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My Aunt Feminized Me!

A long summer of feminization!


PART ONE

“Why can’t I stay home?” Tom groused as he packed his suitcase

“Because you can’t,” his mother stated for the eighteenth time.

He stopped packing and glared at her. “I’m 18. I’m going away to college after summer. I’ll be living on my own in three months. So why can’t you trust me through the summer.

“Because I want it this way.”

Tom threw underwear into his suitcase savagely, and his mother sighed.

Margaret was 35 years old and still retained her youthful beauty. She also retained a memory of her college years. If he was half as wild as her then there was no way she could risk leaving him in charge of the house.

“Look, Aunt Barb is lots of fun. She’s five years younger than me and she’ll keep you on your toes.”

“Great. Eighteen and having a baby sitter.”

Tom was not looking forward to this. He was looking forward to drinking beer and watching porn and just sitting around and having a good time.

“Perhaps if you acted a little more mature…”

He gave her the gimlet eye. “That’s an excuse. Even if I was ‘mature,’ he mocked the word, “You wouldn’t let me stay here alone.”

Margaret sighed. “Well, maybe…maybe not. But that’s the law, buster. So get used to it.” And she stomped out of the room.

Tom packed, and sulked, and when he was done he put the suitcase on the bed and plopped himself down. Eighteen years old. He could he trusted. But there was no way he could convince his mother.

Downstairs Margaret put in a call to Barbara. “Look Barb, Tom is really pissy about spending the summer with you.”

“Don’t worry,” Barb soothed her sister. “I’ve handled worse men than spoiled brats.”

“I know, it’s just…”

“I know. It’s just that he’s your little baby boy.”

Margaret laughed ruefully. “Yeah. But I’ve got to go to corporate headquarters this summer. They’re running one class for people on the short list. That’s a big thing.”

“It’s okay. I’ve got nothing but time on my hands, and I’ll ride close herd on Tommy.”

“Okay, and thanks. You know how I appreciate this.”

“No prob. Now what time is he getting in?”

Upstairs Tom sat on the bed with laptop in his lap. This might be the last time he got to do this for a while. Who knew what kind of a prude his aunt was.

He pulled up a browser and entered ‘House of Gord.’ Shortly he was immersed in some of the kinkiest stuff on the net. He watched as some old bald guy put sexy babes into kinky machines. He had a hard on in less than thirty seconds, and he studied how the old man, ’Gord,’ secured latex beauties into weird machines.

He paid close attention as the old man put a girl upside down on the front bumper of his car. The girl was folded, but comfortable. And as Gord drove around a dildo was pumping up and down into the girl’s vagina.

Where did this guy get such weird ideas?

Then there was the girl hoisted up to the roof. She hung there and twirled like a weather vane. She wore nothing but latex and make up.

“From ‘Gord’s House’ Tom went to kink.com. He loved to watch woman getting so sexed up they lost all control of themselves. Nothing but orgasms and squirts. Man.

Then he—closed the lid of the laptop.

“Tom,” his mother opened the door.

“Yeah?” A little sulky, but who could blame him.

“I just want to re-emphasize that you are to show Barbara the utmost respect. You do everything she says. Period. You got that?”

He sighed and nodded. “I got it.”

She entered his room and sat down next to him. He was well aware that a simple lift of the laptop lid would expose him for the sex crazy dude he was.

Margaret didn’t open the laptop, fortunately. She just put her arm around him and squeezed. Made him self conscious of her large breasts. “I love you, and I want to do the best for you. You understand that?”

“Yeah, Mom. I do.”

“All right.” She kissed his hair and left. Shortly he heard her door close and he knew she was getting ready for bed.

He smiled, doffed his pants and underwear and sat cross-legged. His boner stuck straight out and he balanced the laptop on a knee as he stroked his dick.

Oh, man.The girls on the screen moaned and groaned and arched their backs as they came. Men tied them down and put their cocks in them, and the girls just loved it.

It wasn’t long before Tom let loose with a string of pearls. He grunted, slapped his underwear over the spurt of jizz, and let the orgasm take him to paradise.

It might be three months before he could do this again, so he enjoyed it.

The plane landed in Charlotte at 3 in the afternoon and Tom grabbed his fanny pack out of the overhead and headed down the ramp.

It was hot, and he could feel the sweat pouring off him in spite of all air conditioning.

Barbara, ‘Barb,’ was waiting for him, and he blinked.

He had only seen a few pictures of Barbara in the recent past, other than that he hadn’t seen her since he was eight years old, and he didn’t remember much of her.

She was a knock out. She was a saucy wench with bazookas to die for. Her hair was long and wavy, but done up in some kind of French style, wisps of delicate hair hung about her neck.

He waist was thin and she had an ass a twerker would die for.

She was wearing shorts and high heels and a halter top. Good lord, he had a damned boner for his own aunt!

Yet he managed to keep moving, keeping a happy teen age smile on his face and hiding all the instant lust within.

“Hi, Tommy!” She threw her arms around him, pressed those mammoth jugs into his chest, and he felt like he had died and gone to boob heaven. then she backed off, grabbed his face with both hands and planted an actual kiss right on his lips.

Damn! Double boner damn!

“I’m so glad you came. We’re going to have a great summer together. Let’s go to the luggage area and…” she held onto his arm as they walked and he felt like her boobs were trying to jack his arm off.

They picked up his suitcases and went out to her car. It was a Pathfinder, a mid-sized SUV, and it held his suitcase and fanny pack easily.

Barb lived in the sticks. No other way to say it. She drove for a couple of hours, passed houses only once in a while, and headed generally up into the Blue Ridge mountains.

Towards the end of the journey Barb pulled into a gas station to fill up. Tom got out and stretched and inspected the area.

He was a city boy and he was pretty impressed with the scenery. And not just the countryside scenery. He stood to one side while his aunt filled the tank and tried not to gawk at her figure. And he wasn’t alone. Other people walking by walked with their heads swiveling to watch her. She had a body like Dolly Parton, and a face like Marilyn Monroe’s.

When she was finished she put the nozzle back, tossed him the keys and said, “Pull over by the propane tank there. I’ve got to check my mail.”

That was a blinker. He had his license, driving was no problem, but he wasn’t usually let to drive the family car. In giving him the keys Barb had suddenly displayed a degree of trust.

A minute later she came out of the general store holding a couple of envelopes. He had gotten back in the passenger side and he watched her in the mirror. She came to his side, opened the door and gave him a twisted smile. “Out. You drive.”

He got out, staring at her.

“What? You don’t like to drive?”

“No, uh…I just…” he faded off and trotted around to the driver’s side.

He drove carefully, a little nervous, but she opened her couple of letters, read them, slipped them inside her purse, sighed, and sat back and stretched.

Tom had to be careful not to drive off the road the way her boobs thrust up.

She giggled, “Eyes on the road, mister.”

He turned red.

She rolled her window down and said, “Turn right here and drive slow. I like driving, but I like seeing my property more.”

He turned right and the road became a narrow driveway.

“That’s where a railroad came through here about a hundred years ago. Somebody told me the Yankees burned it, but…how do you burn a railroad?” They jounced over a pair of rails that cut across the drive. Drove under some spreading limbs, made a sharp turn.

“That’s an old mill. This whole place went bust back in the twenties. Population 10,000 went to 5, or so I’m told.” They passed a cluster of warped buildings.”

All the way up the mountain she pointed out sights, and it was a history lesson. In the city there is no history, just what time does the bus run. Here it was which general burnt which farm and what family runs the best stock.

They came out of a thick section of woods, they were maybe five miles from the main road, and Tom had his first view of Barb’s ‘shack,’ as she called it.

It was a small mansion. A hundreds yards in front of it was a large pond—when does a pond become a lake? Above the lake was a slight ascent of green lawn. The driveway led to a garage at the side of the house.

The house itself had several columns, between which were tall bushes. It was three stories and had probably ten bedrooms. There were two chimneys, a small guest house to the right, and…it was beautiful.

“Wow!”

“Not bad, eh?”

“I’ve never….” he trailed off.

“Me neither,” she laughed. “Just drive onto the lawn and we’ll unpack, then back it into the garage.”

Tom did as ordered and took his suitcases into the house.

You can have any room you want, I’m on the third floor, and I recommend the one at the other end of the house from mine. You’ve got a little balcony and there is nothing like sitting out in the early morning or late evening.

He took his suitcases upstairs and found himself in a large bedroom, bigger than his living room at home. He looked out the balcony and it was breathtaking. He could see across the tops of trees for twenty miles. There were no rooftops to spoil the scenery.

“Go park the car and I’ll make us some lunch.”

He parked the car in the garage, closed the garage door and turned to stare at the pond. It was like glass. A family of ducks were floating on the other side of the expanse of water, and there was a raft in the middle of the pond.

“You can swim, but be careful of the alligators.”

He turned and Barb was sitting at a table on the porch. There was a plate of sandwiches and a pitcher on the table.

“Alligators?”

“Yeah, they filmed Lake Placid up here, forgot to take the damned gators out. Believe me, they’ll take off your toe right up to your balls.”

The suppressed grin on her face was what gave her away.

“You’re kidding me.”

“And you actually believed me! The look on your face…you actually believed me. She guffawed, and hooked a finger to call him up on the porch.

He went up a couple of shallow steps and sat down at the table. She pushed the plate at him. “There’s more in the kitchen, I’m stocked up for you. You want punch or beer?”

Beer? “Uh…”

“I can’t believe I even asked.” She reached into an igloo cooler next to her and extracted two shiny, dripping cans. She shoved them to him. “You are the official beer opener.” She waggled her hands at him. She had long fingernails. “I don’t want to risk my talons.”

He ate a tuna fish sandwich and sipped a beer. She ate, and watched him, which made him a little nervous.

“I guess we should talk about the ground rules.”

“Oh.” he sobered. Ground rules. Right. Don’t do this. Do that.

“Don’t take your clothes off if there are guests. Let me know if the beer gets low—you’ll be the official take the car down and pick up a few cases guy. I have a few chores, and if you want to help me with them that would be great, but you don’t have to. The internet password is Biteme69 with a capital b, and I don’t care how much porn you watch. And, uh…I guess that’s about it, except if you’re caught with clothes on in the pond I will get out my alligator whistle.”

His mouth was open and he was staring at her.

“Gawd. You’re easy. Shut your mouth and drink your beer.”

He shut his mouth and drank his beer.

They ate a couple of sandwiches each, and only one beer each, and she spoke of the history of the house.

“This place was originally built by Carter Johnson, who owned the mill we passed on the way in. Some say he was killed by his slaves during the war of the rebellion. I doubt that, though. I checked in the museum downtown and he was well thought of. Anyway, he passed, and his relatives didn’t want the place. Moonshiners took it over for a while in the thirties, and there is a rumor that there was a big gun battle with the feds, and I don’t think that’s a rumor. There’s a coupe of places you’ll find bullet holes in the walls. I never covered them over because…they’re sort of cool. In the seventies a bunch of hippies had a commune up here. They grew their own pot, which you can still see a few plants on the west side of the house out by the old well. I’ve tried it, pretty good stuff, but I always prefer liquor over dope. You’re welcome to try whatever, but do it out on the porch here. I don’t like the house all smelled up. And…”

She went on and on, a half hour past lunch, talking about history with a fondness that revealed a frank and humorous nature.

But he knew her nature was already humorous.

Finally, she said, “I’ve yakked enough. Last one in the pond is a retard.”

His jaw dropped, yet again, as she stood up and stripped out of her clothes. She stood with here hands on her hips and laughed at him. “You are so easy.” Then she ran down the steps, across the long lawn, and dove off a little dock. She cut the water cleanly and swam for the raft. She climbed up on the raft, turned to face him, and yelled. “Get your ass down here right now!” She spoke as if angry, but was laughing.

Tom took his clothes off, but left his tighty whiteys on. He walked down the steps and across the lawn. Barb was sitting on the raft, watching him.

