every bounce opened me up, filled me with heat and light and goodness.

Then she fell on the bed, her body weight, my body weight, driving her penis, my penis, as deep as it would go.

My eyeballs rolled up and I started making weird sounds. The orgasm rolled over me, and it felt like was drowning…but in the sweet, hot lava of love.

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned, a deep soulful sound from the gut. I knew she was cumming. I could feel the first white hot splatters of semen, then I was rolling away on a wave, drowning in orgasm, living in God.

We sat in a restaurant. We were sipping bourbon, holding hands, and grinning at each other. We had fucked. And as soon as we were done eating, and recovering, we were going to fuck again.

We had learned so much about each other, but there was more to learn. Always more.

Tonight we were going dancing.

Tomorrow we were going horseback riding.

And the day after we had a rafting trip planned.

Every day something new, and everyday we would explore the depths of each other.

And when we were back in our own bodies…life was going to be great. Now that we knew each other in a way that most men and women can only dream of.

We finished eating, paid, and wandered into the street. Arms around each other, lost in each other’s eyes.

Suddenly I heard a voice.

“Flower for the senorita?”

We both turned.

It was Anastasia. So ugly and marvelous at the same time.

We rushed to her and thanked her, and she simply said, “Flower for the senorita?”

So Lisa bought me a big bouquet, then Anastasia wandered down the street. Funny, she wasn’t selling flowers now. And I realized that she had sold flowers just to us. how strange.

As a man I didn’t think much of flowers, but as a woman I loved the smell of them. They were a unique experience all in their own right.

Upstairs I put the flowers in a vase, and as I did so something fell out of the bottom of them. It fell on the floor and rolled.

“Grab that, honey,” I asked.

Lisa bent quickly and picked up whatever it was.

“John?”

I turned to find her standing there, in shock, her hand out and palm up. In the palm of her hand was the bottle of little, white pills.

“Oh, my gosh!” I blurted, then we both started giggling.

END
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PART ONE

“Ah, come on. I’m married.”

“I don’t care, Peter. I’ve wanted you from day one. I’ve wanted to suck your balls and play with your cock…most of all, I want you in me.”

The woman speaking to me was Lisa Harding. She had a reputation for fucking husbands, and getting them in trouble, and now she was working on me.

“Now come on, you semen factory, and be a man!” She had me backed up against a wall in a closet. I didn’t mean to be in the closet, but when I reached in to grab my wife’s coat she pushed me in, and now she had her lips pressed to mine and her hand was in my pants.

Gigi, my wife, was in the car waiting for me. Well, actually she was passed out in the car waiting for me. She’d had too much to drink, I had put her in the car and she had started snoring right away. I had returned to the party to grab her coat and purse.

Now, the problem was that I had had too much to drink. I was sort of wondering how I was going to drive myself home, and then this happened.

“Come on, slick, slide the dick. Give it to me quick.

Lisa was a knock out. She had the tightest body I had ever seen. She had the lushest melons, and her lips were always red and juicy. It was her eyes that did it, though. They were green and…knowing. They looked at you and you knew she was going to fuck you. She just had this way of undressing a man with her eyes.

“Fuck!” I mumbled against her mouth, giving in to my urges, to the boner being pulled by her hand.

“Yeah, baby,” she pulled my head down to her breasts. She was wearing a low cut dress and her big boobs flopped out. I nuzzled into them and lifter her dress. In a second I had her dress up to her waist and she was shimmying out of her panties.

A second after that I lifted her and slid her down my meat.

“Oh,” she moaned, biting my shoulder.

She reached bottom, was impaled, and I pushed her through the rack of coats and up against the closet wall.

She held on and I thrust my weight against her, drove my spike into her.

“Fuck! I knew you were big, but this…this is ridiculous!”

To my drink addled brain this was a huge turn on. I couldn’t stop. I began bouncing her off the wall, each slam of her back against the wall driving me deeper into her.

I could feel her arching, trying to fight back, but now that she had me…I was doing the fucking.

“Fu…fu…fu…” Her head hit a shelf and she groaned, then giggled. She liked it rough.

“I think I’m going to pop,” she muttered.

I didn’t talk, my dick just started spasming and I shot my load into her.

She could feel my liquid in her and she groaned. She bit me again. She clawed my back.

Then I was done. Mr. Happy became Mr. Droopy, and I flopped out of her.

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

“Oh, God,” I moaned, suddenly aware of what I had done.

“You didn’t get me off!”

“Heysoos, I just cheated on Gigi!”

“Who cares about that?” she snapped. “I want to have an orgasm!”

“I can’t believe you made me cheat on my wife!”

“You can’t…I didn’t make you do anything!”

“You did…you—“

The closet door suddenly opened and light flooded in. Oh fuck. It was Sherry Johnson, and behind her, Milly Wayson. The two biggest gabs in town. And they were friends with my wife. And I was standing there with my shirt half off, bite marks on my neck and shoulders, my dick hanging out and covered with slime. And if that wasn’t the worst, behind me, yet in full view, Lisa had her dress up around her waist and was wiping my sperm out of her pussy!

They stood there. Shocked. Yet, in their eyes, was ‘victory.’ They had another juicy tidbit of gossip to throw around the town.

“Oh, shit,” I said.

I pulled up my pants, tucked my dick in, grabbed Gigi’s coat and purse, and walked out of the closet. Past Sherry and Milly. Buckling my belt. Ignoring the stares of a score of people that were staring at the closet, wondering what the hub bub was all about.

Across the room. My face burning. Out the door.

In the car Gigi was sitting, awake—oh, FUCK!—and smiling.

I put her coat and purse in the back and got into the driver’s seat.

Gigi snuggled up against me. “I guess I had too much to drink,” she murmured against me.

Then she looked at me. “I’m sorry, I got my lipstick all over you.”

She touched my mouth, and I realized Lisa had smeared it pretty effectively with her bright, red lips, and Gigi thought she had done it!

Then she just put her head against my shoulder and dozed.

I drove home carefully. I had just cheated on my wife, who I loved dearly. I didn’t want a ticket on top of that.

I rolled into the driveway, Lisa stirred, and I helped her into the bedroom.

She was tipsy on her feet, and she had her arm around me, and she kept looking at me.

“Oh, I scratched you. I’m sorry.”

She thought she had been the one to make love to me, to bite me and bruise me and…fuck me.

But she hadn’t, and I was chewed up by guilt.

I undressed her and put her in bed. I stared down at her. She was smart, funny, had a great body, and she treated me like a king. And I had betrayed her.

Oh, fuck.

I pulled the covers over her and then attended to my ‘wounds.’

I had scratches on my back, hickies on my neck. And, of course, lipstick smeared all over my face.

Heysoos, Lisa had really done a job on me. How was I going to hide all this mess from Gigi?

I took a shower, washed myself off, put peroxide on the scratches, and went to bed. All night long I kept waking up and feeling guilty. And I had dreams. Crazy dreams, of me running somewhere, trying to get away, not even sure what was chasing me.

“Good morning, honey!” Gigi rolled over and kissed me. On the mouth, soundly, and I was totally pushed back into my guilt.

She climbed on top of me and began grinding on me, pressing her pussy against my cock. My limp, used up cock. Used up on somebody else.

“God, I’m horny! Isn’t it funny? We fuck last night and I’m even hornier today. Isn’t that great?”

My cock wasn’t growing, so she slithered down and sucked on me. Her mouth was like velvet, her tongue washed my pole, focusing on the soft underbelly.

Just because I was limp didn’t mean I didn’t have nerves, and sensations, and desire.

But my penis was used up.

“Hey, baby? Come on?” She was back to grinding on me.

“I’m…”

“I know we fucked, I remember leaving my lipstick on you, and it looks like a I scratched you a good one, but you didn’t cum because I don’t have any mess in my vagina. So get it up!”

“Uh, honey…”

“Oh, I know the trouble. Do you have a hangover?”

“Baby, I…”

“You do. You poor boy, and here I am bouncing around on you. It must be hurting so bad.”

She climbed off me, kissed my cheek, and said, “I’ll go get you breakfast, and some hair of the dog. We’ll fix you up.” She pulled on a negligee, which just made her sexier, emphasized her globes, her body quite visible through the sheer material. Then she flounced out of the room.

Oh, God! I covered my eyes with my forearm and moaned. I had cheated on my wife, and she was treating me like I was royalty.

I was royalty, all right. I was a royal son of a bitch.

I climbed out of bed. A little hung over, but not much, mostly just guilty. I took a long shower, normally a fun experience, but  now just one more dirge on a day of funerals.

I pulled on a bathrobe and walked out to the kitchen. I was going to have to tell Gigi what I had done. I couldn’t live with the guilt, and I had to come clean. There was no way I could carry this guilt into my marriage.,

Breakfast was on the table. Sausage, eggs, waffles. And a glass of v-8 with some extra muscle added. Hair of the dog. Good for what ails me. But there was nothing that was good for the guilt that was ailing me.

I sat down, picked up a fork, put it down. Took a big gulp of the V-8 with what tasted like bourbon added to it.

I put it down and looked at my wife.

“Honey, I hate to eat and run, but I have to go see the girls this morning. We’re having a hen party.”

“But…I have something I need to discuss with you.”

She bent on the way by and kissed me thoroughly. Then she trotted back towards the bedroom.

“We can talk later,” she threw over her shoulder. “Right now I have a hen party to go to.”

I ate slowly, and I felt strength come back into me, but my mental state was absolutely shattered. Done, I pushed the plate back and stood up. I had to talk to Gigi.

I walked back towards the bedroom and she passed me in the living room. And groped me. I groaned as she gave me a loving squeeze. “I’ll be back by lunch.” She looked down at Mr. Droopy. “You talk to this young fellow and try to get a rise out of him, okay?” She giggled, shook my limp penis, then headed for the door.

“Gigi?”

She had one hand on the knob and turned back to me.

“Who’s going to be at this hen party?”

Oh, the usual. Rhonda, Jackie, Milly, Sherry. I think Lisa, too. Got to go, hon, see you soon!”

She was out the door.

I was left standing in the living room, my mouth open, my brain dazed.

Milly and Sherry. And Lisa. Oh, fuck.

And it sounded like that old Wizard of Oz song…’Lions and tigers and bears, oh my.’ Except it was ‘Milly and Sherry and Lisa, oh fuck!’

She returned at ten o’clock. Didn’t even make it to lunch. When she walked in the door I knew she knew. Her face was a stone. Her eyes were emotionless. Her heart, I knew was exploding. With hurt, with rage, with all the emotions of a scorned woman. A woman I loved, and who loved me…but how does a relationship survive something like this?

She walked past me, into the bedroom.

“Honey…”

She pulled her suitcase out of the closet and began putting underwear in it, then clothes.

“Honey, I tried to tell you.”

“Not hard enough,” she whispered.

“I was drunk, she pushed me into the closet—“

“And you pushed your dick into her.”

“But I didn’t mean to! I was drunk and things got out of hand and…”

“Goodbye, Peter.” She picked up her make up kit and rolled her suitcase into the hallway and headed for the front door.

“Please, Gigi, give me a chance! It’ll never happen again. I’ll never drink again. I’ll do anything.”

“Don’t get in touch with me.” She slammed the door.

I ran to the door and jerked it open.

She rolled her suitcase to her car and threw it into the backseat. She tossed her make up kit in after it.

“Baby, I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do anything. Just give me a chance!”

She was in the car, started it up, began to back up.

I walked with the car, hands on the window, talking through the glass at her.

“Don’t leave me! We can work this out! you can’t—“ then she was gone. Her car dwindling down the street, then turning a corner.

I stood there, a forlorn man in a bathrobe. My life destroyed.

“Peter? Are you all right?”

It was Mrs. Deacons, from down the street.

“Yeah, sorry.” I suddenly realized my robe was open and my dick was hanging out. I looked around. A half a dozen people had come out to stare. I pulled my robe shut and walked back into the house.

She had gone to her mother’s house. I knew that. She knew that I knew, but she had told me not to get in touch with her. I would, of course. I couldn’t not get in touch with her. But I was also smart enough to realize that I had to give her a day. Let her get over her hurt and anger.

I also knew that her mother. might be on my side. Jasmine was a raunchy, old broad who loved to talk dirty and grope people. She had even groped me a couple of times. When I had gotten upset she had just laughed and told me to grow up.

What would her advice to Gigi be? “Grow up? Get over it?” Of course, there was always a chance she would tell her to leave me. To throw me out like the remains of a turkey dinner.

But I didn’t think so. I think she liked me, and I think she thought I was good for Gigi.

But I wouldn’t be able to find out until the next day. I had to let Gigi cry, come to grips with it, and then…maybe then we could talk.

One thing was certain, whatever it took, I wanted my wife back.

I spent the rest of the day feeling miserable. I did a couple of chores, nothing heavy because I was pretty distracted, but I had to do something.

In the evening I fixed a TV dinner, had a beer, then threw the beer away and had a bourbon and Coke. Then I stared at the TV for a few hours.

Thinking about how I had ruined my marriage. Plotting scenarios where I could win my wife’s hand back. I actually cried.

I went to bed about midnight. Because I had been drinking, I went to sleep fairly fast. But my sleep was VERY disturbed. I dreamed of Gigi chasing me with a butcher’s knife. She was wearing a negligee, and her breasts were bouncing. I was naked, running down the street, and she was screaming that she was going to chop it off. ‘It’ being Mr. Happy.

I ran, my dick hard and my balls flapping, and suddenly I heard another voice. I looked behind and saw that Lisa was with Gigi. They both had big knives and were screaming about how they were going to dismember me. Lisa was wearing a negligee, too.

I ran harder, and heard two more voices. I glanced over my shoulder, Milly and Sherry in negligees! Waving butcher knives!

More and more women joined the pursuit, and my dick started to get longer! It grew and grew, until I was almost stepping on it.

I picked up the thing, coiled over my shoulder and kept running, but my dick kept getting bigger, and more and more women were chasing me, and—

KNOCK KNOCK! “PETER! ARE YOU BACK THERE!?”

I jerked upright. Oh, my God! It was Jasmine!

“I’m coming!” I pulled on my robe and ran out to the living room.

Jasmine was standing in the living room, and Gigi was with her.

Jasmine was slightly chunky, but with big boobs. She had thick, luscious hair, probably from her heritage in ‘the old country,’ which was Romania, and humor in her eyes.

Always humor. You could chop off her leg and she would start laughing. That was just the kind of person she was.

In that moment she still had humor in her eyes, but there was also determination, and she was holding Gigi by the hand.

Gigi had the glummest look on her face. Her eyes were lowered and her brows knit, and she was obviously unhappy.

Jasmine laughed. “You see? He glad to see you!”

She was looking at my crotch, and I looked down, and I realized that I was hard and pointing straight at her.

“Oh, shit. “I’m sorry. I’ll be—“

Jasmine reached out and grabbed my cock. Oh, fuck! She had me! Firm grip! Couldn’t run away.

“Okay. I like you better this way. Sit down.”

She pulled me by the cock and maneuvered me to the couch, then she pushed me back. I sat down, and was sort of in shock. I mean, it’s not every day your mother-in-law throws you around by the dick.

“You sit there,” she pushed Gigi into a chair facing the couch.

She sat down next to me and placed a hand on my knee. “You sit, you stay, you fix.”

Jasmine had a slight accent. Well, not so much of an accent as a missed word here or there.

“Mother, I—“

Then Jasmine leaned forward and looked at Gigi. She didn’t say anything, she didn’t threaten, she just looked, and even though I wasn’t on the end of that look, I could feel a grimness that was…well, it was almost frightening.

I mean, I had heard Gigi talk about her mother giving somebody the ‘evil eye,’ but I had never imagined she was serious, or that a simple look could have that much power.

Gigi sat back down.

My mouth opened a little, then I shut it.

Jasmine turned to me. “You go fuck somebody, right?”

I nodded. “I got drunk, Lisa attacked me, and I gave in. I’m sorry and—“

“You no be sorry.” She shut me right up. She looked at Gigi. “Why you mad?”

Gigi opened her mouth to speak, and I could tell she was going to really let loose. She was going to chew me a new one, but Jasmine raised one hand, which forestalled Gigi’s mouth, and said, “You speak polite. Everybody be polite we get along better. Yes?”

Gigi looked very unhappy. Her mouth worked, she gulped, but she kept it together.

“He fucked a friend of mine. He cheated. He betrayed me. I can’t…” she stopped talking. Jasmine was actually laughing. “Mother?” In a small whisper.

“You never drink too much and be stupid? Eh? You never think spread your legs for somebody else?”

“But I didn’t do anything!”

“You chicken.”

I gawped. Gigi’s mouth opened.

“Mother!” shocked.

Jasmine was grinning. Her teeth were very slightly crooked, a little old, and she chuckled and chortled. She reached out and took Gigi’s hand and patted it. “People ‘fraid of sex. You ‘fraid.”

“I’m not…”

Gigi raised her hand and shook her head. She looked at me. “People live long. Parents live long. Earth, sky, everything been around long time. Whole world fucking whole time. Animals all fuck. People all fuck. And you fuck last night but a second. It happened. It gone. You love Gigi?”

“With all my heart.”

She looked at her daughter. She laughed, mirthlessly, wheezing, and said, “Go on, tell me you no love him.”

“I…I…”

“So he make mistake. You throw life away for one second?”

“I…” then Gigi was silent.

I knew enough to keep my mouth shut. Adjustments were being made here.

Jasmine reached up to her neck and loosened a leather string. She took a leather pouch off the string and opened it. She emptied the pouch in her hand.

There was a red pill…and a blue pill.

Immediately I thought of the matrix. If I took the blue pill I would wake up and everything would be fine. If I took the red pill I would see a world beyond my wildest imagination.

“Oh, mother! Not your gypsy voodoo stuff!”

“You got somting better?”

Gigi was silent.

Jasmine turned to me. “You take red.” She turned to Jasmine. “You take blue.”

“Mother!”

“You take or else. You leave him you don’t have children, I don’t have grandchildren.” She turned to me and patted my cheek. “You stupid, but you good. This fix.”

“I really want to fix this.” I popped the red pill in my mouth. Sure, it was all BS. Maybe I’d get high, we’d get high, then Gigi and I could screw and get over everything.

“I’m not taking this stupid pill.”

Jasmine looked at her daughter, and I felt it again. I felt a look that would shrivel raw pork chops. Gigi actually shrunk in on herself.

I glanced at a mirror and happened to get a small glimpse of Jasmine’s eyes. Lord, it frightened me. They were black and shiny and focused and I could feel their intensity.

“Oh…” then Gigi put the blue pill in her mouth and swallowed.

So, according to the Matrix, I took the red pill, I would wake up in a fantasy land beyond belief. But Gigi would wake up and be in the same old same old world, with a cheating husband.

Huh. This thing didn’t make sense to me.

Jasmine stood up, she lifted me up, glanced at my penis, and chuckled. “You good boy.” Then she hugged me. She walked towards the door.

“Mother! You’re not going to leave me here with him.” She spat out the ‘him’ like it was acid.

Jasmine just laughed. “Go head. Be angry. Tomorrow come and you find out.” Then she opened the door and left.

Gigi and I looked at each other. I opened my mouth to say I was sorry, but she spoke first. “I sleep in the bedroom. You sleep out here.”

“But, honey, can’t we talk?”

“Mother may have weird ideas, but I don’t. I’ll call the lawyer first thing in the morning.

And that was it. She wouldn’t talk to me. If I entered a room she left. And when she went to bed she closed the door. Hard.

As for me…I was just broken. Period.


PART TWO

I opened my eyes and knew that something was different. Long blonde hair in my eyes was the first clue. And I thought: Gigi forgave me!

But she hadn’t. So in spite of the sudden jump of my heart, and I went right back down to misery and despair.

Then I felt a weight on my chest. Like something was hanging off my chest. I was sleeping on my side, and what the…I reached up…my hand felt different. It was smaller, and…the tips…the…

“AIIII!” I felt breasts! I had tits! OMG!

I sat up and looked down, my wife’s big tits hung off my chest. I had suckled them enough, fondled them enough, that I would know them anywhere. I placed my hand under one, and drew in my breath in a loud gasp. My hands were…her hands! I had her hands! I had small, slender hands tipped by red fingernails!

For a moment I sort of lost it. I heard myself stuttering, blubbering, trying to make sound. A high pitched sound, like my wife’s voice was high pitched.

I turned my head and looked in the mirror. My wife was in bed. No, that was me in my wife’s body!

Then I heard a yell.

“Nooo! What the…what…”

I jumped out of bed and nearly fell over. I had never walked with a pair of ten pound weights attached to my chest. I grabbed the bed post and held on as I circled the bed and headed for the door.

I staggered like a drunk. The feet were so small, heck, my whole body was small! And all that weight up top was near to tipping me over.

I entered the hall and ran down to…my room? The room where I went to sleep last night? Then I had woken up in my own bedroom, which is where Gigi had gone to sleep.

I entered the room and stopped.

I was standing up, next to the bed. I mean…me. The male Peter. My real body.

“What…who…” the look in my eyes, the eyes I was looking at from my wife’s body, were totally panicked. I placed a hand on his…my…oh, hell, I don’t know what was touching whom or how…I placed my hand on the Peter body’s wrist and said, “Gigi?”

She stared at me. “You are…who…”

“It’s me. Peter.”

She hugged me, and suddenly I was in trouble.

As a woman Gigi was a lightweight, fell into my arms and I was careful not to crush her with too much muscle. But Gigi as me, the man, didn’t know her own strength. She gripped me and squeezed, and I felt like my back was going to break.

“Let…go…” My voice was a breathless squeak.

Gigi didn’t hear me. She just kept squeezing.

I couldn’t pound on her, my arms were trapped. So I did the only thing I could, I grabbed her, my, nuts and I squeezed.

My male body collapsed on the floor and grabbed her nuts.

Man, this was so confusing, I didn’t know whether I was male or female, whether I was Peter or Gigi.

Gigi looked up at me. “Ow…that hurt!”

I knelt, and my breasts hung down. “I’m sorry. You’re too strong. You were squeezing me so hard I thought I was going to break.”

I took her hand and helped her to her feet.

She was taller than me. He…oh, hell, Gigi was now taller than me, and wider. And I suddenly knew what it felt like to be the weaker sex. She could have picked me up and thrown me through a wall. I was suddenly glad I wasn’t a wife beater, or anything like that. I always tried to be gentle, and I hoped she would return the favor.

“Peter?” She was still holding her nuts. My nuts. “What happened?”

“I don’t know. I woke up like this…in your body.”

“But…how…” and her eyes widened. “We took those pills.”

I blinked and shook my head slowly. “No…no. That couldn’t…” I stopped talking.

“Mother is from the old country. She tells me stories. One story she used to tell me, when I was young, and I loved it, was when a man and a woman changed bodies.”

“She told that to you…as a kid?”

“I know. Parenting, right? But as a kid it didn’t alarm me, it was just a weird story, but now…” she held out her arms and looked at them. “Fuck. You have a lot of hair.”

I didn’t respond. I simply said. “Let’s go eat and talk.”

We sat at the kitchen table. Her in my clunky robe. Me in her negligee.

“Geez,” I said. “Your clothes sure are soft and sexy.”

“Yours are rough and ragged. How do you manage to wear these things?”

“Am I supposed to fix breakfast?” I asked.

She snickered, a good sign considering how shocked we were. “You’re the woman, and the woman fixes the breakfast.”

“Yeah, but these nails…”

“You’re lucky. Those are shorties. Wait till you get longies.”

“Wait a minute. You’re talking like…how long will we stay like this?”

“I don’t know. We’ll have to go ask mother.”

“I mean, I can’t stay like this…I have to—“

“Don’t like being a woman?” she sniped.

I stared at her.

“I’m not forgetting that you cheated on me.”

“Please, honey. We have larger problems than that.”

“Oh, so cheating is all right?” She leaned closer to me. “You know what? I’ve got the muscle now, and maybe I should use it.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that maybe a good spanking will set you right!”

“No,” I said, pushing my chair back and standing up. “I never hurt you.”

She stood up, “a little spanking isn’t going to hurt too much…unless I make it a big spanking!”

I tried to dart past her, but I was weaker and slower, and she had no trouble grabbing my wrist.

“Ow! You’re hurting me!”

She hooked her chair around with her foot, sat down, and pulled me over her lap.

“Oh, baby,” she laughed wickedly. “This is going to hurt you more than it does me.”

Then she brought her hand down on my rump.

Pain shocked through me. I arched up, my fanny was suddenly on fire.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! She brought her hand down viciously, and it was obvious she didn’t know her own strength, the strength of my body.

“So…you…like…cheating…” She slapped in time with her words.

“How… you…like…it…if…I…cheated…on…you!”

Tears poured out of my eyes. This weaker body seemed to feel pain a lot more than my male body, and I couldn’t control the physical response. Tears poured out of my eyes like water poured from a broken dam.

“I…am…so…angry…”

She went on and on, and finally I couldn’t do anything, I just collapsed, sobbing, hanging over her lap. And that’s when I felt it.

She was getting a boner.

“I…will…never…forgive…OH!”

She stopped spanking and shoved me off her lap. She looked down at the penis sticking out of the folds of my clunky robe. “Oh, shit!” She was breathing hard.

I was crushed. I lay in a clump on the floor, sobbing helplessly. I had never felt that helpless in my life.

She stood up, and her boner stood out. I was a big boy, and she was just starting to understand that.

She was also starting to understand what a man’s horniness is. That driving, pushing, compelling urge, led on by the rock hard penis, searching desperately for some place to put it.

I crawled a few feet, then managed to get to my feet. My whole body was shaking. She might be horny, but I was in pain. My ass felt like somebody had lit it on fire. I wanted absolutely nothing to do with sex.

“Oh, fuck!” She whispered, part awe, part fear, part sexual desperation. Then she looked at me. A sexy body shuffling away. And her dick led the way.

“Hey, wait a minute.”

I knew she had realized the solution for a hard dick. It was me. My soft thighs. My round globes.

I staggered a bit and walked down the hallway.

“Wait…this…”

I entered the bedroom and closed the door. I locked it. I went into the shower and sat down on the cold tiles. It was as far as I could get. I heard her knocking, and I just sobbed and sobbed. Huddled into a little cocoon. Shaking and shivering.

I’d been punched as a man, I had played football and even did a little boxing. But I had never been so thoroughly whipped and defeated in my life.

“Peter? Open this door!” The doorknob rattling, then the door shaking in its frame.

My legs were folded under me and my head was turned to the wall. I just sat there and wished I were dead. That a guy could make me feel this small, this helpless, this…worthless. It was terrible.

“If you don’t open this door I’m going to break in!”

I cried.

BANG! She kicked the door and, under the weight of my male foot it was like so much kindling.

I huddled in on myself, covered my face with my arms and sobbed harder. I felt fright. As a man I never felt fright. As a woman, in a weak body, I felt fear in every cell.

I heard her footsteps as she crossed the room. I heard her in the bathroom. She opened the shower door and looked down at me…and stopped.

I was terrified, crying, shaking, whimpering.

“Oh, shit.” Her voice, my male voice, was suddenly soft. Later, I would realize that she had just realized what she had done to me.

She came into the shower and knelt to me.

“Peter. Baby. I’m sorry.”

Sorry didn’t help my bruised ass, I merely shook harder with terror.

She put her arms around me, gently, and awkwardly made me stand up. She tried to hug me, but I was too terrified.

“Baby. I’m sorry. I didn’t understand…please…forgive me.”

I was unable to walk, actually too frightened to walk, and she picked me up. And this was weird. Her big body, her strength that was so frightening…could also be soothing.

I jerked and twitched a couple of times, trying to figure out how to get away, but then I found my arms around her neck, holding on, and I cried into her broad, massive chest.

She placed me on the bed.

“Honey, just stay here for a minute. I’ll get something to help you.”

She walked into the bathroom, fumbled around, trying to figure out how to use her big, strong hands for something delicate, like opening a simple bottle, then came back to the bed.

I was curled up, still crying, and I jerked away from her. She put a pill in my mouth.

It was Vicodin. We had some from an old prescription. Never took the stuff, but we had it.

I swallowed. In my mind, I had no choice. Gigi was the monster, and the monster had spoken.

“Okay, lie on your belly.” She helped me turn over, then she lifted my negligee. I felt a spurt of cold liquid on my cheeks, then her big hands began gently smoothing the cream over my rump and into my skin.

“Shhh, it’s okay. Please try to stop crying. I’ll never do that again.”

She rubbed and rubbed, and the pain began to go away.

And, for some reason, I burbled out, “I’m sorry.”

She had beaten me, but I was sorry, and I realized something profound, you can beat a person until they’re so broken they think it’s their own fault.

“Shh. Just relax. You’ll feel fine in a minute, and we can sort this all out.”

She rubbed my ass for about fifteen minutes, and the cool cream, massaged in by her strong hands, began to work. A few minutes after that the Vicodin bit.

Vicodin is a weird drug, it’s supposed to be a pain reliever, but it doesn’t do that at all. What it does do is make you so goofy you think the pain is funny, and it stops hurting.

A half hour later and I was hurting, but giggling.

Yes, giggling. Girls don’t laugh, they giggle. It must be a DNA thing, but I was giggling.

We went back to the kitchen and I sat down, on several cushion on a chair, and watched Gigi cook.

God, what a nice body she had. I had. Was ours. I, her, was six feet tall, 180 pounds, and ripped. I spent a lot of time at the gym, ran on the weekends, and just loved sports.

I think one of the reasons, so what if it’s a little shallow, that Gigi and I fit together is that we loved having sexy bodies.

“Okay, sausage and egg, and if you’re still hungry we can do a waffle.”

“Is that all?”

“I hate to say it, but when we get our bodies back I don’t want to be a big, fat pig.

I giggled. I could see myself eating 18 steaks, 43 potatoes, smothered in butter and sour cream, and drinking 10 cases of beer. “Serve you right.”

She nodded. “I know. What I did was unforgivable.”

I was silent for a second, the Vicodin was loosening my mouth. “So why did you?”

She hung her head. My head. “I think, if I’m being honest, I was still upset about you, uh…”

“Cheating.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you going to let me drink?” It was so weird, I was a woman, and suddenly I was relying on a man for…for some sort of direction, or stability, or something. I was also changing the subject about cheating. right about now I didn’t care about that sort of stuff.

“Alcohol is bad for you, you know I don’t drink it much, but a couple of whiskey’s won’t hurt you.”

“Huh. Lucky you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You can drink as much as you want.”

She thought about that, then smiled. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to get shit-faced.”

“It’s fun, but turn in your keys first.”

She nodded. “How’s your butt.”

“Feels like a big, red flower.”

She giggled, a female habit in a male body, and it sounded funny. I made up my mind to never giggle when I got my own body back.

Done eating, and feeling a little bit better, good, old Vicodin, I asked, “So what do we do now?”

She looked me right in the eye and said, “Fuck.”

I looked her right in the eye and said, “My ass is sore, and I don’t feel comfortable about letting you pork me.”

She asked: “Why?”

“First, because men don’t put things in their bodies like that…and I am still a man, sort of. When I’m not being you.”

“And second?”

“I…there’s a part of me that’s really upset and hurting. I mean, nobody has ever done what you did to me.”

She was silent at that one. Then she stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. She took down some bourbon, then opened the fridge and took out a couple of cans of Coke. she filled two glasses with ice and began pouring.

“I think we should just take the rules about drinking out. You want to get drunk, go ahead. I’m going to drink…but I’ll try and stay sober enough…I want to observe how much it takes to get me…you…giddy.”

I nodded.

So we sat and sipped a brunch. We actually didn’t talk much. We were lost in our own thoughts.

I was a woman. A sexy woman…with large boobs. I found myself looking down at them, watching them heave when I took a breath or sighed.

Gigi was having her own thoughts, but she was watching me watch my boobs go up and down. Then she was watching my boobs, and she started breathing heavier.

“Fuck,” she finally blurted. “Is it always like this?”

“What? My dick? Pretty much. Especially when I look at you…this body.”

“Wow. How do you stand it? It’s like a burning in your groin, demanding attention all the time. It’s hard to even think.

I giggled. “And now I’m being you, playing hard to get.”

She heaved a breath, then asked: “What do you do when I don’t…you know…want to do it?”

“Well, there’s always jacking off.”

“OMG! Can I?”

“No.”

She looked at me with big eyes.

“That’s what you’re always telling me. Don’t masturbate…that’s my sperm you’re carrying around.”

She squeezed her legs and pushed down on her groin. “God, if I had only known…maybe I wouldn’t have made you suffer.”

“And you did make me suffer.”

She looked about to say something, then backed off.

“Go ahead,” I said.

“Was I…am I a bitch? I mean a real bitch?”

I soughed. “Well, yes and no.”

“Please define.”

“There are times when you bitch, and you’ve got a reason. Maybe I’ve been thick-headed. I know I can be stubborn. But there are also times when you just…turn bitchy. No reason, and it’s mean, and I never know what to do about it.”

She looked sad at that.

“But, to be honest, it’s not juste you…it’s all women. They just have an extra chromosome, a ‘B’ chromosome, and they can’t help it.”

“So what do you do when I get that way?”

“Head for cover. Find an errand, go to the store, find something to do that will take me out of the line of fire.”

“Heysoos Xristo on a pogo stick with no spring.”

I shrugged. “Still, it’s not bad. The times when you’re sane more than make up for the other times. Heck, who knows, maybe I’ll flip out and you’ll see first hand.”

“I’d hate to,” she admitted.

I smiled.

She said, “Are you being bitchy by not wanting to make love to me?”

“No. I’m really scared. What you did…it messed my head up. It…betrayed me. I’m actually scared right now.”

Shewas silent for a moment, then, “Now I understand what women go through when they marry husbands who beat them.”

“Yeah.” I sipped a little more bourbon and Coke. The level of alcohol in the glass was sinking. I looked at it, realized that I was feeling a little loopy. And it wasn’t just the Vicodin. Man, liquor hit women harder.

“I know something that will help?”

“Help what?”

“Help you trust me.”

I tilted my head. “What?”

She smiled and stood up. She held out her hand. I hesitated, but forced myself to take it. She lead me back to the bedroom.

“Okay, girlfriend, you have the body, but you don’t really know how to use it.”

“I don’t?”

“Not even close. “Sit here.” She indicated her make up table.

Make up? Boy, that weirded me out. But…I did it. I sat down and looked at her. In the mirror I caught a glimpse of my own eyes, they were like a Bambi, not sure what to do, how to walk.

“We’re going to give you a girl’s day. It’s old hat for me, I throw my make up on while I’m driving. But you…you have never experienced the fun of transforming yourself.”

“Oh.”

She laughed. “Oh, you look so frightened…but in a good way. Believe me, girl, the world is about to open up for you.”

First, she took my nails off. They were a quarter inch past the ends of my fingers, but that wasn’t long enough for Gigi. She cleaned my nails, then gave me some long stilettos. They extended a half inch past my fingertips, and they were sharp, little daggers.