“Underwear, too, mister.” Firm, funny, and curious.

“I…I can’t.”

Truth was, he had a boner. Of course he did. One look at his aunt’s body and a eunuch would have had a boner.

He jumped in the water, his feet touched the wave of water grass on the bottom, and he swam for the raft.

The water was cool, but not cold, and it was fresh. He could see the bottom, and there were fish, and even a big turtle.

He got to the raft and pulled himself up and quickly turned around and sat on the edge.

Barb came over and sat next to him, their legs dangling in the water, and him sort of hunched to hide his dick.

“Uh oh. Somebody’s all embarrassed at a natural, biological function.”

“I, uh…”

She laughed. “You’re such an idiot.”

She slid into the water, swam in a circle and came back to him. She placed her hands on his knees and floated. She was right in front of, and had a big view of…his cock.

Suddenly she grabbed his tighty whiteys and pulled.

He tried to scramble back, and all he succeeded in doing was losing his underpants to her.

“Hey!”

She swam in a circle, waving his underpants in a circle on one finger. “I hope you wash these things…if you poison my turtle I’ll be really pissed.

She ducked down, came up a minute later and there was no sign of his underpants.

He huddled, covering his penis.

She climbed back up on the raft and laughed at him. “Will you relax? I’ve seen a dick before, and if you’re all that stiff over me I consider that a compliment.”

“I, uh…”

“Look. I don’t want to fuck you. Although…you’ve got a nice body, and I haven’t had any for a while, but…I’m not in the mood. But I do want you to relax and just have fun.”

She touched his shoulder. “Now turn around and let me have a look at what you’re packing.”

She pulled, and he resisted, but she was gently insistent.

Finally, he was facing her. His face was redder than a sunburned cherry, and his prick stuck out at her.

“Damn! That’s a big one. You must keep the girls happy.”

“Uh…”

“What? Don’t you have girlfriends?”

“Well, uh…”

“You don’t? Why not? You ought to have them lined up around the block!”

“Well, uh, Mom doesn’t let me go out much.”

Barb soughed in disgust. “My Puritan sister. What a dope. This is your time of life.”

She sat and studied him, one leg flat and the other knee up, her arms around her knee. “You can look at me if you want.”

“I, uh…” he was trying to keep his eyes on her.

“I look at you, and it’s fun. So go ahead and look at me. Tits, pussy, memorize them if you want.”

Slowly, his shyness showing, he looked at her.

“Yeah. It’s cool. Check these out.” She hefted her big boobs at him.

He made a choking sound, but he didn’t look away. Now that the genie was out of the bottle he couldn’t not look.

She smiled, he looked until his eyeballs were sore, then he finally looked up at her eyes. They were sparkling grey, and they apprised him honestly.

“Honey, I feel for you. You’ve been isolated, kept in the dark, and at a time when you should be climbing mountains.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“I love Margaret, but when we left childhood behind…we took different directions. She was wild in college, but right afterwards she got married, had you, and you must have been like religion to her. She stopped all talk of sex, stopped screwing everything that wore pants, and became Miss Hoity Toity.”

“What about you?”

“Hell, all I did was talk about sex, screw everything that wore pants, and became the antithesis of hoity toity.” She laughed delightedly.

They sat on the raft and talked, and Tom found out a bit more about his family history, which didn’t seem all that interesting until Barbara talked about herself.

Barbara lay back, and her large breasts were mountains pointing towards the skies. Tom laid back next to her and his penis was like a rocket pointing towards the stars.

After an hour they jumped back in the water and swam around the raft, then they got out and headed up towards the house. Barb held his hand as they walked, and his penis was still a big, fat stiffie.

On the porch she said, “I’ve got about an hour of work to do now, she looked down at his dick. She reached out and took it in her hand. Made him near jump out of his skin, and his heart felt like it was climbing up inside his chest and trying to get out of his mouth.

“You might want to take care of this, though, tell you the truth, I really like seeing it.”

He would have said something, but she went up on tip toes, placed her mouth on his and kissed him. Again, it wasn’t a ‘fuck me’ kiss. It was tender, and appreciative, and made him feel ten feet tall.

Then she moved back a few inches, patted his cheek, and let go of his cock. She walked into the house and up the stairs. He watched her walk, and was smitten. The way her tight globes swayed, the jiggle of her giant breasts, she was simply the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

He cleaned off the table on the porch and washed the dishes, and was surprised that he was doing this. Normally he would have to be nagged half to death to clean up after himself. But…this was different. As he washed the dishes and dried them and put them away he thought about the difference.

His mother had the same genes as Aunt Barb. And she had big tits, and under her staid clothes he knew she was curvy. He had caught glimpses of her in a slip, or in a one piece, but…she was curvy, and even sexy, if she would let herself go.

But she didn’t let herself go. He had to admit, his mother was wound a little tight.

Aunt Barbara, though, was not wound tight. just the opposite. She was a spring that had sprung. She was loosy goosy and filled with a zest for life.

His mother wasn’t enjoying life. She was always telling him what to do, watching over him. And he resisted this, resented it, and so she had to nag him.

Barbara, in a couple of hours had totally unscrewed his head. He didn’t want to resist because…because he was appreciated.

He finished the dishes, dried his hands, and sighed.

He looked down. His cock was still hard. Time to go do something about that.

He walked up the stairs, and when he passed the second floor he stopped. He heard a voice coming from a room down the hall. He walked to it, listened, but couldn’t hear much. Just Barbara laughing and talking in a low voice. She must be on the phone. That’s what it sounded like. He turned around and headed up to the third floor.

He opened his suitcase and took out his laptop. He powered up, entered Biteme69, and dove into the world of porn.

First he entered large breasts, perused the vids hungrily, stroking his penis slowly.

Then he entered ‘horror porn.’ He wasn’t a big fan of horror films, but horror porn, that was something else. He cruised through monsters with monster dildos for dicks deflowering supposed virgins. No virgin is going to display that much pleasure when a king-sized cock is pushed into them, but these did. Or, when they cried they combined moaning and orgasms with the episode.

He was horny, but, oddly, he didn’t want to cum.

He lay back and thought of his aunt. He pictured her big boobs in his mind. He imagined her wet pussy, and him being forced to kiss it. Not that it would take much force.

But, still, he knew what kind of a man he was.

He wasn’t the kind of guy who liked normal face to face sex. He wanted a woman who he could ride doggy style, and maybe slap her ass until it was red.

He was the kind of guy who’s cock got steel hard, purple and dripping from watching women tied up, bent over bars, put in stocks.

He didn’t like the violence, he just loved it when they moaned and couldn’t stop orgasming.

He didn’t want to use a whip, he wanted to use his hand, gently, to spread the flower and make the woman scream with pleasure.

He was a twist.

The normal BDSM devotee wanted pain. But Tom wanted the illusion of pain that brought so much pleasure one couldn’t stand it.

The old joke: ‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist. ‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist…that was his kind of joke.

He didn’t want the pain, he wanted the pleasure that could be derived from pain. From the promise of pain, and then the denial. He wanted to be brought to some kind of edge, then pulled back, not allowed, denied.

The pleasure that was so great it was painful.

He knew what he wanted exactly, even though it was obtuse and difficult to describe.

He closed the computer. He lay back and contemplated his dick. I want to use you without…abusing you. His dick throbbed and drooled.

He sighed, got up and got dressed. Time to go exploring.

“So, what do you think so far?” Barb asked him the next day at breakfast. She was wearing a negligee which titillated her nipples, rubbed them to excitation and left hot and pointing.

“This is a great place.”

“It wasn’t always like this, I did a lot of work. The plumbing and electrical has all been replaced. I tried to save the old wood, but you can see where the floor couldn’t be saved, and did you see the bullet holes in the side of the garage?”

“They’re in the shape of…they outline a body.”

“Isn’t that freaky? To think that gangsters—I don’t think it was civil war soldiers—would do something like that?”

“Makes you wonder who it was.”

“I know. I’ve asked people at the museum, and they said I should just go over death records and look for…something.”

“That’s if they didn’t bury him in a field somewhere.”

She nodded, “And that’s very likely. I have to move some stuff from a room to the attic. Feel like getting your hands dirty?”

Funny. He would have dragged his heels at home, kicked and screamed and accused his mother of bullying him. But he wasn’t being treated like a kid here. He was being asked, politely, and by a woman who knew how to have fun.

“Sure.”

“It’ll be dusty, wear some clothes you don’t mind getting dirty and I’ve got some masks.”

An hour later she led him to a room on the second floor. Ten boxes were stacked and sealed. The room was right next to the one she had been in the day before, which room was door closed now.

Tom picked up a box and started up the stairs. It wasn’t heavy, maybe twenty pounds, and this was going to be an easy job.

The attic was accessible by a pull down, folding staircase. He pulled, walked up the semi-ladder type steps, and inspected the attic.

Dusty, yes. There were already some things in it. Mostly books.

“I’m going to have to go through those. They were here when I moved in, and there might be some money in them.”

“Any place you want to put these boxes?”

“Over there.” She pointed to a corner of the attic. Next to the corner were two old rocking chairs. One was missing the basket seat, the other looked sturdy enough.

Tom began the up and down task. He didn’t bother trying to carry a bunch of boxes, he just did them one at a time.

Barb took a couple of boxes, then she got a phone call. She walked to the end of the hallway and spoke into her iphone. her back was turned and her voice was low.

Tom finished taking the boxes upstairs. The last one wasn’t sealed, and he placed it on top of two others next to the rocking chair. Then, going up and down stairs took a bit of energy, he sat down in the good rocker and just inspected the attic.

Didn’t look like the roof leaked, and there were no spiders. But it was hot.

Rocking, his eye fell on the last box he had brought up. He lifted the flap idly and looked in. Hunh. A bunch of papers, and on top was a scrap book of some kind. He lifted the book up and opened it, and caught his breath.

Naked women!

Naked women in poses!

Naked women with other naked women!

Naked women with naked men.

Doing things that naked men did to naked women!

And, women in leather with whips!

Women in leather spanking naked men.

Women in leather with men bound, in stocks, bent into positions.

Their penises being jacked…or just standing straight out and dripping. The photos were so good he could actually see the pre-cum drooling from their dicks.

Holy fuck!

He studied the women in the photos. Most of them were wearing masks, but not all.

And, in the last photos he saw…Barbara. Aunt Barb. His mouth was open and his brain was stunned.

“Oh, crap!”

He jerked and looked up.


PART Two

Barb had come up the squeaking, folding ladder, and he had been so into the photo book he hadn’t heard her.

“Oh, Geez! I’m sorry…” He closed the book and fumbled while he tried to get it back into the box.

Barb walked across the attic. She was frowning, biting her lip, but she didn’t seem upset.

“Don’t put it away.”

Tom held the book and watched her. She was wearing ragged coveralls and a halter top, and she was sexier than any ten movie stars in the world.

She looked at the rocker with the hole in the seat, then picked up a square of plywood and placed it on the seat. She sat down next to Tom and held out her hand. He placed the photo album in it.

She opened it and glanced at the first few photos. She said, “When I finished with college I didn’t want to go the route Margaret went. I didn’t have a man I truly loved, and I liked sex, and I made up my mind that I would make my life a sexual path. It wasn’t long before I was doing porn. I didn’t do much, you’d have to look a long way to find any of my work. There’s a million other women that have gone into porn, and I have been shoved onto the back burner.”

She flipped a few more pages, touched one the photos, one of the people, and smiled in fond remembrance.

“The reason I didn’t make a lot of movies was that I got into what is called BDSM.” She looked at him and smiled, “I’m sure you’ve heard of that.”

He nodded, couldn’t breath.

She reached over and felt his groin. “It doesn’t felt like you jacked off.”

“Uh, no.”