“Be careful when you wipe yourself,” Gigi chortled.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

Then, while I was staring at my fingertips, trying to figure things out, she went to work on my face.

She cleaned it, moistened it, and began applying creams and lotions. She explained about blending colors, creating shadows, and how to make things look dewy but sexy.

Dewy. What a weird word. Like fresh dew in the morning.

The funny thing, though, was that I actually started getting horny. But, man, was it different than getting horny as a man.

As a man I had a ‘horn factor indicator.’ The exact formula is:

the mass of the ass

plus the heat of the meat

equals the angle of the dangle.

Or:

MA squared

+Meat in Fahrenheit

= < Dangle

But as a woman there was no formula. It was just a surge of heat that started everywhere and nowhere. I felt a sudden flush in my face, and in my chest, and I wondered if my boobs were glowing.

The worst place, of course, was my groin. It felt not just hot, but…sticky.

Wet. Like I was dripping or something.

I looked up at Gigi. She was grinning.

“Oh, I can feel your heat, girlfriend. Just like your dick, but all over the place. And you want, but unlike a man you can control it. You can even turn it off.

“Wow. Is my face red?”

“Red like a fire engine, and you’re breathing harder. Looks like Peter likes girly make up.”

That sure shut me up…but it was true.

As a man I loved to see Gigi all made up, turned me on. But now, experiencing what she felt, it was…neat. Cool. Made me all flustered and excited.

“Want to fuck me, yet?”

I was having a hard time breathing. I shook my head. My body was shaking yes.

Gigi threw a leg over my lap, put her arms lightly on my shoulders and just stood there. Careful with her weight, staring into my eyes.

“What?” I almost gasped.

“I’m going to make you do something. I won’t try to fuck you. I know I have to earn that, but I’m going to make you kiss me.”

We stayed motionless. Me trapped by her legs, her hard on obvious, sticking out of her robe. It was like a big club staring at my belly.

But it was her eyes that were doing it.

When I was a man I loved looking at her eyes. They were blue, sometimes they would be a faded blue, and sometimes a hard blue. I guess it depended on the light.

She would be looking at me, my eyes, her eyes doing what she was doing, which I was smart enough to know would turn me on. To sit face to face, breathing each other’s air, it always works.

I stared at her eyes. My eyes. Dark brown, almost black in dim light.

“I’m like a puppy,” I observed. “My eyes are like a dog’s.”

“Shut up,” she whispered cheerfully, and she moved her face closer.

Two inches separated our lips.

I had never kissed a man before. Even if it was me, it was weird. It went against everything in my…in my societal, cultural upbringing.

Men don’t kiss men. But now I wasn’t a man. But I felt like some part of me, some unmade up part of me, was still a man.

She waited, a her mouth closed, but a quirky smile curving the corners of the mouth upwards.

I could feel her breath, ragged because she was horny. Wanting me because…because I wanted her.

I couldn’t help it. Eyes open, my face darted forward and pecked Gigi on the lips.

She smiled. “That was too small. Kiss me bigger. Kiss me like you mean it.”

I was near gasping for breath now, my chest was boiling and I could even feel my nipples hard as rocks.

She raised the back of her hand and gently rubbed it across one nipple.

“Oh!” I blurted.

She smiled.

I kissed her. Eyes closed, helpless under the warmth of my own body.

She kissed me back gently. Our lips slid over each other, fit together, and I felt the tip of her tongue pressing into my lips, between my lips.

Oh, God! It was heavenly. It was blessed. I felt like the heavens had opened up and beams of light were shining down on me.

She pulled back.

“Want to fuck me, yet?”

I couldn’t breath, but I still wasn’t ready. I shook my head.

“Touch my dick.”

I froze. I had never touched another man’s dick…but it was me. Mine. I had touched my own dick. I could do it again. In fact, it was easier than kissing. After all, I had never kissed myself, but I had certainly held my own dick enough.

Her dick had actually touched my belly, but now was a couple of inches back. I reached down, watched my red tipped fingers go around the thick shaft.

“Oh,” she sighed. “God…that feels so good!”

Braver, a kiss braver, I ran my finger up the shaft.

She jerked and tilted her head back.

I squeezed her dick and began to stroke it. Back and forth, my hands silky smooth on her penis.

She jerked her hips, then controlled herself.

Then, I couldn’t believe it, I kissed the head. Just a peck on the head, but…I had kissed a dick!

It wasn’t bad. I didn’t keel over and die. Nobody had to call an ambulance.

I looked up at her. She looked at me, her face was an open expression of pure lust. Oh, she wanted this.

I kissed it again, a second longer.

“Oh, please…please…” she moaned.

I opened my mouth and slid it over the head. I closed it. I felt the shiny texture. My tongue felt the slit.

Gigi’s knees buckled. She almost fell, but I put my hands under her chest and she managed not to.

I sucked, watching her with open eyes.

Her eyes were closed as pure pleasure engulfed her. She tried to move her hips forward, to fuck my mouth, but I held her cock now and wouldn’t let her.

She groaned, a guttural sound almost savage in its nature.

I took her balls in my hands and began squeezing them, one, then the other, her eyes opened and she looked down.

I’m going to cum.

I took my mouth off her.

“Oh, fuck! Why…why…”

“You’re not ready yet.”

“Are you kidding? I’m so horny…I need it….I—“

“This is what you do to me. This is what you get.”

She moaned in frustration. “God! I could kick me. I thought it was funny.”

“In a way it is, and after a while a guy grows to like it. There’s a wonderful feeling in being horny. But right now, with you…” Then I got gutsy. “Besides, this dick came not too long ago. You need to let it build up a bit.”

She froze, she was caught, and she knew it. I was her release, I would do her, but…she had to get over me putting my dick in Lisa Harding.

She hissed, “Oh, you son of a bitch!”

I took her cock in my mouth and began stroking the shaft. Immediately she arched and thrust…and I let her go.

There she stood. Caught between her desire and her rage, and which would win?

“I don’t believe…I can’t…” but every time she started to vent rage, frustration and need circumvented it. At last, she slumped here shoulders. She nodded.

Wisely, I said, “I should probably rub your nose in it, but…now you understand, and now maybe you’ll forgive me when I tell you how sorry I am.”

She was defeated. She merely nodded her head.

“Then go fix me a drink,” I reached for my glass on the table and held it out for her.

She reached her hand out for the glass, and her face was all grumpy, so I held the glass.

She tugged, I held, and she looked at me, then we both started laughing. We were, in spite of frustration and not knowing what we were doing, having fun. I let go of the glass and she went to wait on me…like a good husband should. Heh.

While she was gone I leaned forward and looked at my face in the mirror. My face was made up, just needed the eyes finished and some lipstick.

How weird. I’m a man, was a man…and I pondered make up.

I touched my face, felt the texture, marveled at the sensations, so different from my male body.

“In love with yourself, eh?” Gigi placed a full glass on the table and sat down.

I took a sip, then leaned forward and kissed her. It was a wonderful experience. One I could get used to.

Gigi cupped my breasts and I gulped. Sexual electricity shot through them…all the way to my pussy.             

We broke, breathing hard, and she said, “When it is time…I’m going to rock your world. I know what your body likes.”

“I can’t wait.”

We kissed again, and she fondled my breasts some more, thumbed the nipples, then we broke.

“Now let me finish your make up.”

She leaned forward and brushed color onto my eyes, making them smoky and mysterious. “I never realized how truly good looking I am.”

“Are you saying that because you mean it, or because you’re just horny?”

“Both.”

We chuckled, and I reached up and cupped her pectorals. I rubbed her nipples. She took in breath and froze.

“It looks like we have something in common.”

“A lot.”

“Maybe when I get my body back I’ll get myself a big, old pair of titties.”

She laughed softly, then: “You know, I actually think I’d like that. But don’t expect me to trade in my pussy for a dick.”

She picked up a golden tube and twisted the bottom, then she gripped my cheeks with one hand and made me purse my lips. Slowly, delicately, she rolled the lipstick on me. She rolled it thick, made it perfect, then she drew back and put the lipstick away. She looked at me.

“I can’t believe what you’re doing to me. My cock…I can’t believe…it’s so hard it almost hurts.”

“But in a good way.”

“Yes.”

“See, there is a joy to being horny.”

She nodded.

I said, “If you’re gentle, you could probably reach down and check my pussy. Make sure it’s all wet and ready.”

Her breath came haltingly, and she lowered a hand. She cupped my pussy and held it. Squooshed it without hurting.

“Oh!” I breathed. “Fuck!”

Then she adjusted her hand, and I felt her middle digit searching for my hole.

“Oh!” I gasped.

She slid her finger in, and it was true, I was moist, ready, wanting.

Gently, she snaked her long finger into and out of me. She circled it, rimming me, and, finally, she pushed, hard, and wiggled the tip. I could feel it inside me, a living thing, loving me, wanting me.

Sensations exploded within, it felt like somebody was gouging me with pleasure, making my legs weak and my bust hot.

“Maybe we better fuck,” I whispered.

She stood up, gripped my hand and I pulled back. She looked at me.

“Carry me.”

She laughed. She was starting to appreciate my strength, and I was learning how to take advantage of my weakness. She lifted me out of the chair and took me to the bed. She learned how to kiss while walking, then dumped me unceremoniously on the mattress.

I squealed, but before I could move she was on me, devouring me with her mouth, chewing on my lips, licking my lips.

I gave back, as good as I got, and she grunted and groaned and her hips jerked spasmodically.

She pulled the negligee off me and threw away her robe. She held me down with one hand and finger banged me with the other. She launched herself at my tits, and I could only groan and moan with the heavenly feeling of it all.

“Spread your legs,” her voice was a rasp of desire as she pushed my knees apart. Then she was on the bed, walking on her knees between my legs, holding her penis and I stared as the monster focused in on my pussy.

This is what it feels like, I thought. This is deflowering, pain and love all at the same time. A sealing of commitment. I do this and she’ll own me. She already owns me the man, now she’ll own me the woman.

Then she was lifting my buttocks, and I was helping her, and she searched for my pussy with her dick. She placed the head directly into the labia, right under the clitoris, and it fit, everything fit…so perfectly.

She was on top of me, heavier than I anticipated, and I had anticipated a lot. Her dick was sliding in, and I felt myself pulled apart and my mind shattering into thousands of pieces.

It was so big, and so long, and I felt the veins massage my love canal. I held onto her arms, thick and muscled, feeling blood pumping through the veins.

Not just her dick was excited, but her whole body.

I heard myself moaning, and it did hurt, but in the most wondrous way.

Then she was balls deep in me. I could feel those big testicles swaying, touching my ass.

“Open your eyes,” she whispered.

I did, and I was face to face with my intruder, my ravager, my lover.

We held out position for a long count, then she began to push…and pull…and push…in and out, taking my breath away, electrifying my groin.

“Oh, sweet Heysoos,” I whispered up at her. “I love you.”

She paused in her thrusting long enough to ravage my mouth with hers, then she began pumping, again and again, long, slow strokes.

Then I was glad I had fucked Lisa the other night. I was glad I had been drained in my male body, for not being able to cum gave me longer to appreciate this incredible twining.

I began to tilt my hips, again and again, and Gigi groaned as I bent her dick and pulled it over the rim of my hole.

“Fuck…fuck…” she cried, and I knew she was close. I slowed down, and she begged me, “Please…let me squirt…now!”

“Oh, I don’t know…” I teased. “I like you horny.”

“But I’ve got to…I’ve got—“

I jerked back, left her dick pulsing and trying for that last moment of ignition.

“Oh….Oh!” Her eyes were wide and wild.

“Not yet,” I said.

“When?”

“When we get a few things straight.”

“What? What?”

“You forgive me, completely and totally, for Lisa Harding.”

“I do! Oh, please…I do!”

“Furthermore, you forgive me for any future accidents.”

She stopped, her mouth open, her eyes glazed, and then she nodded.

I giggled, and added to the coup de grace, “No matter which body I am in.”

She was so desperate, and she finally understood the curse of being a male. She understood that a man is desperate and wants to fuck anything, and he makes mistakes, whether he wants to or not.

She started crying. She knew I was right.

“Hush, darling, and I’ll tell you the good news.”

“We open the door for you to put your dick in any bitch you want and there’s good news?”

“Of course there is…”

She waited.

I said, “What goes for me goes for you.”

It hit her then, and I think that is what Jasmine really wanted, this degree of understanding, that we were in love, and it was more than bodies. It was spiritual. It was our souls. It was our agreement to love each other no matter what.

“Oh,” she breathed, and a new world opened up for her.

“Now give it to me, you bastard.”

And she did, and white semen splashed inside me, and I felt my own self climbing the mountain. and we moaned and we groaned and committed ourselves to each other.

We were sitting in the living room when Jasmine showed up…a week later. She just opened the door and walked in.

We, of course, were without clothes, deeply embedded in each other. Well, Gigi was deeply embedded in me.

Jasmine leaned her back against the wall next to the door and wheezed a laugh.

We sheepishly untangled, took Gigi’s cock out of my hole, and faced her.

“So. Pills work. Work good.”

Gigi and I looked at each other and laughed.

“You want more pill? Change back?”

“Well,” I said, “We do want to change back, but…do we have to right now?”

She laughed. “You change when want.” She took out her little bag and took out two more pills. One red and one blue. She put them on the side table and grinned at us. “You need know something.”

“What?”

“Pills work good, but don’t work if you get pregnant. Work after baby born…but not until.”

Gigi and I stared at each other in shock. This opened a whole new door. Which one of us should be in Gigi’s body when she got pregnant?

“You have fun now.”

Jasmine opened the door and left.

Gigi and I, of course, went back to her being balls deep in me.

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.
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PART ONE

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

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

“Are you kidding? What a child.”

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

“But just last week we were making plans!”

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

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

“But…”

“See ya, chump.”

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

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

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

She had been using him.

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

She had dumped him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell was going on?

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

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

He shook his head and went to the last cage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I used your pussy,” replied Cora.

Girls nearby giggled.

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

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

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

Ding dong! The front door bell sounded.

The girls looked up at the clock.

“It’s still early,” said Brenda.

“Who could that be?” asked Stella.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck? What did you do?”

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

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

Ryan waved a hand.

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

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

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

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

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

She followed the other girls into the sorority house.

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got an interview with Apple!”

“Going to intern at Goldman-Sachs.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She definitely needed to drink something.

She began to shiver. She controlled herself.

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

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

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

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

He thought of how Cora had used him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Changed, but alive.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man! I feel like a woman!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stella! It’s me! It’s Cora!”

Cora didn’t believe it.

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

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

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

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

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

Knock knock.

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

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

Besides, they all knew he cross dressed.

He looked at the door and frowned.

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

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

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

Still, he didn’t want to be bothered.

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

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

George went to the door and listened.

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

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

He unlocked the door and peeked out.

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

“Heysoos, George. Take your fucking time!”

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

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

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

“Who are you?”

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

“Bullshit.”

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

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

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

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

“What did I call you?”

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

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

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

“I invented a drug. Changes sexes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s a cock,” he blurted.

“You need to organize.”

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

“And to strategize.”

Ryan opened his mouth and began to suck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh…oh…OHHH!”

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

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

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

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

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

Stella looked down at Cora’s cock.

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

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

Horniness.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh…yes!” Stella grunted.

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

Stella grabbed Cora and hung on.

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

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


PART TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Men tried to grab arms and were brushed off.

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

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

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

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

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

Man after man turned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cock. He wanted cock. The bigger the better.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At the bottom of the steps people cheered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ryan!” she cried.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love my cock!”

“I love my cunt!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was turning out to be quite the party!

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

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

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

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

And they hadn’t even started moving yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then actual smoke began to issue from their juncture.

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

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

“FUUUUUUUUUU….”

“……UUUUUUUCK!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was sex so virulent no human could comprehend.

But it was done.

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

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

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

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

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

“That was one hell of a fuck.”

“Now I understand why the rabbits died.”

Cora giggled and kissed him..

Around them the world slowly came back to normal.

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

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

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

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

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

“Geez, I’m hungry,” said Cora.

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

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

Cora asked, “Want to move in together?”

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

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

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

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

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

END
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Feminization at Ghost House!

Male into female, female to male,

the party that never ends!
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PART ONE

“And who are these people?” Kyle asked.

“We’re going with Brad and Donna.” Jenny asked.

“No, I mean the people whose house the party is at?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Friends of Brad. I don’t know them.”

Kyle sighed and turned to his wife. He was medium height, handsome with brown hair and brown eyes. “I really don’t want to go to a party. It’s been a long week, I would rather rest up. Maybe watch The Maltese Falcon on TV. Popcorn and Coke. Mmm.”

“No, you don’t,” Jenny warned. “I told you about this two weeks ago.” Jenny was a knock out. She had brown eyes, like Kyle, but her hair was dirty blonde and she kept it in surfer locks. Add to that her stupendous boobs and…zowie!

“As I recall you said there was a party and I said I’d think about it.”

“You thought about it too long so I committed us. We’re going and that’s it.”

“And if I chain myself to the bed?”

“Then it’ll be a lonely bed. And that’s too bad, because I was feeling pretty damned horny until you started this stuff.”

“This stuff,” he snorted. “What happened to a man’s home is his castle?”

“It became community property. Now, get dressed, or I swear, I will never touch your dick again as long as I live.”

Kyle doubted she would go that far, but even a couple of weeks of putting up with her ire was too much. He sighed. “If it’s a dog we come home early.”

“Maybe.”

He heaved a breath. “Man, this sucks.”

“Yeah, but if you go with me,” she smiled, “then I’ll suck.”

He laughed and immediately started feeling better. He liked blow jobs, especially when his gorgeous wife with her big knockers and red lips were offering them.

“Okay,” he gave in. Still not happy, but at least he had something to look forward to.

Kyle trudged upstairs and headed for the bathroom. He stripped and took a hot shower, and relaxed. Man, he really didn’t want to go partying.

Suddenly the door opened and Jenny slithered in. “We’re going to have a good time,” she said, “and we’re starting now.” She handed him a big glass filled with bourbon and Coke and grabbed his cock.

SPROING!

He laughed, he was really feeling better now. He took a big sip, leaned against the wall and felt her hands grope his testicles, roll his balls, play bouncy bounce with his privates. Her lips clamped down on his prick and began moving back and forth.

“Oh, Lord,” he groaned. “I knew there was a reason I didn’t divorce you.”

He felt the heat starting up in his groin and his hips lurched.

Jenny immediately unmouthed him and stood up.

“Hey!”

“You think you’re going to cum before a party?” She pulled his hands to her breasts and plastered her mouth against his.

He felt the warmth of her mounds with his palms, then she pulled his head down and he took her nipple in his mouth.

“Oh, yes.” She moaned. She placed a hand over his drink so the shower water wouldn’t get in it.

He pushed her back now, to the other wall, and he bent his legs and moved his prick up against her folds.

She tilted her hips and, it was a tight fit, but he managed to snake his dong into her pussy.

“Fuck!” she whimpered, holding on to him.

Then she pushed him away. “Oh, no you don’t! You’re too close.”

He placed a hand on one side of head and leaned in. He nibbled on her lips, licked the juicy curve of them.

Finally, she pushed away, breathing heavily, and exited the shower. He followed her a minute later.

They dried off next to each other, glancing at each other with grins. This was going to be a horny night, and that would make it a fun night.

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

“Oh?”

“Yep.” She was dry first and stepped into the bedroom. She laid out her bra and panties and a garter belt. When he stepped into the bedroom she threw a pair of panties at him.

“Wear those.”

He snagged the panties with one hand and held them up. They were pink thongs. “Oh, ho.”

“That little string is going to rub up against your brown button all night long, and just when you think you can’t handle it any longer…that’s when we make love.”

“How the hell am I supposed to get this little thing over my big thing.”

“You’re not hard are you?” she mocked.

He was standing, holding the underwear, and his cock looked like a baseball bat. The look on his face was horny and helpless all at the same time.

She laughed and pulled up her own thong. It was just a black patch on her shaved pussy. She wiggled her big tits into her bra and fastened it behind herself.

He sighed and put on the thong. His cock pushed it out and she chuckled, and he pulled on some slacks.

Kinky underwear was their secret. She liked it when he wore panties. And she liked it when he wore something tight, like a tummy shaper. And every once in a while she would make him wear a bra, or a slip of some sort.

He liked it because it made him super horny. He wasn’t much of a crossdresser. He was more of a horny dresser.

She rolled up her nylons and snapped them to her garter. Now her legs were slick and chic. Her toes were painted red and very visible through the sheer hose. Her finger nails were long and red, little claws, and she pulled a dress over her fabulous body. The dress was short and showed her legs. It had a big porthole to show off her cleavage. She sat down at her vanity table and began putting on make up.

Kyle put on a shirt and cufflinks. He left the top button open and waited for Jenny to notice.

She applied her make up, worked on her eyes, painted her lips, and smacked them at him. “What do you think, lover? Am I fuckable?”

“Oh, Lordy. You are the most—“

“Where’s your tie?”

“Ties aren’t required.”

Her lip started to curl. He forestalled her. “I’ll put one in a pocket. If necessary I can put it on.”

She grunted, but accepted the condition. Heck, she had gotten everything else, this was a moot point.

Finally, she slipped her high heels on and stood up.

Kyle whistled. “Wow. I want some of that.”

“And if you behave yourself you’ll get some of that.”

“I’ve got three other ties. Want to play?”

“I do…after the party.”

He laughed, and the door bell: DING!

“Brad and Donna. I’ll get it.”

Downstairs he opened the door and their two besties entered.

Brad was built like him, a little stockier, but strong like a moose. He had short hair, a square face, and no tie. He and Kyle bumped chests, then Donna sashayed in.

“Whoa! You didn’t tell me you got a date with Miss America?”

Donna placed a hand on his cheek. “You can be awfully nice for a naughty boy.”

“She’s only the runner up,” Brad quipped.

“What?” Donna rounded on him, hand raised as if to slap. But she only touched his cheek and said, “You’ll suffer tonight. If you’re lucky.”

“Hello, fiends!” Jenny sauntered down the stairs, looking elegant and gorgeous and beautiful and all that sort of stuff.

“Wow! Nice!” Brad offered.

“And she’s no runner up,” quipped Kyle.

More hugs, then Kyle said, “Time for a drink before we dash. Bourbon and Coke?”

They all agreed. Brad went into the kitchen with Kyle. He got down the bourbon and the glasses while Kyle got out the Coke and the ice cubes.

“What did man do before bourbon?” asked Brad.

“Had wars. Killed each other. Voted for politicians.”

“Ha!”

“So what’s this big party we’re going to?”

“Johnny Cagle bought a mansion.”

“Johnny? The real estate guy? A real mansion?”

“For real. And, here is the big news, it’s supposed to be haunted.”

Kyle snorted. “So we’re house warming for ghosts?”

“I guess. But it’s been all fixed up and this house warming party is going to be the pips. Supposed to be over three hundred people. Unlimited booze. Dusk till dawn.”

“Like that old movie.”

“Just like, but with ghosts instead of vampires.”

“I vant to suck your blood,” Kyle imitated Bela Lugosi.

“You’re dated pal. Now the good looking girl clamps down on your throat till you orgasm, then throws your head against a wall.”

“Ew!” said Jenny. The girls had entered the kitchen and the bourbon and Cokes were passed out. They leaned against counters and sipped the good bourbon appreciatively.

“They’re going to outlaw bourbon,” said Brad.

“What?”

“Yep. Too many ugly girls are getting married.”

Donna slapped his arm and he mock cowered. “Don’t beat me massa!”

“I’ll massa you,” she snarled, and slapped her hand into his groin.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed while Kyle and Jenny laughed.

“Okay,” said Kyle, you guys driving?”

“If I ever recover,” said Brad.

“You recover and I’ll hit you again,” Donna grinned. “Come on, I’ll drive.”

It was a wonderful night, warm and balmy, perfect for a party. Donna and Jenny were in the front seat and Kyle and Brad were in the back. The top was down and Brad shouted at passersby. Kyle started up conversations with people stopped at traffic lights. And they zoomed through town like people on their way to a party.

Johnny Cagle’s new mansion, or old mansion made new, was on the edge of town. It was set into the hills. surrounded by forest, and an ugly monstrosity.

Which is not to say it wasn’t cool. It was three stories and probably 20,000 square feet. The driveway was lined by emerald green arborvitae bushes, which were 10 foot tall evergreens shaped like missiles.

Behind the missiles were slopes of green. Beyond the slopes of lawn was the forest.

The driveway led up to a circle and people were rounding the circle and being directed out onto the lawn. There were already a hundred cars parked in neat rows with a couple of outliers.

Donna parked the car and the quartet stepped out and sauntered across the lawn towards the brightly lit house.

“Doesn’t look so spooky with all the lights lit up,” observed Brad.

Donna goosed him. She was a ‘hands on’ type of girl. “Wait until the ghosts grab your ass.”

Jenny snuggled under Kyle’s arm as they crossed the driveway and headed up the stairs. At the top of the stairs was Jocelyn Cagle. Mrs. Johnny. She was drunker than a drunk skunk. She was hugging arrivers, kissing cheeks, and her eyes were bright and feverish.

Brad performed introductions and Jocelyn giggled and welcomed all. “Get yourself some booze and get happy.” She hiccuped.

She was a compact girl with a big bosom, and that bosom was definitely on display. So were her legs via a slit sided dress.

As the foursome passed into the house Kyle murmured, “That’s…” he trained off.

“What, honey?”

“I don’t know. She seemed scared.”

“Scared? Nah. Just too much booze,” responded Brad.

But Kyle didn’t think so. The booze just hid the fear, and did that mean the fear was causing her to drink.

“Hey! Brad!” Johnny Cagle bumped fists and then chests with Brad and they went through the introductions again.

“What a shack, eh?” blurted Johnny. All agreed, and Johnny pointed into the parlor. Got all the bourbon in Tennessee right through there.”

Grinning, the two couples entered the parlor and found a bar set up and in full action. In a minute they were sauntering through the house, glasses in hand as they admired the woodwork, the craftsmanship, the low cut babe’s flitting about like hummingbirds around a feeder.

“Wow, I haven’t seen so much tit since—Oof!”

Donna elbowed Brad in the ribs and snapped, “Since when?”

“Oh, never,” Brad whistled and rubbed his ribs.

The lower floor had a large front room, and all the furniture had been pushed back for mingling.

The dining room was large, also, and a herd of people were dancing, groping, and doing their best to make love standing up.

There was the parlor, which held the bar, and to the left of the bar was a big kitchen and a stairway. Behind the kitchen was a porch which looked out on the woods during the day, and the darkness at night.

Upstairs were lots and lots of rooms.

The night was balmy outside, but steamy inside. The heat generated by bodies was near stifling.

For an hour Kyle and Jenny danced and drank. The music was a mix of old hits and easy to dance to. Finally, after an hour, Jenny excused herself to find the tinkle room. She didn’t call it the ladies’ room, she called it the tinkle room. And she called the men’s room the plop room.

Gross, but funny. Especially if you were drunk.

Kyle wandered through the house, he knew many of the people and he engaged in occasional conversation and went from group to group.

“It’s supposed to be haunted.”

Kyle was just outside a small circle surrounding Johnny Cagle.

“You believe in that stuff?”

Johnny shook his head, “I didn’t, but now I do.” He nodded. “There’s some weird shit going down here.”

“Like what?” asked a girl.

Johnny looked around like he was afraid somebody was listening. He said, “One day I woke up and my toes had been painted.”

The four people around him chuckled.

“No! I’m serious.”

They tried not to laugh, to be respectful, but that was pretty ludicrous.

“So show us your feet.”

“Nope. I cleaned ‘em off. But I swear to you…it happened.”

He was so serious that the others glanced at each other. They didn’t want to be rude, but…hey, honey?” he snagged his passing wife, who was staggering by.

“Tell ‘em about my tootsies.”

Jocelyn moved into the circle and nodded. “We woke up and his toenails were painted, and I swear to God it wasn’t me that painted them.”

“So maybe you ‘sleep painted’ your toes?”

“Ha!”

Jocelyn turned and her tits bumped into Kyle. “Hey, big boy! Dance with me!”

Grinning, Kyle placed his arms around her and they whirled back out onto the dance floor.

For a drunk she wasn’t a bad dancer. She knew how to move, and she certainly enjoyed pressing her chest against him.

The music went to Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ Now they were dancing slow and Jocelyn moved even closer and waggled her breasts into him.

Kyle looked over his shoulder and saw Jenny laughing at him. he shrugged, and Jenny moved her hand as if stuffing a cock into her mouth and bulged her cheek with her tongue.

Kyle surreptitiously flipped her off, then turned Jocelyn around and they moved across the room.

“Is this place really haunted?”

“I swear,” Jocelyn bubbled. “Johnny did wake up with painted toenails, and other stuff happens, too. Freaky stuff.”

“Like what?”

They were at the end of the room and Jocelyn moved slightly apart from him and looked up. She had even, grey eyes, a pert nose, and she really was beautiful. “You want to see?”

“Sure.”

She grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the stairs. “Come on.”

Kyle followed, be it nervously. To travel into private parts of the house with a beautiful woman was playing with fire. Especially with  his wife being a tad jealous.

Still, she dragged him and he couldn't very well jerk his hand out of hers.

At the top of the stairs he stared down a long hall. It was gloomy, and in spite of the music playing just under their feet, it was…lonely.

Deserted. Felt abandoned.

“You feel it, don’t you?”

“Well, uh, there’s just no people up here.”

“Yeah. Come on.” They entered the first room. It was a nursery and a window at the side of the room let golden moonlight in. The moonlight illuminated a crib, an old style bassinet with the hood on it. Above the crib a mobile hung. She led him across the room and his eyes inspected the mobile.

It had ducks and cows. But the ducks had vampire teeth and the cows had cocks. A little box at the top of the mobile held a battery and the ducks and cows danced in the dark.

Kyle blinked.

“Pretty weird, eh? Vampire ducks and transgender cows. Is that spooky enough for you.”

“I question the good taste here, but that isn’t haunted.”

“No? How about the fact that we’ve never replaced the battery in the mobile?”

“How long have you lived here?”

“We moved in three months ago.”

“Hmmm. Maybe. But maybe the battery lasts a long time.”

She turned him to her, again her massive tits were pointed into his chest. She was close to him, and she looked up, her eyes dewy, her lips red, a desperation to her features.

“I hear things in the night. I see things.”

“What things.”

She kissed him then. She grabbed his head with her hands and pressed her lips to his. Though it wasn’t requested, it was a hard kiss. A frantic kiss. And it scorched his bones. then he felt her hand groping his crotch.

“Hey!” he said.

She backed up, but didn’t let go. “You’re hard, that’s good. If you really want to see what happens here I’ll show you.”

He wanted her to let go, but he didn’t want to hit her.

“Come on, stud. Let me show you.”

“I’m married,” Kyle blurted.

She laughed, but didn’t let go. “You think I want to fuck you? Nope. I just need you hard if this is going to work.”

Kyle was gulping, his face was red, he was flabbergasted, but he asked, “What is going to work?”

“If you’ve got the balls I’ll show you how this house is haunted.”

He wanted her to let go, but her words sunk into him, and he felt dazed. Something was happening here, something beyond just getting groped. It was as if the hornier he got, the stiffer his cock got, the weirder her felt.

“Come on, stud. “You do this and you’ll understand. You’ll know what fucking haunted is.”

She pulled him then, by the crotch, his package in her hand.

H could have detached her hand. He could have jerked free, but there was a fascination, and a stupor, and…he went along with her. They went into the hall and she turned and, still holding his crotch, she led him down the hallway to the stairs at the other end. Up the stairs, and he had to stumble quickly after her. Her grip was getting harder.

“When Johnny and I discovered this it was fun. We did it a lot, but now…now…” she made a sound that was like a sob, but it was so low he couldn’t be sure.

They reached the third floor hallway and there was a small, circular stair leading into a garret. She pulled his package upward.

Kyle had the feeling that what he was doing was wrong, to let another woman hold his manhood. But it was like something was moving him. And under that…Jocelyn didn’t act horny.

She had kissed him, but that was a cry for help. She had grabbed him, but that was to lead him somewhere. He put thoughts of Jenny out of his head. Or, rather, thoughts of his wife just sort of drifted away. He felt like he had no name, wasn’t married, was just a wisp of an idea floating through space.

Jocelyn opened the door to the garret and lead him in.

It was a large space inside that small room. how odd. Like the inside space was larger than the outside dimensions. Of course that was ridiculous, and Kyle giggled.

The room was light colored, and moonlight illuminated it.

“Turn on the lights so I can see,” said Kyle.

“We’ve replaced the light bulbs a hundred times. They go on and last about five minutes. But, day or night, this room is always like this. Bright sunlight will shine into the room, but it’s still dark, like this. And if you look out the window you can see that it is lighter inside the room than it is out in the night.”

It was true, Kyle realized.

Jocelyn finally let him go. He stood in the center of the room and looked around. Her hand had left him with a big boner and his pants were bulging. She opened a little door and rummaged around in what looked like a shallow closet. She lifted out a one piece dress. It was similar to hers, and she handed it to him.

“Put it on.”

“What?” Shock, as if far away. Non-comprehension, as he tried to remember that he was married.

“You want proof, here it is. Put this dress on and you’ll understand.”

“I…never…I…don’t…” he stuttered and his brain fumbled with concepts.

“I know. You’re not a girl. That’s what this is about. You’re not a girl, so prove it.”

“What?”

She reached up and started undoing buttons. Something in him wanted her to stop. Something in him wanted her to continue.

She took off his shirt and tossed it over a chair.

Funny, he hadn’t noticed all the chairs. They rounded the room and clothes were hung on the backs.

“Now your pants,” she muttered. She fumbled with his belt, her fingernails were too long, but she finally got it undone, or rather it just seemed to come undone, as if his belt had a mind of its own and wanted to be undone. She unzipped his zipper.

His hands moved as if to stop her, fluttering in the dark, but she moved right through his flapping, grasping hands.

His cock sprang out, fully erect, and looking even bigger than he knew it was.

“Why am I so big?” he asked, his voice seeming to actually echo a little bit in the room that was bigger than its outsides.

“Just wait,” Jocelyn muttered.

She gripped his feet and shed him of socks and shoes. Now he was naked, and filled with alarm that was so muted that he was barely aware of it.

She gripped the hem of the dress and raised her hands and brought it over his head. She began pulling it down, and Kyle experienced a ripple of shivers and heat, of frozen muscles and cells that twitched inside.

The hem passed his hair and his hair was pulled out, made long, feminine long, and perfectly coiffed.

The hem passed his face, the sleek material brushed over his face and it felt like a million worms crawled over his mien, yet he couldn't stop it. His arms couldn’t move. The hem moved past his shoulders and he felt like he was shrinking to fit into the garment. Then the material passed over his chest, and he felt his pectorals lurch and…and explode. A sharp, violent explosion of flesh, and the material kept moving down.