“That’s actually where it started for me. I liked being horny. I wouldn’t let myself cum for weeks, and one of the girls I was working with suggested I talk to someone, and I wound up make BDSM movies. Sometimes I was spankee,” she shrugged, then grinned, “and sometimes I was the spankor. I much preferred spanking to being spanked.

After the movies, they were getting a little too real for me, I went into domination. Became a mistress. That’s what paid for this house, all the repairs, the land.

“I made a lot of money. Tons of money. I had a talent, I became known, and I started delivering services to some very important people…and I got busted.”

She flipped through the book, went to the end where there was more S&M.

“The only thing that kept me out was that the people I was playing with didn’t want to risk me telling tales. So a deal was made. I retire, life goes on, and…I had enough money to make it work.

“Oh, I missed it. Badly. There is nothing like bending a man to your will. It’s the greatest turn on in the history of the world, at least as far as I’m concerned.

“So I live up here, I love my life, and I do a podcast on the net about dominating men, but…that’s the story in a nutshell.”

She turned to Tom. Then you show up. I can feel you. You have the same excitement in you that Margaret and I had when we were in college. You’re brave, you want to experience, and…you’ve been shut off. But you can’t blame Margaret.

“Heck, you’ve got the DNA, and she’s bought into a belief system. If you hadn’t met me you would have pulled somebody else in. You would find somebody to teach you, to love you, to abuse you in the manner you need.”

Tom was silent.

“Let’s go swimming.”

She stood up, tossed the book on top of the boxes, and walked out of the attic.

Tom followed her. He put the attic stairs up, sprinted down to the first floor. She was already walking across the lawn. She had lost her coveralls at the bottom of the stairs, and now she lost her halter top. Kicked off her shoes. Pulled off her socks.

She dove into the water and began swimming in circles. She didn’t look at him, and he knew she was thinking.

He stripped as he crossed the lawn and jumped into the pond. His hard dick dragged through the water.

They swam in lazy circles, around and around. The ducks on the far side ignored them. The turtle crawled up on the grass to enjoy the sun.

Barb climbed onto the raft and sat, staring at the house.

Tom climbed up and sat next to her.

He knew that though she was done talking, she wasn’t done. It was obvious that she was thinking about what came next.

She turned and pushed him back. His cock was up, and she grabbed it, stroked it, and smiled down at him.

“To be properly enslaved, to truly enjoy this thing we do, you must be horny. I’ve got a chastity tube if you need help. Do you need help? Or can you not masturbate until I tell you it’s okay?”

Her hand was soft and heavenly and he gulped. “I can hold off. It’ll be hard, but…I can do it.”

She laughed, squeezed his dick and shook it. “It’ll be hard? Are you making jokes?”

“No,” his voice sounded like she was strangling his throat instead of his cock.

She leaned over him, kept stroking, and kissed him. Her lips were soft, her breath was warm. He felt her large boobs on his chest.

“I’ve missed this. God, how I missed this. To have a man you can do anything to, and have him do nothing but thank you. I need this. Do you need this?”

“I…do…I…”

She let go of his cock. He was close.

“Tell me when you’re close,” she whispered as she nuzzled her mouth against his neck. “If we’re going to do this right there can be no accidents.”

He nodded. He was having trouble talking.

She threw a leg over him and sat on him. His penis was pushed up against her crack. She began grinding her pussy on him. The fact that he wasn’t inside her made it all the more excruciating.

“Oh, heysoos,” he whispered.

She leaned on him, kept her face an inch above his, and teased him with kisses. She kissed him lightly, and jerked away, made him want more. She played with his nipples and he arched his chest and groaned.

“Aren’t you sorry you didn’t take advantage earlier and jack off?”

“No,” whined. He was arching his hips now, wanting to get inside her in the worst possible way.

“You say no now, but a week from now you’re going to be begging for permission to cum. And you know what?”

“What?”

“You won’t be able to. Not for months. Maybe by the end of the summer I might let you cum a drop, give you a glorious ruined orgasm before you go to school. Would you like that? To go to school with your pecker stiff and totally out of control? You’ll meet so many pretty, young things, and they’re going to want to fuck, but you’ll be scared, and if you manage to overcome your fear you’ll cum prematurely. You reach for your zipper and you’ll cum in your pants. You’ll be that horny.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

She kissed him then, and interspersed words with the kisses to accentuate.

“I’m going to…fuck you…by not fucking…you…. I’m going to fuck your mind…you’ll…never be the same…. All you’ll want…is me…and you can never have me…. You’ll come up here on the weekends and beg me…but it won’t do any good…. Your cock is mine…your heart is mine…and you will love it.”

She pinned his arms then and fused her mouth with his. She ground her pussy on his belly and brushed her tits across his chest.

Suddenly she broke, laughed in delight, and jump up to put her pussy on his mouth. “Eat me, you bitch…take me to heaven. Let me know what it’s like…then I’ll take you to heaven…all summer long.”

He went to take control, to flip her over and be on top, but when he moved she snaked out of his grasp and slid into the water. She swam for the shore and tossed back over her shoulder. “You’ve already lost control.”

He jumped into the water and followed her, and knew she was right.

She strode up the lawn, not waiting for him, and he watched her perfect ass move back and forth. She didn’t look back and she entered the house before he was even halfway up the lawn. Right before she entered she yelled back, pick up those clothes!”

He stopped and picked up his clothes, and hers, then continued on into the house. Picked up her coveralls.

Where was she? What did she want him to do?

“Up here!” she yelled from the second floor.

He ran up the stairs, clothes in his hands, two steps at a time. his cock bobbed in the air in front of him. God, he was horny.

He walked down the second floor hallway and found her in the third room on the right. She was in a closet, and he looked around. It was a pink bedroom. A big poster bed in a corner. Cameras mounted in the other three corners. Little green lights indicated they were on.

She came out of the closet holding a garter and a bra. “Why did you bring that up here?” She looked at the clothes in his arms.

“Uh…I didn’t know…”

“You don’t even know what do do with dirty clothes? You silly, little boy. Throw them in the hallway. You can clean them later.”

She was forceful now, still joking, still pulling him along, maybe eve more than before.

He tossed the clothes out into the hallway, turned just in time to catch the garter belt and bra she threw at him.

“What…?”

“Put them on, silly.” Her voice could have cut cheese, but she was laughing on the inside, and that made him so happy.

He stepped into the garter and pulled it up to his waist. He figured out the bra and fastened it, then spun it around his waist and pulled the straps over his shoulders. It was a perfect fit, except for the fact that he didn’t have boobs.

“Sit down,” she nodded at the bed.

He sat, and she knelt before him and rolled nylons up his legs. She snapped the garter straps to them, and stood back. “God, you’re beautiful.”

His face was red, and he looked at the cameras, “What about…somebody will see…”

“So what? Maybe the world will see. Maybe I’ll black mail you.” She grabbed his cock and squeezed it, hard. He groaned and tried to push her hand away.

She pulled him off the bed, to his feet, and his knees were weak and as moved him across the room. “Sit down.” She let go.

He sat, and found himself staring at himself. He was at a vanity table, and it was filled with make up.

She picked up little sponges and began smoothing his face. She turned the chair sideways, then sat on hi slap. His cock was an inch from her pussy, scrunched up, but unable to enter. She ground her hips onto him and whispered. “You are perfect. You’re like a male me. I’m going to make you my masterpiece.”

She put the sponges aside and began applying primer. “You are my canvas.” She kissed him, hotly, then continued priming him.

She began putting foundation on his face. “Do you like this? Your cock is throbbing against my ass.”

“Oh…oh…” he gulped. His throat didn’t want to work.

She finished with the foundation and put blush on him, accentuated his cheeks, made his young face more and more feminine.

“I have missed this. It’s been over two years since I have used my genius, and you show up at my door. Is this destiny?”

She began to shadow his eyes. She lengthened his eyelashes and used eyeliner.              He caught glimpses of himself in the mirror, and it was frightening, and exhilarating, and his heart was pounding.             

“I called a doctor I know. He’s on his way. We’re going to give you tits.”

“But…how? Not implants?”

“Vacation boobs,” she answered. They inject a solution into your chest, it will wear off by the time you go to school. Or not, should you prefer to get a booster before you go for your higher education.”

His mind was having trouble keeping up. He wanted this. It was a dream come true, but…the idea of him having tits…it was too much!

“Your hair is long, but not long enough. I can bob it, or give you extensions.”

“Extensions,” he murmured.

“Of course,” she kissed him lightly, congratulating him on his choice.

She put lipstick on him. “This is lipstain, it will last longer. Are you looking forward to going and picking up my mail tomorrow? I told them my niece would be picking it up.”

“But…how did you know?

“I didn’t. I just called them before you came upstairs.”

She pierced his ears, put studs in them, then began working on his hair. It took an hour, but when she was done he had hair down to his shoulders. Wavy and beautiful, it framed his face and took away the last vestiges of his masculinity.

“Oh, my God,” he said, when he looked at the mirror.

“Oh, my Goddess,” she corrected him. And he was done. His face was feminine, and his body almost looked feminine. The lingerie changed his whole aspect, and all he needed was some curves on top to complete the transition.

Her phone rang. She smiled at him, “He’s here.” She picked up the phone, listened, then said, “Come on upstairs. We’re in one of the bedrooms.”

A minute later a handsome man in a suit entered. He smiled wryly, and said, “Is this the patient?”

“Big as you can make them, Doc.”

She didn’t bother to introduce Tom and the Doc, she just talked to the Doc as he worked. They talked about the weather, somebody named Johnson whose mare just foaled, the price of gas, who the latest fuck up in the White house was.

Tom lay on the bed and watched as the Doc measured him, then injected vial after vial of solution into his pectoral area. His chest began to expand. The skin tightened, and his boobs slowly grew.

“He’s got great skin.”

“Doesn’t he?”

An hour later the doctor was done. He pulled the bra up and refastened it, “You’re going to need this.” Then he backed away.

Tom looked at the mirror. A girl stared back. “Oh, my God…Goddess.” He breathed out.

“Wonderful,” complimented Barb. Then she turned to the doctor and grabbed his zipper and pulled it down.

The Doctor must not have been wearing underwear because his cock sprang out, fully hard.

Barb took a moment, stared hard at the doctor, who was staring back and breathing deeply. She turned to the vanity table and picked out a tube of red lipstick. She slowly applied it, and the Doc was mesmerized. She smacked her lips and said, “Pay day, Doc.”

“Oh, God,” he muttered.

“Oh, Goddess,” she corrected, then she got down on her knees and began slobbering over his cock. Her lips moved back and forth, her hands played with his testicles, spanked them, and she stroked his cock.

Within a minute the Doc was shivering and gasping.

“You want it on my face? Or neat?”

“Neat,” he managed to say.

She stroked, deep throated him, and his knees buckled. She held him up and he began to pump semen down her throat. A long minute, then she backed up, licked a last couple of drops, and pushed his dick back into his pants.

He helped her up. his face was red, but he was grinning. “No woman can do it like you.”

“I know.” She kissed him, and he didn’t mind that she had just had a mouthful of cum. In fact, Tom saw her tongue dart out and into his mouth, and he seemed to enjoy that even more.

Then he smiled at Tom, turned around and left.

Barb turned back to Tom.

“How are you doing?”

“I…I can’t believe it.”

“Believe. And let’s go have a drink and talk about the new rules.”

“The new rules?”

“Sure. Tom is gone, long live Thomasina. Go sit on the porch and I’ll fix lunch. Oh, one last thing.”

“Yes?”

“Put those shoes one.”

She pointed towards the dresser. A pair of high heels stood on the surface.

In a daze, Tom walked out of the room…on high heels.

He staggered and wobbled, had to hold the wall at one point, but he made it down the hallway, then down the stairs. He sat at the table on the porch and waited.

He looked down at his nylon clad legs. Chic and slick with a second skin. He had to lean forward to look over his new boobs.

Boobs. He had boobs. he couldn’t believe it.