His abs smoothed out, became softer. She had to pull the dress hard to get it over his hips, yet he wasn’t a big hipped person, and…now he was.

Then he was in the dress, and he became capable of motion. Not a lot of motion. At first he could just look down and see his chest, big, showcased by the cut of the dress.

He had tits. Big ones.

One arm moved and he was startled to see he had long, red nails. He touched his breast, and groaned. The nipple was turgid and sensitive and the bare touch of his fingernail on the nipple caused his knees to be weak.

Jocelyn stood back, and the room seem even larger, and the light, though blue and dim, allowed him to see even better.

He thought, ghost light.

“Now you see,” she said.

Kyle felt the energy sure up through his body, up from his feet, energizing his new, shapely legs. He turned and saw his reflection in a mirror.

It was him, his face, but it was a female him. With curves, lots of curves, including a chest as big as Jocelyn’s.

He stared at her. Their dresses were similar, and he realized that she must look different without the dress. Maybe slender. Maybe not so rotund in the boob department. Maybe a different hair color and style.

“Now you see,” she repeated, and he saw her not so much a drunk as a wind up marionette. And the drunkenness hid her panic at the change of her.

“But, what happened?”

She moved to him. she placed her hand on his package, except there was no package. Now he was smooth down there. Now he had a pussy. A slit. A hole. Now he was a woman and no longer a man.

And it felt good.

It felt marvelous.

He felt like he was new born and the world was bright and filled with wonder.

“I don’t know!” she cried, on the edge of tears. But I can wear clothes up here and be a woman. There is a garret on the other side of the house, and there you can be a man. You can change back and forth. You can be either. It is grand…and it is terrifying.”

“But…how do I change back?”

“Later,” she said, linking her arm in his. “Right now we must party.”

“But I don’t want to party…I want to be me!”

“You are you, just a different you.”

“But…”

“Come, the house wants to party, so we must party.”

She led him out of the garret, closing the door gently behind her. She took him down the stairs, stopping halfway down the shallow, circular steps to kiss him.

He was a woman, and the kiss felt different. Softer, more intimate, and he felt a submissiveness emanating from within.

Jocelyn moved her hand to his boobs and felt his large tits. She pulled his dress down and sucked on his nipple, and he thought he was going to cum right then and there.

He was kissing here back, feeling a lust within, his pussy actually feeling wet.

She moved back and he begged her, “Please.”

But he had no idea what he was begging for.

He knew he was Kyle, but…he wasn’t.

He didn’t think he was possessed, but he was prisoner of an energy that moved him, guided him, made him kiss Jocelyn back and want more.

On the second floor she led him into a small dressing room. She sat him down and helped him put on make up. His eyes turned into dusky caves, his lips became plump and red.

She put earrings through his lobes, and he hadn’t even known he was pierced.

She helped him up, led him again, and they walked down the hallway to the stairs.

The sounds of the party grew and intruded. And he felt as if the music was causing a nervousness within his bones, like he was going to have to dance, or come out of his skin.

He caught a glimpse of people dancing and kissing and, in the far corners, humping. Women jumped onto men with their cocks out.

A big, ghostly orgy.

He shivered.

“Come!” She pulled him.

They arrived at the landing and somebody came down the stairs on the left. He stopped and froze, he stared, and he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.


PART TWO

Jenny walked across the living room and out the front door. Down the front steps and in a corner of the circular drive was a half a dozen porta potties. 300 people or more would definitely overwhelm the house facilities, so this was a great solution.

She entered the blue cubicle and looked at the seat in disgust. She was a woman, she kept house, and she never let a bathroom look like this. Sighing, she wiped off the toilet seat and pulled out a couple of ass gaskets. She pulled her panties down, arranged her dress, and sat. She wondered what Kyle was doing.

Ah, sweet Kyle. He was horny all the time, but…he was not a hard charger. He wasn’t exactly pink, but he certainly was soft.

She had often thought about cheating on him. Finding some alpha stud who would fuck her the way she wanted to be fucked. Not some polite hand holding kissy kissy ‘did I do something wrong’ mealy mouthed fuck, but a grab her tits and bruise them, slap her ass, throw her on her belly and fuck which ever hole was available.

She smiled. She thought about it, but she wouldn’t. She was true blue, and the fantasies would have to remain just that. Fantasies.

She heard a plop, was empty, and she cleaned herself up and put her clothes in place. She took a moment to rub her pussy.

God! She wanted a hard fuck! The kind she used to get in college.

But, that’s the price you pay when you get married. Sigh.

She left the porta potty and headed back into the house. The party was still roaring, people were making out in the corners and she even saw some monkey love going on, women climbing on top of a man and sliding down over his dick. Gotta love those shadows.

She looked over the room and saw Kyle going up the stairs with their hostess. God, she had big tits. She wondered where she was taking Kyle. Poor Kyle, victim to any woman who wanted to use him.

She walked around the edge of the room and came to where Johnny Cagle was holding court. She stood behind him and listened to him discoursing on this, that and everything. He was a stud. He had bullied his way through real estate until he was filthy rich, and he looked like he was a hammer in bed. And maybe even had a big spike.

She imagined him naked, and he suddenly made excuses to the fellows he was talking with and turned around.

“Whoa! Hey, beautiful!”

She smiled, confident that her thoughts were her own. That premise, however, was shortly tested when Johnny blurted, “Was that you thinking behind me?” He moved closer to her and spoke into her ear.

She looked up at him. She felt his maleness. He was a hard body, harder than Kyle, and she let her imagination run loose. She touched his biceps, ran her hand over them. “I’ll never tell.”

He hovered over here, a little drunk, but not much more so than she. “Baby, I could feel you thinking about what you’d like to do to me. Go on, admit it.”

She laughed. “Your pick up line stinks.”

He laughed, ran an arm around her and turned her onto the dance floor. It was a slow dance and she could feel his cock in his pants. It felt big, it was definitely hard, and he delighted in rubbing his groin against hers.

She enjoyed it. She didn’t mind feeling a cock. Of course she was true blue, but…man, he had a nice dong.

At the other side of the room he guided her off the carpet and into the parlor. He guided her to the bar, made sure she had a full drink, then said, “Did you know this was a haunted house?”

“Come on,” she grinned.

“No. Really. That’s how I picked it up so cheap. Nobody wanted to buy a haunted house. Heck, buyers would walk through and sort of shiver. But I’m not a scaredy cat.”

“So how is it haunted?”

“Rattling pipes. Chains dragging in the night. On a dark night you can see the outline of some poor schmuck hanging from a tree in the backyard.

“Now I know you’re putting me on.”

Johnny stopped talking, tilted his head slightly, and regarded her. He said, “You want to find out how haunted this place is?”

She chuckled.

“Are you brave enough?”

That was a challenge, and Jenny didn’t let challenges go. “I’m brave, but I think you’re full of shit.”

His eyes closed slightly. “Okay. Come with me.”

He grabbed her hand and led her across the parlor to a stairway.

She didn’t like men pushing her around, but then most men were sort of pussies. Johnny Cagle wasn’t acting like a pussy. He was acting like a take charge alpha with a big, confident cock.

They went up the stairs, and she found herself staring at his ass.

“Are you thinking of me again?” He threw over his shoulder.

Jenny blushed.

They arrived at the first landing and Johnny lead her across the hallway and they continued up the stairs to the third floor.

On the third floor, just across from where the stairway came out, was a small circular stairway. He led her up this to a small door. They ducked into the room and she looked around.

It was small, but…not that small. In fact, as she looked at it, it seemed to grow bigger. She wouldn’t have been surprised if the room was bigger on the inside than it was on the outside.

Through a pair of windows she saw the darkness of the far away forest. Midway between the forest and the house was a single tree.

“Look,” he said, and he pointed.

Jenny stepped to the window and gazed at the tree. There was no wind, but there was…it looked like a shadow…the shape of a body hanging from a rope, slowly turning.

“Oh, my God!” she blurted.

“So you think the place isn’t haunted?”

Jenny wasn’t about to convinced so easily, however. She looked up at him. “A shadow hanging from a shadowy tree is not a convincing argument.

Johnny stared at her. “Okay, bitch,” his words were mocking. “I’ll prove it, but you have to do two things.”

She was intrigued. He certainly sounded like he meant business.

“What two things?”

“First, you’ve got to get horny. When you’re horny your mind resets, distracts, is amenable to change.”

“So what…I’m supposed to play with myself?”

He moved in on her. “Nope. I’ll do the playing.”

He put his arms around her and kissed her. His lips were hard and commanding and she felt her breath leave in a whoosh.

She was married, she was true blue, but suddenly she wasn’t thinking of Kyle. Suddenly she was just a woman, and her body was heating up, and his lips were swallowing her good sense.

He raised a hand to her breast and rubbed it gently, but firmly. He traced a strong finger around her nipple.

“Kyle,” she thought, but it was a weak thought. Something was happening here. She was losing herself.

Then, as suddenly as he had kissed her, he drew back. He turned to a small closet door and opened it. He took out a white shirt and suit. He faced her, his eyes glittering int he darkness. “Put these on.”

Jenny stared at the clothes. She was hot. Her breasts were on fire. Her pussy was throbbing and wet. Fuck! What had this bastard done to her? No kiss had ever affected her this way.

He laid the suit over the back of a chair, and suddenly Jenny noticed that there were a lot of chairs in the room. They circled the edge of the room, and clothes were thrown over the backs of all the chairs.

He reached down and gripped the hem of her skirt.

She wanted to say no. She wanted to protest, maybe even slap him, but she did nothing. The hem came up, the material folded, and her dress was lifted off her.

She stood in a small room with a strange man clad only in underwear.

“Everything,” he said.

He put his arms around her, very strong, and undid her bra. Her breasts tumbled out and he tossed her bra onto the chair the suit was on.

He hooked his thumbs into her panties and pulled down. He bent his knees, he lowered himself and the panties.

His face was level with her pussy. She expected him to make a move, to kiss her mons, to rise up and take her in his arms. To mouth her tits and force his will on her.

He merely undressed her.

She stood, naked, afraid in her pounding heart, and wanting sex more than anything.

This was a man. This was an alpha. Take me, she shrieked in her head.

He held out the white shirt for her. He helped her shrug her arms into it and he pulled it tight and began buttoning up the front.

Oddly, she felt like her chest was shrinking and expanding at the same time. Her chest was becoming somehow flatter, and a thought erupted through her, Those are my tits!

But he ignored her, except for a chaste kiss on the lips. Not a rape of the mouth, but a polite hello, or good bye…enjoy the journey.

He held the slacks and she stepped out of her high heels and into them. As he pulled them up it felt like her legs were becoming thicker, stronger. He pulled the waist over her hips and she felt a sudden change in her groin. Like there was something heavy hanging there.

He buttoned her, put the coat on her, and suddenly her hair felt shorter. Her hair reached her shoulders, but now it didn’t hang at all. It just felt…short.

She looked down and found her feet encased in shiny, black Oxfords. Her hose had turned to socks, and everything felt funny, different, heavier, coarser.

She was a he, and Johnny leaned forward and kissed her lips. Not chaste, but loving, and exulting. “There,” he said. “Now you know.”

She walked, and felt the uncomfortable sensation of big balls between her legs, high and inside the thigh. “How do you walk with these? She looked up at him.

“That’s why one is higher than the other.”

She nodded, and he escorted her down from the garret, down the second stairs. Two people stepped onto the landing in front of them and she slowed down. It was two women. Two beautiful women with big tits.

Jenny was shocked when her body heated up and her cock started growing.

Then one of the women turned around and looked at her. His face opened in surprise and he stared at her, and she stared at him.

“Kyle!” It was Kyle, but as she was a man, now he was a woman.

“Jenny!” he stared at his wife, now a man.

They knew each other. Their features were gender changed, but the same. There was no mistaking that he had turned into a she and she had turned into a he.

“Hello, dear.” Johnny Cagle kissed his wife deeply, then stepped back. “I brought you a present.”

“And I brought you one,” she answered.

Johnny pushed Jenny forward, and Jocelyn nudged Kyle. The two stepped forward and suddenly the haze that had enveloped them while they changed faded. Everything became crystal clear, sharp in their vision and hearing and other senses.

“What happened?”

“What are you…” then they were past each other, and Johnny reached forward and put his arms around Kyle. Jocelyn went into Jenny’s arms.

The couple tried to turn back to each other, but Johnny and Jocelyn manipulated them, turned them away. Jocelyn pulled Jenny down the stairs. Jenny looked back to see that Johnny was guiding Kyle.

It was weird. Odd. Strange.

Kyle was put off because he was a man, be it in a female body.

And Jenny felt the same, from the viewpoint of the opposite gender.

At the bottom of the stairs people were waiting. A lot of people. They were staring up at Jenny and Kyle hungrily, their eyes glittering and feverish.

Hands gripped them, they were pulled in opposite directions, turned and reaching out for each other, mouths open in sudden panic, but powerless under the fervor of the crowd.

Jenny was taken into the room where most of the dancing was taking place. Beautiful women were gathered around her. Women with big breasts, and she saw the similarity between their breasts and that of her hosts. All the woman wore similar dresses to that which Kyle now wore.

It struck her that maybe everybody was changed, as she had been, as Kyle had been.

She was frightened now, and wanted to leave, but small female hands kept her moving, kept her shuffling in a pseudo dance around the small room. Small hands reached for her cock and she grew harder and harder, harder than she thought a man could be.

Little hands slipped down her slacks and gripped her shaft.

“Wait…wait…” she gasped, but with each new set of hands she felt more heat, more desire enter her soul. Soon she was bucking her hips as she danced. Pushing her cock into the bodies of the women that kept her moving, kept feeling her up.

“Kyle,” she whispered, whimpered, but he wasn’t there.

Kyle, now in a female body was moved towards the parlor. Men moved him, negated his attempts to struggle. A drink was placed in his hand and his hand was raised so that he had to drink.

More men, and they felt his body. They ran their hands over his boobs. They fingered his nipples and they nuzzled their stubbly faces into his soft neck.

He was a woman! He was powerless…and they manipulated him like he was their play thing.

“Let me go!” he whimpered, but they just kept crowding around, touching him, moving him.

He was guided out the kitchen door and onto a side porch. A bed was set up on the porch and the men moved him to it.

“Don’t!” But his voice wasn’t loud. He felt something inside him going along, giving in, submitting.

Hands gripped his legs, pulled them apart. Hands grabbed his arms and held them down.

He heard the sound of zippers, and realized that he didn’t really need all those hands holding him down. He was curious. He was hot. His pussy dripped.

The top of his dress was pulled down and his breasts were exposed, but the dress was not pulled completely off. He realized that if it was he might change back, and these people, they all knew that. They didn’t want him to change back. They wanted him to be a woman…they wanted him to be like them. Changed.

He felt a mouth on his pussy. He felt lips sucking, kissing. He discovered the joy of labia and the intense pleasure of clitoris.

Hand gripped his breasts and mouths sucked on his nipples. He grew hotter. He was afraid, but he craved. He needed. He wanted.

Fingers explored him. The crowd was moving as one, gently escorting him towards paradise. Hands, lips, massaging body parts. The feel of a penis on his face, drawing along his cheek, over his lips.

Then a penis poked at his vagina. The head slid in. He was too hot and moist for it not to.

Slowly it entered, the murmur of the crowd an appreciative, but soft bellow. Long it slid, rubbing against his walls, the feel of veins rippling through his passage.

“Oh, God!” he blurted, and a penis entered his mouth.

He found himself sucking, not spitting it out, not biting. And he realized a truth: he was being haunted.

All these people were being controlled by one entity, a giant body of energy that swarmed over all and controlled every individual action. It was one ghost, possessing a house, and all that entered into that house were possessed and controlled and…changed.

How many of these men had been women? How many women had harbored ill feelings towards men, maybe tired of being considered second banana, maybe tired of being used.

And he wondered about Jenny.

Jenny felt hands touching her. Hands pulled her down and lips searched for her mouth. Her clothes were left on, but her penis was pulled out.

Why were her clothes left on? Why didn’t these voracious women rip her pants off and rape her?

Why didn’t women rape men?

And she realized, as the hands sought her cock and stroked it: the clothes kept her manly. Take off the clothes and lose the man. And these women, at last feeling empowered, at last controlling a man, would never let her do that. They needed to keep her a man, helpless, a victim. Believing she could fight free even as they manipulated her, controlled her by her cock.

As she had controlled Kyle so often.

“Leave me alone!” she blurted as she began to struggle. Yet there was no violence to her struggle. It was feeble protest in the face of something she wanted. It was her cock striving for pussy. She had a cock now, she was the alpha—such a lie that was—and she wanted to exercise that cock, to plummet to the depths in a fine pussy.

She wanted to fuck!

She had been fucked too long!

It was time to give up being the fuckee and become the fuckor.

To live the illusion of being in control

She found herself moved towards a couch, and she saw a woman laying on the couch, other women lifting her dress.

But not taking it off. Never taking it off.

She was picked up, her whole body. Hands held her limbs, her torso, her head. Her body was lowered over the woman. She was between the woman’s legs and hands guided her penis to the vagina.

Oh! She entered that palace of pleasure. She near swooned feeling what Kyle had felt so may times with her. The prick sliding through the soft tissue.

Somebody squeezed her balls.

She began to move up and down in spite of herself; because of herself.

She fucked, and her hands and knees went down and she took control of the fuck, shedding the hands holding her so she could really do the deed right.

The woman under her groaned. Hugged her, wrapped her legs around her.

And she began to spew, to release her load. Her hips bucked and cock plunged and hands applauded and pushed and guided and…and the woman came out from underneath her and another woman was inserted.

She found the woman’s hole and continued fucking. Having cum meant nothing, for this house, this energy that possessed her, was inexhaustible. As long as she wore this dress and body…that was how long she could keep cumming and cumming and cumming.

For hours Kyle and Jenny were abused. Used. Fucked. For hours men and women took places under them, over them, thrusting cock and accepting penis. For hours, and the sky slowly began to grow lighter. Dawn was approaching.

Finally, the people possessed by the ghost house began to tire.

So much supernatural energy began to wane as the sun threatened to be seen. The house lost vim and vigor and gave control back to the people it had controlled, and slowly the people began to wander away from the gang bangs.  They looked down at the dazed, out of control fuck they were hunched over, straightened up, got a confused look in their eyes, and wandered away.

There was a table of munchies, ignored all night for the sexual fervor, but now noticed, and soon the munchies disappeared.

Jenny noticed that women took their time when getting underneath her. Then they stopped. She was left humping the air for a minute before she realized it was all over. She stopped fucking and just lay there, wondering what had happened.

Yes, it had been a delicious night of out of control fucking, but…it hadn’t really been her. It had been somebody else, it had been…the house. The ghost house.

She struggled to turn over on her back and stared at the ceiling. Her cock was still stiff, but it wasn’t throbbing, and as the sun rose higher in the sky it began to droop, finally laying down on her belly.

She looked at it, laying there like an exhausted slug. She missed it, and she was glad it was over. It was something that she had wanted only in her dreams, but not in real life. But now there it was. A real life happening.

Kyle noticed the men not being so eager to fuck him now. And he felt less submissive. Then the men stopped. They wandered away, looking a little confused.

He was cum coated. He was a mess. He was glad it was over, yet there was a part of him that missed it. That wanted more.

He lay on his back and looked up at the ceiling. What had happened? What had possessed him to…the house. He became more cognizant, to remember, and to shake a little bit.

He was a man, good for one cum, but he had just had a hundred cums, and he wanted more…but he didn’t. This had been something he would have dreamed of in puberty, but a grown man, with responsibilities and a wife, he…his wife! Where was Jenny? What had happened to her?

He struggled to his feet. He still had enormous tits and he was over balanced. He grabbed chairs and doorjambs and made his way into the house proper.

“Jenny?” he croaked. His mouth was sore from all the dicks that had filled it, that had squirted in it. His belly was sloshing inside. “Jenny?”

He crossed the big room and finally heard a noise from the dining room. “Jenny?”

“In here.” A whisper with a bit of shame in it.

And he felt ashamed. What had come over him? Why hadn’t he resisted more?

Jenny, in her male body, staggered out of the dining room and hugged him.

He had grown shorter as a woman, and her taller, and she held him.

“Are you okay?”

He nodded, but tears were coming from his eyes.

“We need to leave.”

“We need our clothes.”

She nodded.

They made it to the stairs and walked up to the garret she had been changed in. She stripped off her man clothes and left them, a puddle on the floor. She tried to put on her dress, then a leaky sob escaped her.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m a man! I can’t wear a dress!”

“Oh, no!”

Scared by her inability to return to herself, they made their way to the garret he had been changed in. He took off his dress, his big boobs unfurled and Jenny stared at them. Amazingly, her cock throbbed.

He put on his male clothes, but it was sad. He was a woman swallowed by over sized male clothes.

“Put your dress back on.”

He did.

She had brought her male clothes with her and she put those back on.

They stared at each other.

“How will we change back to ourselves?”

“We’ve got to find Johnny, or Jocelyn.

They wandered through the house, looking into rooms, working their way down. They found couples in beds, they found men in women’s clothes and vice versa, but they couldn’t find Johnny and Jocelyn.

They searched through the downstairs. No joy. They were scared, tired, and wanted to go home, when they heard the back door slam.

Johnny and Jocelyn entered the front room, arms around each other. they looked tired, but happy.

“Are you guys still here?”

“We can’t change back!”

Johnny chuckled, and Jocelyn said, “You have to change clothes before sunrise, otherwise you’re stuck as you are. Fortunately, you aren’t too bad looking.”

“For how long?”

“A month. One moon to the next.”

“Oh, no!”

“But don’t worry. The house will be here, we’ll be here, and you can even have a grand old time until you decide to change back. And since you won’t be the newbs you won’t be ganged like you were. Did you enjoy it?”

“I…I…” Kyle sputtered.

“I don’t know,” said Jenny.

“I know,” said Jocelyn, putting a hand on Jenny’s arm. “The first time is always tough. But it’ll get better.”

“Well, I guess we’ll be leaving now,” Kyle said, feeling very dispirited.

“Okey doke. We’ll see you next month.”

Kyle and Jenny walked out to the front porch.

“Where are Brad and Donna?”

“I don’t know.”

“Did they…change?”

“Did they fuck us?” asked Kyle wryly.

“Seems like we fucked everybody, so…probably.”

Their worries about their friends were unfounded, however. When they went to the car they found their friends asleep in the backseat.

Jenny got into the driver’s seat and found the key on the dash. In a minute they were going out the gate and heading back across town.

They were silent as they drove, each processing what had happened to them. Finally, Kyle asked, “Are you okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” Jenny said. “Of course my cock is a little sore. I think it got over used.”

“You’re lucky. They used my ass, my cunt and my mouth. I was even jacking guys. I am sore in every hole.”

Jenny snorted. “We were always true to each other. I still love you and only you.”

Kyle glanced at her. “And I you. We’re going to have to rethink things, though. We’re going to have to go back to that party in a month, and when we do…are you going to be looking to fuck?”

She sighed. I hate to say it, but I don’t think I’ll have much choice. That house takes over my sex organs and uses them the way it wants.”

“That’s for sure.”

Jenny pulled into the driveway and parked, she left the windows down and Brad and Donna snoring.

Inside the house they trudged back to the bedroom. They were beat, and they stripped their clothes off. They looked at each other.

“Heysoos, babe, that’s quite a cock you’ve got there.”

“Works just fine,” she muttered. “But your tits…I wish I’d fucked you last night.”

“I know. We fucked everybody, but not each other. And I don’t know about you, you’re the one I want to fuck the most.”

Suddenly Jenny looked down. “Oh, fuck.” Her cock was starting to stand up. Within a half a minute it was rigid and dripping.

“You want to put that thing in me?” Kyle was tired, but he wanted her. He wanted his wife. If he could have his wife it would cancel out everything that happened.

“I want. I really want,” Jenny spoke plaintively. “I’m tired, I’m beat, but…I really need to feel you.”

Kyle crawled up on the bed, his bottom was plastered with dried sperm. “Take it easy. I’m a little sore.”

“I will.”

Jenny climbed up and hovered over him. She placed her knees between his legs and slowly lowered.

Her cock touched his pussy and he gave a little jerk.

“Okay?”

“Yeah.”

So she slid right into him. All the sperm still inside him acted as lubricant, and she was literally sloshing around in his expanded and wet hole.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned, feeling her deep inside.

She gave a half hearted hump of the hips, and he tried to arch up, but they were both tired, exhausted.

Then Jenny collapsed. Fortunately she shoved herself to the side and didn’t collapse on him.

Kyle lay half under her, he wiggled a bit until he was comfortable. He snuggled. He closed his eyes, and they slept.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Body Swap Results in

Feminization!

Male to female, female to male!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, fuck. I’m horny.”

Jack turned and stared at his wife.

“Honey?” her voice wheedled.

“Heysoos!” Jack muttered. “Not again.”

They were in a museum, talking in hushed voices. Old Masters watched them from the walls.

Sarah was trembling with excitement.

“Honey, you promised me you wouldn’t do this to me again.”

“Yeah, but this is so perfect!”

“There’s people here. That closet is in use. There’s tons of security here!”

Sarah didn’t care. Her lip was shivering with desire. “I’m going to get you off.”

“No!”

She moved close to him. She was a slender girl with big boobs and lips like Angelina Jolie. Her eyes were green and hungry under her arched eyebrows.

“I’m going to suck you right here.”

“Stop it!” He grabbed her wrist and tried to get her hand out of his pants, but she had a hold of his weenie. And his weenie, traitor that it was, was getting harder and harder.

“We can’t do this!”

“But it’s so exciting!”

“Not if we get caught.”

“And what are they going to do? Arrest you for cumming in the first degree?”

“Lewd and lascivious. Public indecency.”

“Squirting in an unauthorized manner?”

They were behind a large statue of an Indian facing a bear. The Indian had a knife in his teeth. The bear had teeth like knives.

Her hand started moving, stroking, her thumb on his head. “Feel that, bitch,” she whispered.

“Sarah,” he whimpered. “I don’t want to do this.”

“I’m not letting go until you squirt,” she warned.

His cock was throbbing. She hadn’t made love with him for a week, and now he knew why. She had been thinking about this the whole while.

“I’m not squirting!” he hissed.

“Then they’ll catch us. Me with my hand in your pants.” She giggled and managed to get both hands into the front of his pants. He tried to move away, but she really had him now.

He looked around desperately. They were surrounded by statues, watched by paintings, and visitors to the museum were in the room next to them. They could hear them moving around, and it would be only a minute until they were in the room with Jack and Sarah.

“Please!” he begged.

She pulled one hand out of his pants, acting all disappointed, then she managed to pull his zipper down.

He ‘eeked,’ and she helped his cock pop into view.

“Sarah! They can see!”

She was on her knees, chuckling. “Nobody’s here yet.” Then she had her mouth on his dong.

Sarah had those sweet, sweet lips, and she bobbed her head and he felt the heavenly slither of her mouth over his dick.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

“Mommy! What’s in this room?

Footsteps on the marble floor.

People were entering the room from the other side of the statue. It was only a matter of seconds, and Jack knew there was no other way out.

“UNH!” he tried.

“What’s that?” from the other side of the statue.

Jack sighed and squirted his load into Sarah’s hot mouth. Pulse after pulse.

“Mommy?”

A  six year old boy in jeans and a hoodie peered around the statue.

Jack showed his back to the boy as Sarah stood up.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

Sarah pulled his zipper up with one hand, smiled at Jack, and Jack knew what was coming. No place to lose his jizz, she plastered her mouth on his. He could taste the cum. This was one of those things he hated, but loved. The hot taste of semen, a bit slimy, and he started swallowing as she spit it into his mouth.

“Tommy, what—oh!”

Tommy’s mother caught up to him and stared at Jack and Sarah. The air was thick with the smell of sex, and they looked happily guilty.

“Hi,” said Sarah insouciantly, then she led Jack around the statue and out of the room.

Jack was humiliated, she was giggling.

“We almost got caught!” he complained.

“But we didn’t. Where do you want to do it next?”

They walked through the museum to the front entrance, then out the door.

“At home. In bed. Late at night.” Jack did not sound happy.

“God! I give the best head in the world, and you complain!”

“I love your BJs, but you always want to do them in public places!

“It makes it more exciting.”

“Fine for you! But I’m the one that’s going to be going to jail.”

Sarah put on a little sulk and moved away from him. “Gosh. You’d think that I did something wrong!”

“Not wrong, just the wrong place and time.”

Sarah made a huffing sound. Jack caught up to her and grabbed her hand. “Look, honey. I love it, you’re the best, but…we need to figure another way of having sex.”

“Okay,” she said. “You find another way, and I’ll try it.”

“All right.”

“But if it doesn’t work then it’s going to come back on you.”

He sighed.

They reached their car and Jack headed out for Malibu. There was a restaurant there that they liked. And since he had already squirted he didn’t have to worry about Sarah doing him under the table or anything.

The Malibu Inn had wood floors and wooden booths. It had a beach decor and smelled of generations of surfers. They sat down and ordered breakfast for lunch. The waitress brought their orders, and they sat and ate and sipped on Cokes.

“When did you first discover public sex?”

Sarah poured syrup on her pancakes. “All the boys wanted sex, but I didn’t want to. So I started giving them hand jobs. I discovered that they went crazy when I jacked them off in a semi public place. From there it was all downhill.”

“So you’re a prick tease.”

“Absolutely.”

“But I’m your husband! Can’t we just do normal?”

She placed her hand on his. “Honey, it’s a feeling of power. I control you. When you become terrified and your face scrunches up in fear, I know you’re about to have the best squirt of your life. Is that really so bad?”

“You’d know if the shoe was on the other—“ he stopped talking and got a far away look in his eyes.”

“Other foot? I don’t think so. In case you haven’t noticed, Mr. Man, I ain’t got no dick. No squirtee from me, thankee no.”

But now Jack was thinking. “What if there was a way?”

“For you to jack my non-existent dick off?”

“Yeah.”

She blinked, then: “Was that last cum a little too hard? Did you blow out a few brain cells?”

“No…no. But I think…give me a day, babe, and I’ll show you what I have in mind.”

She frowned at him.

He smiled.

That night Jack spent some time on the internet. The odd thing was that he wasn’t sure exactly what he was looking for, he just had a vague idea.

He went through porn sites, came across a couple of instances of remote control orgasms, and that led him to look through various sex toy sites, and he finally found it. The ad read:

The Wuzzer Buzzer!

App enabled

Looking for that extra, little thrill? Want to give your lady love a little boost? Try the Wuzzer Buzzer. From anywhere in the world you can tickle her fancy! Male and female models.

Jack received the package on a Friday afternoon, just in time for the week end. He took the package into his computer room and opened it up.

There were two Wuzzer Buzzers!

What the fuck? He took out the instructions and read them, and realized what had happened. He had ordered the ‘hers’ model,’ and some minimum wage worker too lazy to read had sent him the ‘his and hers’ package.

Well, that was okay. He would just put the ‘his’ Wuzzer Buzzer in a drawer and—

“What do you have there?”

Jack jumped and spun. “Heysoos, lady! You have to stop sneaking up on me!”

Sarah just smiled and reached for one of the Wuzzer Buzzers. “Ooh, look at this! Somebody wants to play!”

He grinned. “Yeah, I got you a remote controlled toy. I’ll be able to make you orgasm whenever I want to.”

“So this is the revenge you were plotting for last week.”

“Guilty. So, how about it? Want to go out tonight?”

She smiled, held the Wuzzer Buzzer up, examined it. “It’s a little small.”

“It’s designed to hit your G spot.”

“And what about this one?”

“Oh, that’s just a spare.”

But Sarah was too quick. “Tis not. That’s for a male. It’s shaped different, and it’s blue, this one is pink. His and hers.”

“I have to return it. They made a mistake.”

“Oh, hardee har, as if. If I get to wear this one, then you get to wear that one.”

“Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of anal.”

“It’s small, curved to fit. You’re going to love it.”

“I bought this for you!”

“And you got a little extra. If you want me to play, then you have to play.”

She was reading the instructions as she spoke. “Wow, these synch to phones. Let’s get syncing.”

Jack protested, but it was useless, Sarah had seen the enemy and she had conquered. She was astute with electronics, and she synched her phone in a handful of seconds, then she reached for his phone.

“Synch it to your Wuzzer Buzzer.”

“I will.”

She handed him his phone and said, “Okay, handsome, let’s try these devil devices out.”

He grinned. “I sort of wanted to go out and try them out.”

“Without knowing what we’re getting into?”

“Yep.”

Her eyes glistened with excitement. “Now that’s the bad boy I married.”

An hour later they got ready to go out for a few drinks. And some other fun.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered to himself, “I’m going to get you so good.”

He was unaware that she was thinking the same thing.

He wore shorts and a polo shirt and expensive athletic shoes. He was ready in five minutes.

She wore a tight black dress that showed her nipples, and nylons and heels and all the other accouterments necessary to a female on the night. It took her an hour to get ready.

“Okay, baby, are you ready?”

“Ready, Freddy. Where are the Wuzzer Buzzers?”

Jack laid the two gizmos on the bed and they looked down at them.

“Remember, wait until we get there.”

“Oh, honey, you do love me.”

“Let me see how you put it in,” he said.

She lifted her hem and pulled her thong down. She dabbed a bit of lube on the bulbous thing, then slid it quickly into her pussy. “Oh, that’s perfect,” she purred. “Now you.”

Jack wasn’t used to putting things up his butt. He dropped his shorts and C ring underwear and lubed up. And couldn’t get it in.

Sarah laughed as he fumbled around. “Oh, you’re bad. You don’t even know where your asshole is.”

He smiled ruefully. “I’m just…I don’t do this much.”

“Here, give me that.”

He handed her the male Wuzzer Buzzer. She regreased it and slid it quickly up his poop chute.

“Oh!” He blurted, and he straightened up. “I can feel that!”

“It’s not just your P spot,” she observed. “It’s rubbing against your prostate. You’re going to feel it worse than I do.”

He stood there, and his face was actually a little red.

She laughed. “Come on, honey, let’s go sit down and have a thrill.”

She took his hand and lead him out to the car, and sitting down did afford him a thrill. He felt the thing rubbing against his prostate, and that made it feel like he was going to pee.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” he gulped.

“Want me to drive?”

“Sure.”

She pursed her lips in humor. He really was having a rough time with this thing.

She drove and he sat on the passenger seat and absorbed every bump on the road. It felt like a finger was rubbing his inner nut every time she hit a pothole. And when she hit a speed bump he groaned.

“Good Lord! You really are enjoying this!”

His eyes were half shut. “I’m afraid I’m going to cum in my pants.”

“I’ve got to see this,” she quipped.

They parked in the lot behind Charlie Coyote’s and she actually had to help him out of the car.

“”Fuck,” he wheezed, trying to walk.

She link her arm with his and kept him steady as they crossed the parking area.

“Why aren’t you having any trouble?”

“I am. I’m just not a big baby.”