It was like he had been waiting for years, and now it had happened. He hadn’t even had a real idea that this was what he wanted, but it was.

He looked out over Barb’s property. It was idyllic. Paradise. And he was a brand new Eve. A new woman.

He heard the door open and turned at Barb’s footsteps. She had a tray in each hand. She handed him the tray of sandwiches, and placed the other tray on the table. The other tray had two frosty glasses on it.

She put one in front of him and kept the other for herself. She sailed the round tray they had been on out onto the lawn.

“What are you…”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got a maid who will pick up after me.”

It was plain that she meant him.

“Now, have a drink and let’s celebrate.” She held her glass up to clink.

He clinked and then sipped the drink and his eyes opened. It was bourbon. Good bourbon, and it went down easily.

“Whoa,” he muttered as the cold slid down his gullet and exploded into a fire in his belly.

“Drink up,” Barb said. “There’s plenty more. And sit back like this,” she sat back so that her chest arched forward.

Tom duplicated the way she was sitting, and though his new chest wasn’t as big as hers, it was plenty big.

They each ate part of a sandwich, then went to just the whiskey.

“Drink up,” she said at one point. “We’ve got more to do, and I want you amenable.”

“What more?” his mind was already blown apart.

“You’ll find out.

“You blew the doctor for my tits?”

“Guilty,” she clinked glasses with him again. “I find bartering so much more profitable than spending money.”

“Well, thanks.”

She was already a little tipsy. “Don’t worry. I’ll be sucking on your cock pretty soon.”

Tom shook his head in amazement. He was also a little tipsy.

Barb got up and went back into the house. She came out with the bottle and they continued drinking, just passing the bottle back and forth and drinking directly from it.

“I can’t tell you how rejuvenating this is. I had decided, after college, to devote my life to sex, and then to be told by the government I couldn’t practice what I love best…” she shook her head sadly. “It’s been rough.”

“I’ll bet.”

She laughed. “You’ll bet? You don’t know anything, yet!”

He said, “I know what it is like to be so horny, to want something with your whole soul, and not be able to get it. In truth, to not even have a clear grasp on what it is that you want, but which is driving you crazy.”

She nodded. “I guess you do know. My apologies.”

They talked then, two girls, about life, and college, and what Tom really wanted out of college.

Tom actually had back off on going to college, but listening to Barb he started to think about how good it could be. Especially now, with what he was learning.

“Well, are you ready for phase two?”

Tom’s eyes were out of focus, but he nodded. “Sure.”

“Then let’s go see what we shall see.”

She stood up, swayed, and when he stood up and staggered she grabbed him by the cock and steadied him.

She led him into the house, like a dog on a very, very short leash. He fond himself walking better, or maybe it was that he was too drunk to know that he was walking badly.

She led him back towards the kitchen. Behind the kitchen was a pantry, and the shelves were laden with canned goods and such.

“You won’t believe this,” she said. “But there is a secret basement. I think it might have been part of the underground railroad.”

She grabbed a piece of wood that looked like it was nailed to the wall and supporting a shelf and pulled. The whole back of the pantry swung open, and he stared into a stairway that led down into the darkness.

“Holy fu—“

She pulled his weenie before he could finish his expletive, and he followed her down the darkened stairs.

The wood of the house turned into foundation. The stairway turned into a brick tunnel, and they descended about twenty feet. There the tunnel split.

To one side the tunnel went off into the distance. “That leads to a hole in the ground. It’s covered with a board, but that’s how the slaves got out.

To the other side the tunnel turned into darkness and Barb led him down that tunnel.

They walked about twenty feet and Tom was pretty sure they were under the house. It was pitch dark now, and Tom couldn’t see a thing. Then it felt like he was in an open space. Barb let go of him and he heard a scratching sound. A match flamed up, then a lantern. Tom looked around.

It was a big space and the walls were made of brick. There were arches and pillars here and there, and the construction was definitely to last.

“This is where the slaves stayed when they couldn’t be upstairs. They would wait for the coast to be clear, then Carter Johnson, or whoever owned this house then, would lead them out the other tunnel, to some other stop on the road to freedom.

Tom was awed, and he began to take notice of the furniture. There were a couple of big crates, looked like they had been used for tables, and a couple of rocking chairs. And…a weird sort of horse. It was shaped like a saw horse, but with a wide center plank and padding. There were little platforms on the legs of the horse. Lengths of small chain hung from the legs above the platform.

Behind the horse was a St. Andrew’s cross.

Barb was watching him take it all in, and grinning. She said, “Isn’t it funny? This place was used to rescue slaves, and now I use it to make slaves. Am I bad?”

Tom turned to her. “Oh, no. God, no. Goddess no.”

She came close to him then, and in the flicker of the lantern she kissed him. Deeply. Like she was going to suck his soul right out through his mouth.

“Okay, you ready for the real fun and games?”

He nodded.

“Lay down on the horse.”

He lay down, felt his garter straps pulling on the nylons, his boobs were flattened out on the center plank of the horse.

“Put your elbows and knees on the platforms.

He did, and found that they, too were padded.

Barb fastened the little chains around his biceps and thighs and he was securely fastened. The horse was bolted to the ground and there was no way he could unbalance it.

Barb moved back into the shadows. It was very spooky, like a dungeon from the middle ages.

“I moved my toys down here. I’m going to put in some electric lights. Maybe some dim, yellow bulbs to keep the ambience. What do you think?”

His face was slanted slightly up, for there was a chin platform at the front of the horse. The horse was a bit short, so his ass was poking up in the air.

“I…it’s…”

“Hard to talk, eh?”

“Yes.”

She came out of the shadows. She was wearing a leather harness around her waist, and a big penis jutted out from her groin. Tom eyes grew wide.

“I’ve thought about getting some of those politicians I used to play with down here. Thought about maybe leaving them down here. Let them play with the rats. Would you like to play with rats? Tommy? Thomasina?”

“I…no.”

“Good answer. Do you think there are rats down here?”

“I…I don’t think so.”

“Hunh. I’ve always wondered.”

She stepped in front of him and he looked directly at the big penis coming out of her crotch.

“It’s time, Thomasina. Time for me to get a blow job. Do you think you can accommodate me?”

“Yes.” His heart was throbbing in his chest. He was scared, and elated, and happy.

She moved forward and he opened his mouth. He began to suck on her plastic dong.

“Suck it good, honey, you know where it’s going next.”

Tom licked and blew and sucked and tried to make it slick with his saliva.

Barb stepped back, pulled her dick out of his mouth and smiled down at him. “Goddess, you are perfect.” She walked beside him, trailed her fingers down his back, over his bra strap, over his garter. She positioned herself between his legs.

“Oh, honey, you’re going to like this.”

She used her fingers first. In spite of the remark about getting her cock juicy, she had a lot of lube on her fingers, and she reamed him slowly, lovingly.

“Isn’t this wonderful she said, fondling his buns as she went to two fingers.

Tom felt like his asshole was suddenly in heaven. It was twitching with desire, and when she went to three fingers he almost came.

“I’m close,” he said.

“I know. Hold on a while and I’ll get you some relief.”

Four fingers. A hand minus the thumb. He wondered if she was going to fist him, but then she pulled her hand out and stepped in between his legs. He felt the tip of her cock pressing against his bud, then she was moving in to him.

Tom arched his back, he tried to push with his butt, he felt his hole expanding, and all his nerves were screaming, ‘More! More!’

“Oh, this is wonderful. Look how you’re enjoying this.”

He was sobbing with all the pleasure being pushed through his asshole. He was trying to circle his butt and feel more.

Barb took her time, ground into him, and suddenly he heard something splatter.

“There you go, baby.”

More splatter, and he was starting to feel weird. Sort of goofy happy.

“What’s happening?” he muttered, slowing down his attempt to eke more out of her cock.

“You’re being drained. I’m pressing on your prostate and it’s forcing your semen out. Do you like that?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“And it’s going to get better.”

She fucked him for another minute, then pulled out of him.

“Oh, Goddess,” he mumbled, hardly able to talk.

She undid the chains and helped him to his feet. his asshole felt big, like it was open.

He was drunk, on high heels, and now so goofy feeling he wasn’t sure where his legs were.

She helped him across the basement, the dungeon, and down the long hall. He could feel her breasts against him. He could feel his own breasts.

She took him upstairs, then to the third floor. He had a hard time climbing the stairs, and when he reached the top he looked down at his groin. His cock was stiff. More rigid now than before he came.

“I thought you said I had an orgasm?”

“I said you had cum. No orgasm. Your mind still thinks you need one of those.

She took him to her room and laid him down on his back on her bed. She tied little ribbons from his wrists and ankles to the bedposts.

“What are you doing?”

His cock was standing straight up. It was jerking and twitching.

“It’s time I had a good fucking.”

She climbed onto the bed, climbed onto him. She sank her pussy down over his penis.

He gasped as heaven engulfed him.

“Oh….oh…”

She began to move. She had her hands on his boobs, her hips moved around and around. He felt like his cock was in a meat grinder of the most delicious kind.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “You aren’t going to be able to cum. You don’t have any cum left in you. But your dick thinks there is, and it’s going to stay nice and hard for me.”

She began to move her hips back and forth. He felt the rim of her pussy sliding over his cock.

“But it feels like I’m going to cum!”

“Go ahead.”

He tried, he kept moving his hips, scouring her insides with the tip of his dick, but, after an hour he had not cum. And he was suddenly sure that he wouldn’t be able to.

She had cum several times, however, and it looked like she was going to cum some more. And she leaned down and nibbled on his ear and whispered, “This is going to be a great summer, isn’t it?”

Tom just moaned and tried to fuck her harder.

END
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Feminized by a power mad Dominatrix!


PART ONE

THUS FAR…

James, now known as Jamie, was accused by Mrs. Johnson of peeping through her window and masturbating. He was innocent, but Mrs. Johnson convinced his mother to allow her to utilize ‘petticoat punishment’ to cure James of his sexual ‘addiction.’

James is forced to wear Victorian clothes during the day, then is sent home to his mother wearing more modern female apparel. He sees no way out of the conundrum, and things are getting worse! Mrs. Johnson is using drugs and a blue tooth type of butt plug to make him compliant!

“Hi, Mommy!” I entered the kitchen and gave my Mom a big hug. She hugged me back, then held me at arm’s length and inspected me.

“Oh, Jamie. You are so beautiful. But you’re wearing more make up. Is that okay with Mrs. Johnson?”

“She put it on me, Mommy. She says I’m growing up.”

She took me in her arms again, hugged me some more. I could feel the happiness radiating from her.

Then she held me at arm’s length again. There was a bit of a frown on her face. “Are you happy, Jamie? Really happy?”

“Oh, yes, Mommie.”

But inside me, way in the back of my cranium, was this teensy weensie voice saying I wasn’t. But I had this tremendously warm feeling emanating from my rear end. It was just a subtle vibration that made me feel like I was going to have an orgasm. And if I could just be nice enough, say the things that Mrs. Johnson wanted me to say, then…then maybe I could have a real orgasm!

She hugged me again, and I felt so warm and happy, held in her arms, her big breasts pressed against me.

Then she held me out at arm’s length yet again, but this time she looked down at my chest.

“Oh, my gosh. My baby girl is starting to develop.”

I looked down, and it was true. My pectoral muscles were showing just the slightest swelling. They weren’t tits, yet, but they were changing, growing bigger. And when I felt them later I knew it wasn’t muscle, but that delightful form of fat that makes up a woman’s breasts.

And inside something was shrieking.

Suddenly the phone rang. Mom smiled at me, then turned and picked up her cell phone. “Hello?”

And the doorbell rang.

“Hi, Mrs. Johnson,” she looked at me and indicated I should answer the door.

Happily, my Mom loved me, I went for the door, and suddenly I was experiencing misgivings. The door. Me dressed as a girl, and I suddenly felt like a shard of ice was shooting through my asshole.

I grunted and tried to muster happy thoughts real quick. So what if I was a girl. I was a happy girl! Had to be happy, happy, happy!

“I see, Mrs. Johnson. And what should we do about that?”

A dim, far away part realized that Mrs. Johnson was telling tales on me, tattling, but I tried to ignore that, forget about that, take my attention off listening to the phone call and I opened the door.

“Hi, James.” It was Mary Jane, and I suddenly felt all the warmth and happiness vibrating out of my heinie. I had had a crush on Mary Jane for as long as I could remember. I smiled, and the warmth got bigger.

“Hi, Mary Jane!” I sounded gleeful, but that was because I was so happy!

“You sounded so strange I thought I would come over and check on you.”

She loves me! She’s checking on me!

My mother’s voice droned on from the kitchen. It sounded serious, but that was okay. I was with Mary Jane, and the voice in the back of my head was screaming…but my butt was singing.

Mary Jane leaned forward, glanced towards the kitchen where my mother was talking, then pulled me out the front door. She didn’t close the front door all the way, just left it ajar so she could see when Mom came to check on me.

“James? Is Mrs. Johnson giving you something? Like, pills? Or something?”

My mind started to go riot. It was like I had an eighteen wheeler in my head, backing up, aimed for me, and all I could hear was Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!

“No,” my voice sounded very strange to me. Unhappy thoughts were descending.

“Because you’re acting so strange, and it’s not like you should be wearing a dress. That’s not the James that I know.”

“Oh.”

Bweep! Bweep! Bweep! Something bad was going to happen. I felt like my asshole was colder than an eskimo’s dick.

When I didn’t say anything more Mary Jane went on. “I’ve always liked you, James.”

I felt heat and warmth.

“But if something is happening to you, something bad…”

Cold and icy sensations, like my balls were going to freeze and drop off.

“Then I really want to know.”

Bweep! Bweep! And it felt. like I was about to shit a frozen football.

“I…I…”

I wanted to say something, but I didn’t want my asshole to turn into an ice cube.

“James,” she took my hands, just like Mom sometimes held my hands, and looked into my eyes. The Bweeping receded and I felt the warmth down there.

“I really like you.”

The heat escalated, turned into a volcano, and the volcano…the volcano…

“It would make me very happy if you would trust me and talk to me…”

I started to shiver and shudder. I closed my eyes and the heat overwhelmed me, and I…

“…and tell me what is wrong.”

Two things happened at once.

Splat. That was the first thing.

And, it felt like a big shard of ice was jamming up my heinie.

Mary Jane looked down at the ‘splat.’ A big glob of semen sat on the porch. It had seeped out of my cock cage, through my thin panties, and…and it had landed right between my feet.

“Oh,” I shuddered, and shivered, and the ice took over. In the back of my head I knew, with certainty, that getting approval from a woman, feeling the love, made me so warm I could…orgasm.

But telling my secret, what Mrs. Johnson was doing to me…that was the opposite of an orgasm, and it felt like somebody had dunked my testicles in a quick freeze vat.

Mary Jane looked up at me, her face a mix of confusion and surprise. “Did you just—“

“Hi, Mary Jane.”

Mom opened the door and smiled. The cell phone was still in her hand.

“Hi, Mrs. Hanson.” She wiped the look of confusion off her face.

“What do you think of Jamie’s new look?”

“Oh, it is…” I could see her, from way back in my mind, adjusting, coping, coming to grips with the situation. “…quite pretty.”

“Yes, it makes for a much softer, gentler Jamie. He’s so sweet now.”

“Yes, Mrs. Hanson.” She tried to sound normal, but there was an element of strangle in her voice.

“Well, Jamie has to come in for dinner. Come by again sometime.”

“I will.”

Then she surprised me, and my Mom, by moving forward and hugging me. “You look really cute, Jamie.” And I felt her knee between my legs. For a second I thought she was trying to press my cock with her knee, then I realized she was just using her foot to spread the cum on the porch out, to make it easier for the spot to dry.

She loved me.

I felt so warm and happy, and then the door was closing and Mom was guiding me back into the house. My last sight of Mary Jane was her standing there, looking a bit forlorn and biting her lip. And trying to look happy, anyway.

“That was nice of Mary Jane to call on you.”

Mom had her arm around me and walked me into the kitchen. She sat me down at the table and we chatted while she prepared dinner.

“How was your day, dear?”

“It was fine, Mommie.”

“Excellent. Mrs. Johnson said you were having a bit of trouble, but…”

She talked, and a voice in the back of my head went ‘Blah, blah, blah!’

But I tried to shut the voice up so I could get the happy feeling back again.

But I couldn’t. And Mom kept talking and talking, and I finally blurted. “I had an accident.”

She stopped cutting carrots and turned to me. “What kind of an accident?”

“When I was talking to Mary Jane. She said she liked me, and that me so happy that I…that I…”

“What did you do, Jamie?”

“I came.”

Talk about a dead silence.

My mother’s eyes opened. Her mouth opened. She dropped the knife in the sink, and I started to cry.

She came to me quickly, lifted me up by the arms and hugged me. She brushed my hair and whispered. “It’s okay, Jamie. Accidents will happen. But Mrs. Johnson’s program is working and I’m sure she’ll help you get past this…difficult time.”

As she calmed me down and brushed my hair I began to feel warm again. Real warm. Not warm enough to cum again—she was my mother, after all—but…real warm.

And I had the thought, way back in my head, What if I could cum again? Would it matter if she was my mother?

There was a part of me that was aghast at such thought. But the happy, warm feeling was much greater than that terrible thought.

I went to bed early, right after dinner. I put on my peignoir because Mom told me to, and I was wearing my training bra, which needed to be a little bit bigger than just a training bra, under the peignoir.

I also wore panties.

Mom took me into her bedroom and sat me on the bed and hugged me some more, and kept kissing my cheek. It was making me really warm, and now I did have to worry about cumming again.

I had to worry because, in addition to the warm feeling, she kept touching my breasts. Feeling them, smiling so happily. “You’re going to be so beautiful. I always wanted a daughter, and now…now…” she sighed.

Then she frowned. “And how is your penis?”

“It’s fine.”

She insisted on me pulling down my pants so she could feel the cock cage.

“It sure is throbbing. And look how it’s trying to…to become an erection.”

“It feels good, Mommie.”

She was talking like it was bad, but I liked the feeling of warm and happy and the way my cock was trying to respond.

“I’m sure it does.” She sounded dry. I think she disapproved.

“Well, you go to sleep and I’ll be in later. Don't you just love sleeping together?”

“Yes, Mommie.” And I did. I loved being in her arms, feeling her breasts on me. Even feeling her hand grasping my swelling boob.

She gave me a final kiss and tucked me in, and within no time I was asleep.

I awoke during the night, a couple of times, and each time I snuggled back into Mom’s arms. I wanted to turn and touch her breasts, maybe even to kiss them, but I was too scared…the first time.

The second time I awoke I found that I had managed to turn in my sleep. Our faces were inches apart and I could feel her warm breath on my cheek.

And the sheet had slid down a little and her big boobs were exposed. She hadn’t worn a bra tonight. I guess she felt comfortable not wearing a bra with me because…because now I was like a girl.

I looked at her breasts, rising and falling.

I slithered down and put my face against them. They were so white and hot and…and the nipples were distended.

I touched one with a finger, and Mom groaned.

Then her eyes opened.

She smiled. “Oh, Jamie,” and she hugged me, brought my face right into her boobs. “You make me so happy!”

And I felt the warmth in my butt, I felt the throbbing heat. And I made a mess.

The next morning Mom acted like nothing happened, that what had happened was perfectly normal.

“Rise and shine, my sweety. Big day today.”

I rose, and I shone, about as much as I could with the drugs wearing off, and the buzz in my butt waning.

Still, there was enough juice left in Mrs. Johnson’s magic butt plug and…and I was wearing a butt plug! I had sort of known it, but it was way back in my skull. But now, the drugs wearing off, and the battery wearing down…I knew it. That was why I had acted so goofy.

And I turned bright red, remembering that I had orgasmed, and deposited a load right on the porch. Right in front of Mary Jane!

Oh, geez. If I had thought she was going to help me somehow, that notion was gone now.

And then I turned even redder. I went to the bed and pulled back the sheet. Yep. There was the mess, exactly how I remembered it.

Shamed, humiliated, embarrassed beyond belief, I got dressed and went into the kitchen.

“A quick breakfast,” she placed a plate of waffles in front of me, “And we’re off. And, Jamie, I have a wonderful surprise for you.”

“You do?”

“Yes. You’re going to get to spend the whole weekend with Mrs. Johnson.”

BWEEP! BWEEP! BWEEP!

But there was still juice in the butt plug, and the enough drugs coursing through my system, that I couldn’t object. The icy feeling of a freezing rectum was just too much. I couldn’t deal with that. Especially when I had the option of having happy thoughts…and a happy rectum.

“Now, eat up, and head on over. I’m going to work now. I’ll see you Monday morning.”

And she left.

Left me to the harridan who had ruptured my butt with her nefarious and evil butt plug. Who had drowned me in chemicals and submerged my mind, the real me.

Who had taken away my masculinity and left me a simpering sissy.

And I had the bleak thought, as I did the dishes. Mommie, what have you done?

Dishes done I walked to the front door, and tried not to. I even managed to step backwards a few steps. But then I found myself on the porch.

Oh, no! I started to turn to grab the knob. To turn it, to hold on to it, to grab it like a life preserver. And turned all the way around and stepped down from the porch.

Step by step I walked towards the front gate. But every three steps forward was two steps back.

Then, down the sidewalk. Stopping, standing with sweat beading my brow, my scalp perspiring. Turning, squatting and trying to grab the ground and hold myself in place with my hands. Taking a step forward and trying to leap back.

I looked like a demented, overgrown sixth grader playing a weird, insane game of jacks.

Then I was holding on to Mrs. Johnson’s gate, breathing hard, desperate.

And my hand pulled back the gate, and I stepped in. And Mrs. Johnson was standing on her porch, a glint in her eye, a victorious smile on her face.

“Come along, Jamie.”

And, sobbing, I felt myself giving up. My feet moved up the walk, climbed the stairs, and Mrs. Johnson held the door open for me.

We didn’t go upstairs this morning. Clothes would have gotten in the way of what Mrs. Johnson had planned for me. “Down to the basement, Jamie.”

I walked in front of her, and we passed through the kitchen.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Jamie.”

I opened the door that looked like a pantry and descended the long flight of stars to the basement.

“Here I am doing my best to make you a proper young lady and you talk to that filthy Mary Jane, and…did you complain to your mother?”

“No, ma’am.”

We reached the bottom of the steps and I walked across the long floor to the far wall. The dim, yellow lights flickered above. My heels went click, click, click.

Mrs. Johnson’s shoes went click, click, click a little louder.

Like she was chasing me by the sound of her clicking heels.

“Take your clothes off, Jamie.”

I had the dreadful feeling that something terrible was going to happen to me, and there was no way I could summon a happy thought to combat the icy feeling in my rectum.

I took off my clothes and stood shivering in the cool basement air.

“Lay down on the horse. Face down.”

I did, and she quickly fastened the straps around my ankles and wrists. I was secured, and had not a bit of wiggle room. I could arch my back, but not much. I was securely trussed for whatever she had in mind.

Mrs. Johnson went to the cabinet, and I raised my head and saw what was in it.

A record player on the left side. On the right side were pegs with various instruments hanging from them.

The pear of anguish was there, a tangle of little clips, and large bubble things. There was a strange assortment of thin, metal bars leaning in one corner. There were whips and paddles. There were clamps and ropes. It was a big cabinet and it was chockfull of things.

“What are you going to do?” I asked, my voice shaking.

“Give you a lesson,” she took a record out of the rack under the phonograph, inspected the label, then placed it on the turntable. She lowered the needle and there was a scratchy sound, then music issued form several speakers which had been hung from the rafters.