Charley Coyote’s is the swankest nightclub in LA. During the day it is a swinging restaurant. During the night the studs and babes take over.

Fortunately, Jack knew people, and they walked past the long line of people waiting to get in.

“Hey, Jack! Right this way?” The bouncer unhooked the velvet rope and they stepped into the nightclub.

The front room was big, and there was a parquet area for people to dance. As they entered they observed a half a dozen professional dancers doing a complex group shuffle on the parquet. Lots of celebs hung at Charly Coyote’s, and these dancers were definitely professional.

Sarah took pity on Jack and deposited him at a small table on the side of the room. He watched the dancers cut shapes, moonwalk and do all the simple but difficult dance steps.

He was breathing hard. The Wuzzer Buzzer hadn’t even been used and he was feeling like his dick was going to pop. It was hard in his pants and he groaned as he waited for Sarah.

“Here you go, handsome.” She placed a bourbon and Coke in front of him. She was sipping from something fruity with a straw and an umbrella in it.

He gulped quickly, trying to take his mind off the fireworks threatening in his asshole.

They sat for a minute, Watching the dancers, glancing at each other. He moaned and held on, she giggled at the expression on his face.

“Well, lover, who wants to go first?”

“Go ahead,” he waved a hand. He actually meant for her to go ahead and let him work the app, but he was so befuddled by the sensations he was experiencing it came out totally backwards.

Her cell phone was on the table and she grinned, swiped and tapped, and he sat bolt upright, was momentarily blind, and felt the surge of energy shooting up his spine.

His mouth opened, his cock nearly spurt, and he began to shake.

Sarah was laughing. “Oh, my God! Look at you!”

The jolt was momentary, the lowest setting on the Wuzzer Buzzer, but it was massive, and he slowly came back to himself.

“What? Who?”

Sarah was holding a hand over her mouth now, guffawing into her palm. “The look on your face! I can’t believe it.”

He looked at his hands, his whole body was sweaty. He could hardly talk. “Was that…was that…”

Sarah struck the table with a fist, then put a palm over his wrist. “Honey, I have never seen anything like that in my life!”

“Oh,” he mumbled. He lifted his glass, it was empty, he put it down. “Can I have another drink?”

Sarah, still laughing, waved to a waiter, then turned back to Jack. “I think we’ve just found our new thrill.”

“I think I want to take it out,” he was dazed, not sure he could stand up. He held to the table and the room spun a bit.

ZZZZZ!

She tapped him again, and his head jerked back, his eyes rolled and, again, his penis felt like it was about to discharge.

It took a moment for him to figure out who he was, where he was.

“Please…please…no more.”

But Sarah was a child with a new toy. She sat, laughing, giggling, and waited until he was nearly himself again.

“Are you ready?” she asked, holding her cell phone.

He raised a hand and drank his drink, the whole thing, in a few gulps.

He put the empty glass on the table, hunched over it. “I don’t think we should—

ZZZZZZ!

He twitched, his eyes rolled. He was holding to the table, but he started drooling .

Sarah was beside herself. She held her hand over her mouth and couldn’t stop laughing.

She gave him a break then. When he recovered enough she got him to dance with her. But he was so wasted he could barely hold on to her, and for her it was like she was holding a man made of rubber. He shuffled his feet and felt like he was about to melt into a puddle right on the parquet.

Jack stared at people. On one hand, he was sheathed in a golden glow of orgasm. And it was good.

On the other hand, he had never felt so out of control in his life. His legs were now officially noodles, and he was having a rough time just thinking.

They went back to the table, had another drink.

“I think we should leave,” said Jack.

“Not a chance, lover boy. I’ve never had such fun in my life.”

Jack was dazed, but he suddenly had a thought. He reached into pocket and felt his cell phone. He took it out.

Sarah, to be honest, had a bit of the bully in her. She liked dishing it out, but she couldn’t take it.

“Hey, not yet. I’m not read—“

ZZZZZZZ!

Her arms flopped out and her head twisted a bit and her eyes went blank.

She was a woman who liked to be in charge. Even of her husband, though in a kind and gentle way. But now, victim to his Wuzzer Buzzer, she shook and trembled and a bit of spittle appeared at the corner of her mouth.

Jack just sat there, hand on cell phone, and stared at her. She got off on this, but he didn’t. Still, he was so overloaded with her buzzing him that he didn’t wait. As soon as she was halfway back to normal he buzzed her again.

ZZZZZZZ!

“Nu….nu…nu…” she stuttered. She felt like her pussy had just exploded. Her tits felt warm, and her nipples twinkled in some weird twilight of the mind.

“Don’t…” she said. “Don—“

ZZZZZZZ!
She was like a rag doll, shaking in her seat, barely able to sit up.

Jack said, “How do you like that?”

She orgasmed, hard, and started to fall. A passing waiter provided a butt to fall against, and she managed to stay seated.

He waited, and that was his mistake. He should have run for cover. Woman are, after all, the more vicious of the species.

ZZZZZZ!

Second setting, and Jack actually fell out of the chair and sprawled on the floor.

A passing couple helped him up, laughed at the slack look on his face. “Looks like you’ve had enough, buddy.”

Meanwhile, Sarah had managed to stand up. She stood, swaying at the edge of the parquet floor. Her pussy felt like it was in tatters.

Jack pressed his phone.

ZZZZZZ!

She staggered sideways, and only the fact of the dance floor being packed kept her from falling down.

ZZZZZZ!

She zapped Jack back as he walked towards her, and suddenly he was staggering, rubber legged, trying to figure out which way was up. His cock was leaking and the front of his pants was showing a wet spot.

ZZZZZZ!

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. She felt like her pelvis had just erupted.  She wasn’t normally a woman who squirted, but she felt like she was about to spray pussy juice down her legs.

ZZZZZZ!

Jack looked like the proverbial drunken sailor, walking slanted through a wind of orgasmic nature. His hips were moving back and forth and the spot on his pants grew larger.

Now people were noticing them. Dancers moved back and watched as they performed their own dance.

ZZZZZZ!

ZZZZZZ!

Back and forth, they waged a battle of the most terrible lust and control.

They were headed for the entrance, and the bouncers hovered, but they were just doing a weird shaking dance.

He officially squirted, and people howled and pointed at his crotch as semen seeped through.

She squirted, and the discharge was so ferocious it went right through her dress.

Then they were squeezing through the front door. In close proximity, they grabbed hold of each other and stumbled past the bouncers.

The bouncers grinned. They had seen a few people leave Charley Coyote’s like this.

A light rain was starting to fall.

They wobbled past the line of people who were holding purses over their heads, lifting jackets up to cover themselves. They turned into the parking lot. They had just had their first real fight, and the Wuzzer Buzzer had turned out to be a sexual hand grenade of immense proportions.

Yet they loved each other. And they spoke not as they tottered through the parking area.

They were forty feet from their car, and Jack whispered, “I’m sorry.”

She was crying, the rain was falling harder, her hair was getting wet, but she didn’t care.

“Me, too,” she said.

They were thirty feet away from their car, in the middle of the parking lot, and here is where the measurements of the cosmos happened.

If they had been ten seconds faster, or ten seconds slower. If they had been ten feet further along, or ten feet from the middle of the parking lot…but they weren’t.

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

Apple can tout their phones as being safe.

People can lecture on the dangers of G5.

Perhaps the Wuzzer Buzzers in their private parts had something to do with it.

Lightening lanced down through the sky and coursed through them. Did the phones have anything to do with it? Or did some God somewhere just chortle and point his finger?

No matter. They were thrust apart, flung through the air, and crumpled on the wet tar.

Yet, they were somehow aware, each of them watching, as from afar, as the smell of ozone dissipated, as the people screamed, as people came to help them.

They had open eyes and they turned their heads as one and looked for each other.

Neither was crying, for they were far beyond tears.

“Call an ambulance!”

Jack jerked first, moved a leg, tried to sit up.

“Just lay there, fella, there’s help on the way.

Jack brushed away the hand that was trying to keep him down and sat up.

Ten feet away Sarah was twitching. Her arms flailed, and she pushed people away. “I’m all right.” She was white-eyed, hair sprung, and her tits felt like they had road rash, but she sat up.

“Jack?”

“Right here?”

In spite of the people gathered around, they stood up, teetered towards each other, and fell into each other’s arms.

They stood for a long moment, just holding each other up. Around them people buzzed.

“I never seen anything like that!”

“They actually got struck by lightening!”

“Did you see that?”

Then Jack and Sarah stumbled towards their car. The crowd held for a moment, then began to disperse.

Ever the gentleman, Jack helped Sarah into their car.

Sarah sat in shock as Jack moved around the car, one hand on the car the whole way, and crawled into the driver’s seat.

They sat, the rain drumming on the roof of the car, then looked at each other. “Fuck,” said Sarah.

“Double fuck,” responded Jack.

The lightening strike had boiled the booze out of them, and the Wuzzer Buzzers, as they would learn when they got home, were toast. They sat for fifteen minutes, then Jack started the car and drove slowly home.

“We got hit,” mumbled Sarah. She had a slight lisp, but that would go away by morning.

“Shit,” observed Jack sagely.

He parked the car in the driveway and they entered the house, again holding each other up.

Inside the house they teetered towards the bedroom. They sat on the bed.

“I’ve got to get this thing out of me,” Jack commented.

Sarah said nothing. She wiped her mouth, a smear of lipstick, then picked her nose.

Jack turned over and tried to work the Wuzzer Buzzer out of his rectum. “A little help?” he suggested.

Sarah leaned on his ass, gripped the bit of plastic, and pulled. It came out, and it was a melted mess.

In what would turn out to be just one more anomaly in a sequence of anomalies, the thing had melted without scorching his ass.

“Me,” she said, dropping the Wuzzer Buzzer on the floor.

She leaned back and spread her legs.

Jack put a forearm on her thigh, leaned over and gripped the base of her Wuzzer Buzzer. She sighed when he pulled it out, then she sat up and looked at what Jack was holding.

It was still pink, but that was about all. It was melted, disfigured, didn’t look like a dildo or a plug at all.

“Why didn’t that burn me?”

“I don’t know.”

She nodded.

“Want to go to sleep?” he asked.

“I suppose.

They both leaned back, their backs on the bed, their legs off the side of the bed, and were instantly asleep.

Jack dreamed of bunny rabbits laughing at him. “Thou shalt not give, but receive,” they chanted. They were pink, and he asked the largest one of the laughing Bugs Bunnys, “Are you supposed to be an elephant?”

“How big a dick would I have then?” The big, pink rabbit, turned him around and kicked him in the ass. His big, floppy, thumper foot felt like a sledge hammer, and Jack groaned in his dream and in his sleep.

Sarah dreamed of women. They were wearing robes and sitting around her in a circle. They were like Goddesses, on Olympus in the clouds.

“Now you’ve done it, sister. We’re going to have to ask you to leave.”

“But…what? Why?”

“Because you’ve abused your pussy for the last time.”

“But I haven’t done anything!”

One of the women, much larger than her, stood up and walked towards her.

“Please! I don’t understand!”

“You will,” said the Goddess, turning her by the shoulders so she faced her squarely.

Then the Goddess took a step forward, launched a foot, and kicked Sarah right in the pussy!

Sarah folded up, flew away, hurtled by the pain in her pussy through the Olympian clouds.

“No!” she screamed. “NOO-ooo-ooo!” She fell through the clouds, a missile bound for earth.

Jack awoke first. He remembered everything, and groaned. He was sore all over, but especially in the asshole.

His dick didn’t feel too good, either.

In fact, it felt like his dick had been used for a lightening rod. Which, of course, it had.

He struggled to his elbows, realized that Sarah was lying next to him, and stood up.

He shuffled across the room to the bathroom. He stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself.

He didn’t need a shave, and that was odd. He had a thick beard and he always needed a shave.

He rubbed his cheek, and felt the need to pee. He moved towards the toilet.

On the bed, Sarah came to. She heard Jack in the bathroom and knew she had to stand up. She had to move.

But she hurt so much. In fact her pussy felt like somebody had used it for a football and kicked the longest field goal in history.

“Oh, shit,” she mumbled as she sat up.

Jack was in the bathroom. She had to go. but…something was wrong. Her chest…something…and the pain down there.

She raised a hand to feel what was wrong with her chest, and her eyes opened in shock.

She looked down. Her big, beautiful boobs were no more! And, looking past, through the space her large tits had once occupied, she saw her groin.

She saw her penis. Her slit was no more, and her clitoris had grown, and…and…she…

Jack turned and sat on the throne. He was so messed up, and he felt like something was wrong. He looked down, and his chest was puffy.

No. Not puffy. It was his eyesight that was puffy, and he focused, and saw…tits. Big tits, larger than his. wife’s. And he looked over his new breasts and saw, in his groin…no cock. His cock had shrunk into a clitoris,, and beneath the clit was a wet looking slit. Labia. A pussy. And he…he…

…SCREAMED!

At about the same time, their voices mingling in a horror of despair and terror and shock and surprise.


PART TWO

Their bodies, overall, changed only a little. This was because they were both slender and about the same height. But he now had female genitalia, including breasts, and she had a dick.

“What happened?” she asked, staring in horror at him when he came to the door of the bathroom.

“I don’t know,” he held his breasts up and looked at them. They were large, and the nipples had grown proportionately.

“You’ve got a pussy,” she stated, very shocked.

“And you’ve got a dick.”

“But how can that be?”

She held her cock in her hand. Her hand was still small, and the cock was large, so it looked even larger.

He sat on the bed and pulled his labia apart and stared at the pink color. He touched his clitoris and a shiver of excitement went through him. He was stunned by how sexual it felt.

But, what else would it feel like?

“Somehow…you’ve lost yours and gotten mine, and vice versa.”

“But we didn’t trade, we just lost our own and grew our own.”

After a half hour of fruitless and frustrated talk they decided to go to the hospital.

They thought about 911, but, though it seemed an emergency to them, what would it sound like to the 911 operator?

‘Please, sir, send a squad car, I’ve got a vagina.’

Or, ‘I’ve got a dick emergency!’

So they went to the front desk of the local hospital, and when the nurse asked them what was wrong, they hemmed and hawed and Jack finally muttered, “My dick fell off and I’ve got a vagina.”

The nurse stared at them, then leaned forward and picked up a phone and hit a button. “I need security at the front desk.”

Sarah opened her mouth to scream at the woman for being obtuse, but Jack pulled her away. They walked out of the hospital and back to their car. They sat in the car for a long minute, then Sarah said, “I can make an appointment with our doctor.”

And they agreed to do that. But, for right now, that was all they could do.

At home they poured a couple of drinks and went into the living room and sat down.

“You’ve got a dick,” he said. “And I’ve got a pussy.”

“And I’ve got balls, and it looks hairy down there. I shaved yesterday before we went out, but it looks all bristly now.”

“I should need a shave, but my skin feels different, and I don’t even have fuzz on my cheeks.”

“You’ve got a little on your pussy.”

“Yeah, but…it’s different.”

“Tell me about it.”

They sat and drank their drink, and within minutes they were ready for another.

Jack got the drinks, and looked at himself in the foyer mirror.

He handed Sarah a drink and said, “My whole body is very slightly off.”

“I know. Mine, too.”

“I feel like I’m still changing.”

Sarah said nothing.

Jack continued. “It’s hormones. I’ve probably got ovaries, my balls turned into ovaries, and they’re pumping out the estrogen.”

“And my balls are filling me with testosterone.”

“How could this happen?”

“The lightening strike.” then Jack said something sort of stupid, but in a weird way, made sense. “In Frankenstein the doctor uses electricity.”

It was dumb, idiotic, to compare their situation to an old movie.

But what had that lightening bolt done to them? They had little electrical devices in their bodies, nestled into their sex organs. The lightening must have gone through the Wuzzer Buzzer, affected their own body electricity, their very chemistry, and changed them.

But it was impossible!

“What are we going to do?”

Sarah got up and made the doctor’s appointment. When it came time to tell the nurse what for she just said, “General check up.” That put their appointment a month out, but what else was she going to say?

They weren’t hungry, but they knew they needed to eat.

Sarah fixed a couple of hot dogs and potato salad. Jack sat and watched her.

She mumbled, “You’re the woman now. You should be fixing the dinner.

Jack said nothing. He heard her, it registered, but everything was still so alien that he paid it no mind.

They sat and ate, and they felt better.

And they had another drink.

And another.

Somewhere in there the alcohol took effect, and the dismal darkness of their despair lightened. They were so stunned they couldn’t get completely drunk, but at least they relaxed.

“So how does it feel to have a pussy?” Sarah asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry. If you can’t figure it out then you’ll eventually spring a leak, and then you’ll know.”

He smiled ruefully. “Spring a leak. That reminds me of all the old saws. Men, ‘Tie a knot.’ Women, ‘Put a cork in it.’”

“I think put a cork in it refers to the mouth and telling someone to shut up.”

“Put a cork in it,” he said to her.

“Doesn’t work. I’m the man now.”

“You like being the man?”

“I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.”

They chuckled. It was a sad chuckle, but it was something.

They had another drink.

“Show me how to pee,” he said.

“Come on,” she grabbed his hand, and it felt weird, and she led him to the bathroom.

“Sit down and relax your pussy.”

He sat, then said, “I’m not sure how to relax my…my pussy,” he snickered. “Pussy,” he repeated, then he sniffled.

“Don’t you go crying on me with all your hormones, you big pussy,” she commanded him.

“But how do I pee?”

She knelt next to him, looked at him, then put her hand under his breasts and pressed on his belly.

Nothing.

She pressed lower.

Nothing.

She touched his mons, and they were instantly electrified.