She turned and smiled. “This room was prepared by my husband, before he passed. He was quite the genius. He invented the butt plug that you have in you. He built this horse. He invented all sorts of things. His major interest, though, outside of inventing, was Nazism. He learned to speak the German language. He scoured museums and warehouses, and researched all the wonderful things the Nazis did. Ah, what I would give for a heaping helping of Zyklon B.”

The music built, and it was beautiful music, but harsh. Not a symphony of love, but a clash of violence and victory. I learned later that it was ‘The Ride of the Valkyries.’ I would, through the day, hear all the parts of  Der Ring des Nibelungen, by Richard Wagner.

“Ah, the wonderful times we spent in this dungeon, him and I. He taught me so much. He loved to explore new methods on my flesh, but I loved exploring his flesh more. That, unfortunately, led us deeper and deeper into our researching, and, ultimately, one day,” she was dragging this out. Hating an old memory? Or enjoying it?

“One day he succumbed. On that very bench upon which you recline. Would you like to succumb?”

That sort of shocked me. The butt plug was almost out of juice, the chemicals were wearing off, and I had a physical reaction, a jerk, to her question.

She sat on a chair next to me and placed a palm on my cheek.

“Oh, don’t worry. I wouldn’t do that. I have learned so much since those caveman times. I have learned how to remake people as I see fit.”

That the chemicals were wearing off was obvious, for I suddenly muttered, “you’re crazy.”

“Some people might think so,” she said agreeably, “But, really, I am a futurist. Society is not just wicked, it is out of balance. Too many men. Too many people telling other people what to do. Too many people living their lives without regard for what they should be doing…”

In my mind I was framing objections to her statements.

Too many men…because she had lost her man.

People telling other people what to do…like she was telling me, and my Mom, and Mary Jane.

People living their lives without regard for others, which was what she was doing.

Suddenly she pressed my cheeks apart and pulled the butt plug out of my ass. She held it up so I could see it. “A wonderful design. Works on batteries. Won’t come loose unless you know how to take it out.” She smiled and put it aside.

I lay there and felt the strange sensation of my ass feeling relief…and yet missing that terrible object.

“Okay, now here’s how it’s going to work. Your control has been removed. The chemicals should be just about out of your system, and you are going to feel what I am going to do to you.”

“What are you going to do?”

“People think torture is pain.” That’s all she said, she she walked over to the cabinet and got out the pear of anguish.

“No! Please!” I was already crying. “I don’t want that!”

“Then you’d better be a good, little girl and follow instructions.”

She pushed it in, and it expanded, and I gasped. It felt larger than  it had before. I felt like I was being stretched…and yet…it felt good.

“Now then, I’m going to change into my working clothes. Don’t go away.” She laughed and sashayed across the basement. I stared as her butt swayed.

She went up the stairs, and I was left with the crashing sounds of ‘The Ride of the Valkyries.’

The music had just ended and I lay on the sawhorse, my mind a funk, wondering what was going to happen, when I heard her descend the stairs.

I looked up, and was shocked.

Mrs. Johnson, who wore Victorian clothes, who acted so prim and proper, even when she washed my cock or put make up on me, was wearing a leather outfit. A dominatrix outfit.

Her legs were encased in shiny black. Her waist was squeezed a bit, which only made her breasts seem even larger. Her hair was in a topknot, pulled back tight so the wrinkles on her face were near gone. And she was wearing red lipstick.

She sauntered proudly towards me, a haughty smile on her face.

“What clothes do hide, yes?”

Suddenly, I could hear a Germanic accent. Her words were clipped, and her manner was harsh.

“In Germany, when researching the Nazi method for extracting information, I came across wonderful collections of photographs of women dressed like this. The sharp toed high heels, the way the leather grabs your body and squeezes it. I decided that this was who I really was. And I did work like this for a number of years. The German people do love this look. Every hausfrau has a dominatrix outfit hiding in her closet, and a dominatrix hiding in her heart.”

“You’ve got to let me go.”

She chuckled, a throaty sound filled with mean intent. “I’ve got to let you know,” she said. “I’ve got to let you know how to make love like a German. I’ve got to change your way of thinking that you might accept my instructions more readily. Are you ready to begin?”

“No! I want to go home!”

“Mommy’s boy,” she sneered, and she went to the cabinet and selected a short whip. “This is called a flogger.” She laid it on my back, then took two glass cups out of the cabinet. They had tubes running from the bottoms. She set one on each side of me, then returned to the cabinet for a small machine.

“Just because you must be disciplined doesn’t mean we should stop working on your form.”

From the top shelf of cabinet she took a small vial. She shook out a pill, placed the vial back, and returned to me.

“The chemicals I have been adjusting you with are much stronger than the drugs you will buy at your local pharmacy. They are potent, act fast, and…and that is why your chest is already swelling.”

She knelt in front of me, I was looking up, and she slid a thin board under my chin and between my chest and the sawhorse.

“Ack!” I almost panicked, being held in such an awkward position.

She smiled, and held my nose.

I had to breath, and I opened my mouth…and she popped the pill down my throat. I tried not to swallow, but it was helpless. It was a natural reflex and I couldn’t stop it. I felt the pill slide down my esophagus. I choked a bit, but then she pulled the board out and my head flopped down.

I tried to spit the pill out, but it was gone. “What did you do to me?”

“Sped up the process. A potion of extreme estrogen. You will grow very rapidly now.”

“I don’t want to be a girl!”

“But you will.”

She attached the glass half globes to my pectoral muscles. She squeezed a little hand grip and the air was sucked out of the globe. My chest started to swell inside the globes, and it felt so very, very good.

“What are you doing?”

“Helping the drugs grow you a nice set of tits,” she responded.

She stood up then, picked up the flogger, and began.

I expected a whipping that would score my skin, leave deep stripes with the blood welling up. What I got was a soft caress of soft leather. Again and again.

She started at my feet and moving up my body. Never hard enough to show a bruise, and moving so that an accumulation of strokes in the same area would leave no trace.

At first, it was laughable. It was just like cloth falling on my body.

But she wasn’t whipping my flesh…she was whipping my nerves. The constant whipping excited the nerves, made them protest, made them alive…and I began to feel them twitching and jerking.

It was an itch that couldn’t be scratched, and it grew itchier and itchier. My flesh, the nerves under my unmarked flesh, began to burn.

Over the calves, till my calves were leaping. Then to the backs of the upper legs, the hams. The heat was coursing through my body now. The legs received the flogging, but the heat emanated from the hams and infected my entire body. By the time she reached my buttocks my whole body felt hot, and, unbelievably…it was sexual!

Not pain. Never pain, unless too much pleasure can be construed as pain. She had said, ‘People think torture is pain,’ and I hadn’t understood what she meant. Now I did.

Over my back, and it was almost loving the way she stoked me and stroked me. She didn’t speak, she put on…I think it was Beethoven…and the music soothed me, even as the whip excited me.

Onto my shoulders. Feeling the tips touch my neck, and the heat was filing my entire body. I was throbbing, my whole body pulsing, like a penis. She kept whipping. She whipped the top of my head, and I was sobbing, and trying to erect, and everything felt so good.

She had caused an explosion of endorphins within me, and they were now in charge. All I could feel was the tremendous excitement and warmth coursing through me.

Occasionally I begged. Sometimes I asked for more. Always, I felt myself submerging under the caress of the leather.

Hours had passed, and I no longer struggled. The flogging had stopped, but I was content to stay in that subspace that called to me, warmed me, made me a better person. A more gentle person. Gentle like a woman.

I felt her release the globes, and I could see that my chest was swollen even more. Then she undid the straps, and she helped me to sit up. She gave me a broth, and I could feel strength coming back into me. I stared at the little breasts that were beginning on my chest.

She helped me to my feet and supported me as she guided me towards the stairs. I lifted my feet, and slowly ascended the stairs. As I opened the door a delicious aroma assailed my nostrils.

She moved me to the kitchen table and sat me down. She was so kind and solicitous, and she had taken me so far. I looked at her gratefully.

“Eat. Chicken noodle soup. You need your strength for the afternoon”

I ate, and she held my hair back so it wouldn’t fall into the soup.

At one point I began to cry, deep, wracking sobs, and my tears fell in my soup. Mrs Johnson pushed the bowl away and took my head and held it to her breasts. Now my tears were falling on her boobs.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized through the tears.

“Hush, now. It’s okay.”

Finally, I was done, with crying and with lunch, and she moved me back towards the dungeon.

The dungeon. I looked askance at her.

“It’s necessary,” she assured me.

We descended the stairs, and now I could walk unaided. She kept her arm around me, however, and it felt good to feel her body, her warmth, her large breasts pressing against my arm.

We returned to the horse and she turned me and sat me on the end, then she pushed very gently with her red tipped fingers and I laid back.

I faced the ceiling, watched the ancient sub-flooring, and she attached straps to my body. My arms were pressed against my sides, my legs were tight together, and she lifted my chastity cock so it sat upon my juncture and was not squeezed between my legs. The straps went over my neck, over my belly, over my legs.

Again, I was trussed as tight as a fat woman in a girdle, and I stared at the floor above and wondered what was going to happen. I didn’t have long to wonder.


PART TWO

Mrs. Johnson went to the cabinet and took out a jar. She sat next to me and unscrewed the jar.

“This is a very potent breast enhancement cream. The drugs are already working in your body. You can see the swelling on your chest. I have prepared the skin with the suction cups, and now it is time to massage the most potent cream in the world into your breasts.

She began to massage my pectorals, to rub the ointment into my flesh. She took her time, and it felt so very good. She pressed and palpated and stroked and worked the cream into my chest.

“Why is it burning?” I asked.

“That is your body creating new cells, your blood vessels growing to give enough nourishment to your new boobs. It will hurt a little bit, but I will give you a pill when we are done to help the growth, and to help you transmute pain into pleasure.”

She had said ‘people think torture is pain,’ and I had seen the lie of that.

She spent an hour just massaging my chest, and when she was done I was moaning with pleasure, and it certainly felt like my boobs had grown; it felt like she was actually handling little mounds of flesh. I couldn’t be sure, though, because I couldn’t raise my head to look.

Then she gave me a pill, and just in time. The butt plug, the pear of anguish was starting to hurt. I had overdone the pleasure, and I realized something.

Enough pain and it becomes pleasure, enough pleasure and it becomes pain. Which realization was in keeping with what I had experienced, and what she had told me.

She began to flog me again, this time the front of my body, and I was immediately thrust into that subspace of agonizing pleasure.

Gently, she whipped my feet, brought them to life. Then my shins, and my thighs. My legs started to tremble, and then spasm.

She smiled as she watched my body learn to want her methods.

She undid my cock cage and put it aside, then she stood over me and flogged my groin. So gently, and my penis cried for the agonizing sensation of pain made pleasure. Again and again the soft strokes struck my penis, my balls, my whole pubic area. I had an erection that wouldn’t quit, and she would stop every once in a while and just take a few minutes to stroke it, and to fondle my balls.

Up the stomach, and I felt like doing a thousand crunches as the pleasure washed through me.

The pill, the pill was taking effect.

Then she began whipping my breasts, and she took God’s sweet time doing it. For an hour she stroked my breasts, then another hour. By now she was quite exhausted. She was strong, made strong by whipping people, but there was an end even to her staunch muscles.

She went to my face, and the strokes became almost gossamer to my senses. Light slitherings of intense pleasure. My cheeks, my nose, my forehead. Then, finally, the top of my head.

She was done, gasping. She had just spent over eight hours executing the softest whipping known to man, and she was weak in the legs.

She undid my straps, then sat, almost collapsed on the chair next to the horse.

“The pill in the pink bottle on the top shelf. And turn off the music.”

I turned off the record player and Strauss’s strings faded into nothingness. I found the bottle and took a pill, and was glad to. Mrs. Johnson had given me so much pleasure, my whole body was tingling.