She had touched his penis many times in their life together, but this was different. Very different.

They stared at each other, and she put a finger to his hole. Riding the edge of drunkenness, she said, “I’m going to put my finger in you.”

He said nothing, which was a ‘yes,’ then nodded.

She stuck her finger in his pussy.

He grunted, and he felt like his tits were suddenly warm. His nipples became instantly erect.

“What’s that feel like?”

“Good,” he took in his breath.

She stood up. “Feel my cock.”

Her cock was right in front of his face. He had all of the normal homophobia that a man might have, but…this was his wife. His wife’s cock. It was…okay.

He reached up and wrapped his hand around Sarah’’s penis.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “That feels funny.”

He laughed…and the pee came out of him. “Oh! His eyebrows arched up in surprise.

Sarah laughed at the sound of his tinkling.

“You peed!”

Then they were both laughing. She leaning forward, her cock touching his cheek. He looking at the big monster.

Then stopped laughing, separated, and he said, “That’s so fucking big.”

“Why weren’t you this big?”

“I don’t know.” He touched it again, held it, and jacked it. He looked up. “When you pee you tighten your muscles and just push.”

She tried it, and a jet of pee struck him in the face.

He spluttered, and she laughed and kept pissing.

For about twenty seconds she peed, and he kept pushing with his hands, then just stopped and let her wet him.

She stopped, and was laughing. He started laughing. Then he stopped.

“This is so fucking weird,” he muttered.

They stepped into the shower and washed themselves off.

“Your hair is getting longer,” she said.

“You need a haircut,” he replied.

They got out of the shower and she got some scissors and he gave her a haircut. It wasn’t a very good haircut, but the loss of a lot of her hair emphasized the basic maleness taking over her face.

Then she looked at him, took a hairbrush and started brushing out his hair.

“You don’t have enough hair.”

“It’ll keep growing.”

“And I’ll probably get bald.”

“And fat.”

“But never stupid.” Slapped the top of his head lightly.

She put the hair brush down and looked at him, and suddenly they were crying.

“What happened?”

“I liked being a man!”

Then they went and had another drink.

The day passed in a weird mix of fast and slow, surreal interspersed with logic.

They were wearing their normal clothes, him male and her female, and eventually they had dinner.

Again, she made the remark, “You’re the bitch, you should be making the dish.”

He mumbled, “Yeah,” and it sort of sunk in a little. Then he made more drinks.

And they both knew that if it wasn’t for the alcohol they would be shrieking.

The world had, for them, gone insane.

Outside their house the world was the same. Men were men and women were women. But here, in their sanctum, men were women and women were men.

And the one thing they knew, without knowing how they knew, but was still utterly shocking, was that they were changing in their perspectives of themselves. They lived in a society in which women behaved one way and men another, and they were starting to accommodate their personalities to their changing bodies.

He was starting to think he should be acting more female, because was the kind of body he had.

And she was thinking she should be more male, because that was the kind of body she had.

They went to sleep. Sleeping in their same places. Him on the right side of the bed and her on the left. He was a step closer to the door in case he had to get up in the middle of the night and defend their home. She was on the left because it was closer to the bathroom and women usually had to tinkle more than their husbands.

But during the night he had to tinkle, and he got irritated when he found that she had left the lid up. He actually fell into the bowl, got his ass wet, and gave a light curse. He didn’t say anything, though, because as he had done when their situations were reversed, she would probably just laugh.

But when he came back to bed he looked long at the other side of the bed.

In the morning they awoke about the same time. That often happens with husbands and wives. His hair was a little bit longer, his skin softer, his boobs bigger. He sat up, and felt weird. His chest was sagging.

“How are you?” she asked, stirring, uncomfortable with the big nuts between her thighs. She had always slept with her legs closed, but the  why of the male way of sleeping was impinging on her.

“My chest is hanging. it’s heavy.”

“You need a bra.”

That startled him. A bra? He was a man! But…no. He wasn’t.

“Do you have any that will fit me?”

“Yes.”

She got up and walked around the bed, male in appearance, her swinging dick suddenly hard.

“You better pee, first.”

She blinked. “So this is a morning woody. It hurts.”

She headed for the bathroom and relieved herself, then came back and rifled through her underwear drawer. She tossed him a flimsy half bra.

“This?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“But it’s…thin.”

“It’s all I’ve got. As it is you’re going to be bulging. None of my other bras will come close.”

She showed him how to put it around his middle, fasten it, then turn it around and pull it up.

He stared down at the expanse of flesh bulging over the bra.

“This is indecent,” he muttered.

“Yeah,” she grinned. And…she had a hard on.

He stared at her dick.

“I’m sorry,” she said, though she wasn’t. “I didn’t know this would happen. It really feels good, though.

“What am I…what are you…going to do with that?”

“What do you usually do with yours.”

He eyed the monster, and there was a bit of fear in him. “I don’t feel comfortable…I’m a virgin…I’m…scared.”

“Yeah. Me, too.” But she wasn’t. She was experiencing the high degree of lust that males feel when their cocks are erect.

“Can you…jack it off?”

She could, but something in her was pushing her to fuck. She compromised in her mind. “Can you jack it off?”

“It’s your dick.”

“We’re married.”

“But…”

“Come on. Let’s…let’s do something.”

He reached out tentatively and stroked her penis.

She gasped. “Holy fuck! No wonder you like to do it so much! This is incredible!”

But he shrunk back, pulled his hand back. “I can’t.”

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Take a cold shower. Think of baseball.”

“I don’t even like baseball!”

But she couldn’t talk him into it.

Finally, he gave her a jockstrap to wear. “This will help keep it down a little.”

She pulled the stretchy material up and frowned. “This is fucking obscene! This is torture.”

“I’m sorry. You’re just going to have to give me more time.”

She paused, then whispered, “I apologize for all those times I told you I had a head ache.

“That’s okay.”

They were silent for a moment, then he asked her, “Can we get me dressed?”

“Sure. Sorry. I’ll try to control my dick.” But there was a bit of resentment in her voice.

She did have panties and nylons that fit him, and she helped him into those articles of clothing.

Her penis was pulsing in her jockstrap, and she felt the irritation that a horny male feels when he has been shot down.

She gave him a summer dress to wear, then got dressed herself.

Jack looked at himself in the mirror. The dress was blue with little white birds flying around the hem. It hugged his waist and too big boobs tightly, but the bottom flared out when he spun around.

Sarah stared at him dourly. She liked to spin. it should have been her that was turning around and admiring herself in the mirror.

She brushed his hair again, styled it, then sat him down.

“What now?” he asked.

“Now we have to make you up. See to your nails.

He blinked. “No!”

“Yes.”

“But…”

“Shut.”

And she did have the more assertive personality, so he closed his mouth.

She prepared his hands, then glued long nails on his own nails. She made them sharp, stilettos, and was aware that he was going to have a rough time in them, but…since she wasn’t going to be wearing nails, and those were the kind of nails she would have worn…she put them on, then painted them a bright red.

“My, God! Those are garish!”

“You liked it when I wore bright red. And you insisted that I paint my lips red. You called them blow job lips. And, as I recall, you insisted on a few blow jobs.”

“But that was before we went out, so I wouldn’t be bulging in my pants when we went out.”

“My,” she muttered, “how the worm has turned.”

He stared at the long fake nails, and she began scrubbing his face, cleansing it with little sponges.

He wanted to run, it felt so alien, but…this whole thing was alien, and he had to appear normal. For a girl.

She primed him, gave him pointers, and plucked his eyebrows.

“This is crazy,” he opined, staring at himself in the mirror.

“Yep, she answered, a tightness in her voice.

“What’s the matter?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’m just…pissed off. It’s like me about to have a period, but…really different.”

“You’re horny,” explained Jack.

“I am?”

“Of course. That’s what it feels like when women use you and refuse you.”

She stared at him. “Oh, God. I apologize for all those times I did that to you. I’d even like to go apologize to the men I knew before you.”

Properly aghast at the terribly whimsical nature of men to women, of women to men, she continued with his make up.

The hormones flooding his system were really working. His skin was almost completely transformed. The fat in his face had redistributed. His hair was even longer. It was female long now.

She curled his lashes and used eyeliner. She put shadow on his eyes, and painted his lips.

Now he couldn’t take his eyes off himself.

On one hand he was actually revolted, weird, put off.

On the other hand…he was in love.

He loved the beauty of himself.

“Now I understand,” he whispered. “Now I know why women do this.”

She felt like crying. She wasn’t going to get to do this again.

She pierced his ears, put some danglies through his lobes, and rebrushed his hair.

He was beautiful.

But the hard part was just ahead.

“Here,” she said, and she handed him a pair of heels.

His feet seemed to have shrunk a bit, for the heels went on easily. When he stood up, however, the world came undone.

“Oh! Ow!” He staggered and his ankles wobbled.

“Ha!” she laughed. “It’s not all fun and games, is it?”

He looked at her, his face a study in dismality.

“And wait until you have to wear a corset for a while.”

His turn to apologize. “I’m sorry I insisted you wear all this stuff.”

She was sage about it. She sighed. “In a way, I liked it. I’ll miss it.”

“Well, you can dress up like a girl any time you feel like it.”

“Easy for you to say, with your sexy, curvy body.”

It was her turn to dress, and suddenly she was on the happy side. She picked out some pink shorts that she had given him and which he would never wear, but which she still had a female appreciation for. She put on pink socks, a lavender tee shirt, and when she showed him a look of horror crossed his face.

“What?”

“You look…gay.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” she said in a hurt voice.

“Not if you’re gay. But you’re not. Are you?”

She thought about that. She was a woman inside, but that ‘womanliness’ was fading.

So she was a man.

Would she still be attracted to men? Like a woman should be?

She stared at her husband. And would he be attracted to women?

“No,” he said, reading her mind. “I love you. My attitudes are changing, maybe to match my body, I don’t know, but I love you. Whatever form you’re in.”

She went to him then, like a woman coming to a man, and they hugged.

Then she gently pushed his head back, though he was taller than her in heels, and touched her lips to his.

It was a wonderful kiss. It was the first real kiss they had tried since changing. It was warm and most, and Sarah tasted lipstick from the male viewpoint, and it was delicious.

She wanted to lick his lips until they were bare, they reapply lipstick and do it again.

But she knew he would not appreciate her messing up his lipstick.

They parted, held hands for a moment, gazed into each others eyes, and he said, “You’re going to need to shave.”

She started to giggle, then realized she couldn’t.

Males and females are both capable of giggling, but the female more so, and now…now she was feeling a reticence to manifesting that expression of humor.

“What?”

“Nothing.” though there was a loss inside her.

“What do we do now?” he asked. “We’re all dressed up.”

“I guess we go out.”

This was actually a big step. They were comfortable, sort of, with each other as the opposite sex that they were, but the rest of the world…to show the rest of the world what they had become…that was weird.

Offsetting.

“We have to,” she said. “We can’t live life in a barrel.”

They went out to the car, and Jack circled to the passenger side.

“You want me to hold the door open for you?”

“Tomorrow,” he said. “By tomorrow we’re going to be more changed.”

“If that’s possible,” she whispered as she stepped into the car.

Yet there was something comforting about being male and behind the wheel. It felt right to drive, a beautiful woman beside him.

They drove through town, nervous, yet searching for the right place to get out and be seen.

They talked about eating lunch somewhere, but neither wanted to walk that gauntlet yet.

They talked about a movie, and decided that that was the thing.

Be seen, but hide in the darkness. Mingle with the crowd.

But to get there they would have to navigate the mall, and neither was ready for that. So they drove into the parking lot, then out of it.

“What now?” asked Jack, feeling rather helpless. As a woman he had little control. He was subject to wherever Sarah drove the car.

Sarah was equally disturbed, and she finally drove to a convenience store. “Let’s get a Coke.”

“And some potato chips.”

They stepped out of the car. Jack stumbled a bit, and Sarah came around and escorted him. She held him up and helped him navigate his heels.

“We should have put you in flats.”

“No matter,” Jack gritted his teeth. “I need to get used to this sometime. Might just as well be now.”

They entered the Seven Eleven, made their way to the glass windows, and picked out two Cokes. As Jack reached forward he felt something brush against his ass.

“Mamacita!” came the whisper.

“Hey!” Sarah shouted.

The Mexican swaggered on, disrespectful of the man whose wife he had just groped.

Jack grabbed Sarah’s bicep, noted that it was thicker, meatier, and said, “No. You don’t know how to fight.”

They picked out a bag of potato chips, Sarah glaring at the Mexican, who just grinned and whispered something demeaning to his friend.

They paid, and walked out of the store.

“I should have—“

“Shush now,” Jack admonished, and suddenly he realized why Sarah was often the more aggressive of them.

She didn’t know what it was like to get in a fight. She hadn’t been hit, and didn’t know how dangerous and scary it could be. Add to that the way certain people insisted on women being the second class citizens, and her aggression was a logical way to fight back, to take control of her world.

And now Jack had had to control the situation, as a woman.

Weird.

And yet, necessary. As a woman he couldn’t let a man go around and fight for him.

But Sarah was going to have to take Karate lessons or something. The aggressive nature she had created in herself as a woman would get her into a heap of trouble as a man.

They drove to the beach , parked their car on a high cliff overlooking the waves, and sat and drank their Cokes and ate chips.

Jack looked at the lipstick on his can blankly. Then realized that if Sarah had to learn to fight, he was going to have to learn how to put on lipstick.

“A penny for your thoughts,” said Sarah.

Jack turned to her. He realized his big mistake of the day. “I’m sorry I didn’t fuck you this morning.” He reached out and felt Sarah’s crotch. Big boner. She was still wearing the jockstrap. “And I’m sorry I made you wear a jockstrap.”

“What do you want to do about it?” Sarah’s eyes glistened, and Jack could feel the lust coming out of her.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Right here?” she breathed. “But it’s a public beach!”

“There’s no cars around. You can throw me over the back seat and spread my legs and put your dick in me. You can fuck me until you cum, and I’ll have to go home with your mess between my legs.

Sarah looked around nervously. “But it’s broad daylight!”

“It’s daylight and I’m a broad. Now treat me like a woman and make mad, passionate love to me.”

Still, she was hesitant. So Jack reached over and pulled her zipper down.

Sarah laughed, and he reached inside and pulled her jockstrap down. Her cock poked out ruthlessly.

He went down on her. Sucked her dick, and was in a daze of pleasure. It felt so good to give such pleasure. Her balls were so big and full. Her dick so hard.

“I’m going to…I’m going to…”

Jack let her go. “Not the first time, you’re not.”

He scrambled up and lifted his dress. He pulled off his panties and lay over the back of the seat.

Sarah wiggled out from under the wheel and perched over him.

He could feel her overly large penis poking at his buns.

Could he take this?

But, he had to. He was a woman, and he had to learn how to fuck.

Sarah pushed her penis into him. It opened him up and he gasped.

Sarah reached around and grabbed his tits. She fondled them, played with the nipples.

Jack was in heaven. He could feel her dick deep inside of him, scouring him, making him understand what a woman was.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Sarah moaned. “I didn’t know!”

Jack pushed up with his rump, and she pushed down. He could feel the veins on her mighty cock slithering through his vaginal channel. He could feel her balls slapping into his flesh as she pounded into him.

“Yes…yes!” he chanted, accepting, submitting, becoming a woman in deed as well as flesh.

Sarah began to cum.

Jack could feel her shaft, hot and terrible, as it pulsed into him.

Then he felt his own orgasm coming. It was like an ocean into which he was falling, and all he had to do was let go.

Let go…

Let go…

And as the immense feeling of a female orgasm began sweeping him up into the sky he saw the dark shadow behind them. Sarah was above him, couldn’t see through the back window. But he was squashed down, and he couldn't see, but the dark shadow, the impact, the screeching of tires and the jangling chaos and crunch of metal…then being dumped over the back seat, head crumpled up on the seat, and the white light that obliterated everything…everything…and then there was nothing.


EPILOGUE

Jack and Sarah awoke almost at the same time. That is often the way it happens for husbands and wives.

“What?” he said, his eyes absorbing all the whiteness.

“Jack?”

He turned his face and saw his wife. She was in the hospital bed next to him, and she was wrapped in bandages.

And he was wrapped in bandages.

“What happened?”

At that moment two doctors walked in to the room. One, the woman, went to Sarah. She began asking questions, listening with a stethoscope, and taking readings off the machine that zipped green, wiggly lines on a monitor.

The male doctor did the same with Jack.

“How are you feeling?”

Jack answered the questions, and when all the poking and prodding was done, he asked, “What happened?”

“You were struck by lightening.”

The other doctor. “You were brought in unconscious. You had been at a nightclub, Charley Coyote’s, and it was raining.”

The doctors talked for awhile, explained various things about lightening strikes, then the male doctor said, “We, uh…we removed sexual toys from you.”

Jack and Sarah looked at each other, too astonished to feel any embarrassment.

“They were pretty mangled, and the lightening seems to have focused in them.”

The female doctor took over. “One of the things, these toys focused a tremendous charge of electricity in your bodies. They destroyed your sexual organs.”

“What?” blurted Jack.

“They…did?” said Sarah.

“Yes. I’m sorry to say, we can talk options later, but both of you have lost the use of your sexual organs.”

“We can’t have sex anymore?”

“Not in your present state. But there are options, and we can discuss some of these over the coming weeks.”

Jack and Sarah pretty much went silent after that, and shortly the doctors left.

Jack and Sarah lay in their beds without looking at each other. then Jack asked, “Did you have a dream?”

Sarah nodded. “Yes.”

“Then maybe we do have options.”

And they both began to cry.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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