“Now, press the button in the pear of anguish and hold it down.”

I bent a little bit, reached down, and pressed the button. Air whistled past my fingers.

“Take it out.”

I did. I marveled at it.

“In the cabinet, the third drawer, choose a butt plug.”

I went to the third drawer and inspected the various butt plugs. There were plugs of all colors. Metal plugs, glass plugs, odd shaped plugs. There were plugs with tails. I picked out one with a tail.

“Come here, dear.”

I did, and she took the plug. “Now, bend over and let me make your day.”

I bent, and she carefully pushed the plug into my fanny. I stood up, and I could feel my new tail brushing against my hams.

Mrs. Johnson was smiling now. “Go ahead, turn around and watch it lift up.”

I was tired, but I was recovering a bit, and I spun in a circle. The tail lifted up and flew in a circle behind my butt.

“Excellent, now help me up.”

I went to her and got under her arm and straightened my legs. She stood, one arm over my shoulder, and her monster boobs pressed against me.

We walked across the dungeon and up the stairs.

“Would you like something to eat?” she asked.

I shook my head. I felt like my whole body was wired. I think it was a combination of recovering from the whipping, and the pills she had given me.

“Walk me upstairs then.”

We went up the stairs.

“I remember many years ago when I never got tired. Age is not the blessing one would think.”

“No, ma’am.” I could feel my tail brushing against my calves as I lifted my legs.

Down the hallway and into her bedroom.

I helped her to her bed. I pulled the covers back and she sat down and smiled at me. “Would you like to sleep with me tonight.”

“Oh, yes.”

“Then help me undress and we can sleep in each others arms.

I took off her heels, then her leathers, my fingers trembling as they brushed her sift, white flesh. Then she was naked, and I stared at her tits and gulped.

“I won’t put you back into chastity until tomorrow if you promise not to abuse yourself. Do you promise?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Of course, I promised. I was alive, my flesh was glowing, my breasts were growing, and all I wanted to do was be with this wonderful woman who had woken me up.

“Come then.”

She lay back in the bed and I crawled in next to her. She put her arms out and I lay in them. I nestled against her breasts, and even kissed them.

She closed her eyes, and I closed mine, and we slept.

I awoke, middle of the night. I needed to pee. I got out of bed, padded to the bathroom, then returned to bed. As I snuggled up against Mrs. Johnson she smiled, and her eyes were half open. She reached down and closed here hand around my penis, and that is how I went to sleep for the second time.

I don’t remember much about my dreams, just that I had them. I do remember feeling so gloriously alive and warm in my dream. And I remember how stiff my cock was.

And when I awoke in the morning it was still stiff, and still in her grip. So was it a dream?

She awoke, opened her eyes and looked at me. She squeezed my cock and I groaned.

She kissed me. On the lips. I had only kissed a coupe of girls, and none of them really knew about kissing. Mrs. Johnson did know about kissing. She kissed me slowly, making me hunger, making my dick even harder. When she was done she backed off, smiled, and let go of my penis.

“Come along now. It’s time to get dressed.”

I got out of bed and waited while Mrs. Johnson slid out.

What a difference a day makes. Yesterday I had been unruly, protesting, complaining, and suspicious as the day was long.

Today I just felt this huge love in my heart for Mrs. Johnson. I wanted to do things for her. I wanted to be around her. I wanted her hands on my cock again.

I didn’t even think about the pills that made me happy.

I did love the way my chest was starting to grow.

That was a glorious day, best day in my memory.

Mrs. Johnson dressed me.

First, she had me take out the horse’s tail, which I dearly loved; I loved the way it swished behind me when I walked, especially when I walked in high heels.

Then she had me put in the special butt plug, the one that vibrated and made me feel so good.

“I’ve turned off the part that mades your bum cold,” she explained. “So you will get nothing but wonderful feelings all day long.”

So, though I had a twinge of not wanting to, I let her push the thing up my butt, and she was right. If I had a bad thought it didn’t punish me. It just validated all my kind thoughts, my girly thoughts. And since she had me take a good feeling pill, too, I had nothing but nice thoughts, and I would be on the edge of an orgasm all day long.

My inner happiness accomplished, Mrs. Johnson pulled a chemise over my head and helped me into drawers. It looked sloppy, and was, but the process was just starting.

Next came the corset. This was the tightest one I had worn so far, and when she was done tightening it up I was pale and gasping.

Over the corset I put on the under petticoat. I was back in my chastity tube by now, and I was glad, for the soft feel of the material, had it rubbed my penis, would have caused a sexual and very embarrassing explosion.

She wanted to put on a hoop skirt on me, but since there was only her and me, and it takes two people to put a hoop skirt onto a third, she settled for the crinoline.

Then I put on an over petticoat, which was the dress itself. It was pink, with three flounces (layers) of skirt, and a fan front bodice.

With my long ringlets I looked quite sweet and innocent, and Mrs. Johnson helped my look by putting blush on my cheeks, and pink lipstick on my lips. She then gave me a sun bonnet, and I was there. Really there. I was the picture of a young lady in the Victorian era.

That morning I sat and did my lessons under Mrs. Johnson’s critical eye. If I fidgeted she corrected me, but I was trying so hard that she didn’t use the rod. She simply smiled as I apologized and tried to do better.

I learned my grammar, and tried to speak with my lips pursed. I even managed to give my speech a lisping quality, which made Mrs. Johnson very happy, and even caused her to compliment me on my efforts.

Then I did math, and though I was on the first grade primer, I was quite pleased with how I bent to the task. Honestly, my pudding head had an awful lot of trouble dealing with numbers.

Finally, history. And it was so boring, reading about Napoleon and all those battles. But I did enjoy reading about Josephine and how she loved Nappie. My name for Napoleon. Nappie. Such a cute name for such a cute, little man.

In the afternoon she undressed me, and I was allowed to run and play in the backyard just wearing my chemise.

I liked being able to sit in the swing and kick back and forth, but I liked the confinement of my pretty clothes better.

“Mrs. Johnson? My chest itches.”

She nodded. “That is why I let you run free. To let your body find the freedom of movement. But now it’s time to give you a chest rub.”

We went to the basement and I took off my chemise and laid on the horse.

The horse, which had scared me so much in the beginning, was now my friend. I even smiled when Mrs. Johnson tied my arms and legs down.

She took out the cream and began massaging my chest.

“What is this ointment, Mrs. Johnson?” I sort of forgot that she had told me this before.

She smiled a half smile and said, “It will help your tits grow. You may not have noticed, but your chest is expanding nicely. You know, this is the secret of my chest.”

I looked at her mammoth mammaries and marveled. “Do you think I might get as big as you some day?”

“Very likely, should you keep using the ointment. This causes cells to grow and if you are precise you can even cause your breasts to grow in perfect shape.”

“Perfect shape? What does that mean?”

She unbuttoned her blouse and showed me her chest. She reached behind and undid the clasps. The bra fell away, but her breasts only sagged an inch. They were like miniature mountains, with big, thick nipples jutting out.

“Wow! May I touch one?”

“Of course.”

She loosened one hand and reached up and touched her nipple. She gave a shiver, which made her breasts jiggle, and so I placed my hand under her breast and hefted. It was heavy, but soft, yet still firm.

“Would you like to kiss the nipple?”

“May I?”

“Of course.” She leaned over me and I used my hand to guide her nipple to my mouth. I kissed it, then began to suck on it.

Mrs Johnson sighed, and I could feel her pleasure.

Then she fastened her bra again and buttoned up her blouse. “If you’re a good girl I’ll let you nurse at my breasts tonight.”

She continued to massage my chest, and it felt so good, and it really felt like they were getting bigger.

“Mrs. Johnson?”

“Yes, dear?”

“You’re making me into a girl.”

“Yes?”

“Well, is there something wrong with me?”

“Whatever do you mean?” She was plucking at my nipples, and they felt bigger, and her thumb and forefinger made me twitch.

“Well, girls are supposed to like boys. But I still like girls. Is there something wrong with me?

“Oh, heavens, no. If a woman finds a worthwhile man, like my husband, may he rest in peace, then she may use him for her pleasure.”

In my mind I was confused by the transference of pleasure and pain, and I had an image of spanking a man.

“But if there is no man available, a woman may certainly avail herself of another woman. It is not just pleasurable, but it releases certain frustrations a woman may experience when she has no access to a real man.

I had an image in my mind of a woman on her knees, bending her head and licking between a woman’s legs. The thought made my butt plug hum all the more, and I felt so hot and tingly at the thought.

“But what is a real man?”

“Why, a real man is what you are. You will have the most glorious feminine form, you will be thoroughly educated, and you will even have a penis. What could be better than that?”

I thought about it. A man dressed as a woman, but with a fully functional penis. Able to give a woman pleasure as either a man or a woman. I liked the idea. It made me happy to be a real man.

“Are you ready for your afternoon bath?”

“Oh, yes!” I clapped my hands gleefully.

“Very well. Let me put this away and we’ll go upstairs.”

She went to the cabinet, and for a moment, a brief moment, I could see the basement window. It was high up, and dirty, but…there was somebody there. I could definitely see a pair of eyes looking down on me.

“Mrs. Johnson?”

“Yes?”

I was going to tell her I had seen somebody, but then I realized who it was. It was Mary Jane, and she must have realized that I had seen her, and she was shaking her head in the negative. No. But…did she not want me to tell Mrs. Johnson?

But before I could tell Mrs. Johnson who I had seen she had released me from the horse. We walked across the dungeon, and I looked back at the window. There was nobody there now. So I just held Mrs. Johnson’s hand and figured I hadn’t seen anything.

Up the stairs we went, and into the bathroom.

I saw myself in the mirror, and I was growing boobs. They were maybe two inches out, and well shaped. And the nipples were quite distended.

“Come now, dear. Admiring oneself is prideful. Let me take your toy out,” she pulled the pleasure plug out of my heinie, “Now slip into the water.”

I stepped into the water, and it was warm and scented. Lilacs. I loved it. Mrs. Johnson began scrubbing me. She lifted my arms and used a washcloth, and complimented me on how my arms were getting so nicely thin.

Nicely thin? And finally, something in the back of my head said that something was wrong. And I kept thinking about seeing Mary Jane. But I couldn’t figure out what was wrong. Besides, the water was so warm, and Mrs. Johnson was now lifting my cock cage and scrubbing  at my testicles. It felt so good that I just let Mary Jane and wrong things slip right out of my pudding head.

After my bath I didn’t need to go home, I was going to spend the weekend here, so I got dressed and just walked around.

Mrs Johnson was feeling tired. She had had such a long day taking care of me, and she was probably still tired from whipping me the day before, so she took a nap and I was allowed some free time.

I walked around downstairs for awhile. Just exploring this wonderful, old house. And then I sat on the sofa and read from some of the old books that Mrs. Johnson had.

But it was boring just sitting around. I decided to go outside and sit on the swing. It was such a lovely day, and…and I went into the backyard and sat on the swing. I let my legs hang, and I twisted the rope and let myself unwind. It was so much fun, just leaning back and letting my hair swing out and my legs were out and my dress was fluttering a bit from the artificial wind I was creating and…

PSSST!

I turned my head and…and there was Mary Jane! She was in the backyard and that made me so happy. She was standing behind a large bush and calling to me.

“Mary Jane!” I started to get out of the swing.

“James, be quiet. She looks out the window sometimes. Just sit there and do what you were doing.”

That confused me, but…I was used to following directions, so I did as she asked.

“Give me a minute, then meet me out behind the garage.”

That was strange. She was acting so weird. Like she was sneaking around. Still. She was Mary Jane, and I loved Mary Jane, and I wanted to talk to her.

“Okay.”

I swung for a minute, then I hopped off the swing and began walking around the yard. A side glance showed me that Mrs. Johnson wasn’t looking from the high window, so I went behind the garage.

“James! Are you all right?”

“I’m pretty!” I exclaimed happily.

She looked at me strangely. “Are you…did she give you any pills or anything?”

“Oh, yes. I took a pill in the morning, and a couple in the afternoon. You should come in and talk to Mrs. Johnson. She is so wonderful!” I sighed happily.

“James. You need to not take any more pills.”

“Why?” I asked. “They’re helping me having a perfect figure. See my boobs?” I lifted my chest. I didn’t have much to lift, but it didn’t take much. Mary Jane could see that I was getting boobs.

“James!” she exclaimed.

“What?”

“You’re a boy! You’re not supposed to have tits!”

“But I’m also a girl. And Mrs. Johnson says I’m going to be the cutest girl she’s ever made.”

“She’s ever…” she paused and studied me.

I smiled at her. “I really love you,” I said.

“And I love you, James,” but she sounded…sad.

“No, really. I have had a crush on you for the longest time. And now…now Mrs. Johnson said…”

Mary Jane pressed a finger over my lips. “Shush, James. I need to think.”

“Okay.” I waited while she thought. I didn’t know what she had to think about, but…if Mary Jane wanted me to be quiet, I could be quiet.

Finally, she opened her mouth to say something, but her eyes opened wide instead, and her hand flew to her mouth.

I turned around, and there stood Mrs. Johnson.

“Hello, Mary Jane.”

Mary Jane didn’t say anything, she just looked around like she wanted to leave.

But the only way out of the little area was past Mrs. Johnson.

“Mrs. Johnson? This is Mary Jane. She’s my friend.”

She ignored me, just patted me on the arm and sort of pushed me to the side. This confused me, and I opened my mouth to ask her about it, but she spoke to Mary Jane first.

“I thought I made it clear that you should not bother me.”

“What have you done to James?”

“Mrs. Johnson?” I asked plaintively.

“I’ve helped her be a better person.” Mrs Johnson was moving ever so slowly towards Mary Jane.

“Well, her is a him, and I think what you’re doing is a crime!”

“What would you know about it, you stupid girl!”

“Mary Jane?” I asked. I wanted Mary Jane and Mrs. Johnson to like each other. They were my bestest friends!

“I know that I’m going to go to the police!”

The police? I looked around. Had somebody robbed a store?

Then Mary Jane tried to push past Mrs. Johnson, but she didn’t know how strong Mrs. Johnson was. She didn’t know that she had a strong grip from holding the whip, and her muscles were toned from swinging the whip.

Mrs. Johnson grabbed Mary Jane and swung her around.

“What are you—“ I started, but I was interrupted by a buzzing sound. Mary Jane fell on the ground.

“Mary Jane?” I cried, and I sank to my feet next to her.

She was pale, and there was a burning smell in the air. Her eyes were closed and she just lay there.

I looked up at Mrs. Johnson, “Mrs. Johnson! Mary Jane went to sleep! She—what’s that?”

Mrs. Johnson was holding a little, black gun. But it didn’t have a hole in the end of the barrel, it had two sort of sticker things.

“It’s a taser, you idiot!” Then two little darts shot out of the end of the gun and I smelled the burning again, and I went to sleep.

I was barely aware of moving. My belly sort of hurt, then I realized I was lying over Mrs. Johnson’s shoulder.

“Stupid girl. Everything was going fine. Now I don’t know…” She kept talking as she toted me down the stairs and into the basement. I started to stir, and she pushed me up against the wall and attached handcuffs to my wrists. The other end of the cuffs was attached to the eyebolts in the wall.

I looked around and saw Mary Jane. She was lying on the horse. She had open eyes, but she couldn’t talk. She had a ball in her mouth!

A ball? but why didn’t she spit it out? And then I found out.

Mrs. Johnson went to her cabinet and returned holding a little penis, and the back of it was attached to a stretchable strap. She put the strap over my head, crushed my lovely curls, and put the penis into my mouth.

I tried to yell then, to protest, but my voice was only one tenth as loud. All I could do was grunt and moan.

Mary Jane, hearing me protest, grunted and moaned, too. But I saw that the ball was part of a gag strap thing, and she couldn’t make any real noise, either.

Mrs. Johnson stood back then, and inspected us.

We were both secure, unable to move. I was spread eagled against the wall, and Mary Jane was face up and tilting her head back to see me.

Mrs. Johnson grunted in satisfaction, then: “Well, you little brat,” she said to Mary Jane. “You’ve gone and spoiled everything. Jamie and I were having so much fun, but now you’ve gone and done it.

“An hour from now the police will likely be canvassing the area, looking for you. And I’ll have to go outside and act all concerned. You idiot!”

Mary Jane grunted something unintelligible. It sounded sort of like, ‘fuck you.’

Mrs. Johnson sneered. “You bitch!” Then she began ripping Mary Jane’s clothes off.

“I’ll teach you to mess with me!” She pulled at the material, and she was so strong that the material ripped away. I could see Mary Jane’s chest. She had a nice chest, real big with erect nipples.

Then she grabbed her skirt and ripped. It, too came apart. And all the while Mrs. Johnson cursed her, saying things that were so nasty I hadn’t even imagined she had known them!

Finally, flinging her bra aside and ripping her panties off, Mrs. Johnson sneered, and Mary Jane was rippling with sobs. Then Mrs. Johnson turned to me.

“And you! I trusted you to play by yourself while I took a little nap, and what do you do but go over to the enemy! You…you collaborator!

She began ripping my pretty clothes off, and she didn’t even care that she had provided them.

“I gave you this! And I treated you so nicely!” My dress was ripped off, and my bra came off, and my boobs, they really were getting bigger, my boobs flopped out.

“Well, my pretty!” she snarled, “When I get done with you your penis will be no bigger than a peanut. And your tits will be bigger than an elephant’s!”

Which made no sense because elephants didn’t have tits. Or do they?

Then she punched me, right in the belly, and she was a strong, old lady. I grunted and would have folded up except I was held stretched out by the chains.

She went to the cabinet and took out a whip. Not a little flogger, with soft pieces of leather, but a big whip that cracked and would cut the skin.

She snapped it a couple of times, then stood behind Mary Jane.

“I’ll teach you, you brat!”

She moved her arm back, then snapped that whip right across Mary Jane’s butt!

Mary Jane screamed, and then fainted. And that was probably all that stopped Mrs. Johnson from whipping her some more.

Then, a look of disgust on her face, she threw the whip down and walked away. Across the dungeon and up the stairs. I could hear her angry footsteps as she crossed the living room overhead. Then I heard the door open and close. I knew that she was going to sit on the porch until the cop cars started criss crossing the neighborhood.

She was such an innocent appearing old lady, and she could act so sweet. She would be able to lie to the cops, and maybe even send them in different directions.

I looked at Mary Jane, and slumped in my chains.

She lay unmoving, a bright stripe of blood across her backside.

I was still confused, but it had been a while since I had had a pill, and I was starting to think again.

I had been so happy spending the night with Mrs. Johnson, and now it was over.

And poor Mary Jane. Mrs. Johnson blamed her, and what would Mrs. Johnson do to her?

I stood there, and the light from the few windows high in the basement walls went away. There was only the gloom of the two yellow lights.

What was going to happen to me?

What was going to happen to Mary Jane?

And then I saw the flicker of blue and red in the high windows. The cop cars were out and cruising, looking for Mary Jane. But she was here, in the basement, and there seemed to be nothing I could do.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


My Pink Husband

He was a male to female man!


PART ONE

“You are a sick fuck!” I screamed.

Seth just stood there and trembled.

I had married Seth out of high school. In high school he was a catch. Quick witted, handsome, and the answer to some of those idiot jocks who had balls for brains.

“What the fuck ever possessed you to do this?” I motioned at the computer, which was open to a folder, which folder had TONS of naked men and women doing EVERYTHING imaginable under the sun…and a few things unimaginable.

“I…I…didn’t mean to…”

He was caught, trembling like a rabbit in a trap. His face, once so handsome and alluring, was now a study in stupidity. Those clever brown eyes were now doe-like dumb. His small features, once so appealing and tidy, were just whimpering and begging.

“You didn’t mean to? You didn’t mean to go searching for porn? Or you didn’t mean to clog up the computer with your depravity? Or maybe you just didn’t mean to disgust me with your perversions.”

“I…I…”

Mumbling and stumbling, he had no excuse for his actions.

I wheeled back to the computer and searched the file.

“I can understand looking at men and women fucking. I can understand a fascination for big boobs. What I can’t understand is why you didn’t come suck on my big boobs!” I did have a pretty impressive rack. “I mean, I like sex! Even a lot of sex, and I don’t mind positions and experimentation…but…transvestites?”

His eyes were shiny and I wondered if my weak husband—yes, I had to admit that he was weak—would start crying. It certainly looked like it.

“Shemales? Men with boobs?”

“I just…I just…”

“Shut up,” I snapped.

He shut, and I turned back to him and pondered. And pondered. And pondered. I mean, what could I do with such a simpering wimp?

“Go make me a drink,” I commanded.

He scurried out of the computer room like somebody had just lit his toes on fire.

I turned back to the computer and opened the biggest folder.

He had folders on big, black dicks, women with muscles, midgets fucking and sucking…he had folders on everything! I had never seen so much porn in my life, and I am not a prude, I had perused the net a time or two myself.

But this much? And the folder he had spent the most time in, it was easy to see if one had even half a computer brain, was the one on trannies. Men with the bodies, and boobs, of women.

Then I noticed something.

He returned with a Coke and bourbon, a ‘Coke High,’ and I sipped and leaned forward. There was something about this folder… “Go cut the lawn.” I told him.

He ran for the door and a moment later I heard him pulling the mower out of the garage. A moment after that I heard the lawn mower start up.

I didn’t care, for I was fascinated by this one single thing I had realized.

In all the tranny porn there was no male on male contact. It was all women and trannies.

I surfed through the files, clicking open movies and closing them. Yes, it was all women fucking men with boobs. Slender men. Men as slender as my husband.

Was there a deeper secret here? Was there…was my husband…?

The lawn mower whizzed back and forth outside the window, then went to the front yard, where it was not so loud, but moved just as fast.

I sat back and finished my drink. Then I got up and made another one.

And I sat and stared at that porn. All those files, they were just incidentally to his main fetish. Men with boobs. And, I noticed he had a huge collection of stills of…men in maid uniforms.

Cleaning the house. Vacuuming. Doing the dishes. Wearing black uniforms with white trim, dusting, polishing silverware, prancing about on their high heels with their underwear showing.

Was my husband…did he really want…

Now that the shock was past, now that I was calmed down, I could analyze what I had discovered.

Yes, Seth liked porn, which was no big deal.

But the amount of time he had spent on porn, no wonder he was sort of stuck in his teaching position. He would finish the day and come home early, sometimes real early. He had arranged a few days where his last class was twelve o’clock,  and he would be home by one, and then spend five or six hours watching porn, before I got home, getting excited, and…did he jack off?

He must jack off. A man could not spend that much time watching porn and not jack off.

I knew that there were a lot of nights when I went to bed wanting, and it was because he must have wasted himself during the day.

He finished the lawn and cut bushes. I peeked out once and saw him, working away, a miserable look on his face, working…like, well, like he liked that menial labor.

That maid labor.

So he was brilliant in the classroom, students vied for his classes, and he was well respected.

But he hadn’t written a paper, let a lone a book, for a while.

Because he was here, pounding his pud behind the computer. Filtering through the big dicks and the bouncing boobs and the multitude of positions and looking for…men with boobs. Especially men with boobs who did housework.

And, a third drink, I found myself scratching myself. I looked at my hand. I was scratching my pussy. I blinked. Feeling my sex organs. Because…because there was something hot about this.

Something hot…not about men in maid uniforms, but the express idea of my husband in a maid uniform.

He wasn’t big and muscular. He slender. Built like a whip, with a soft face and a brilliant mind.

And the idea of him…of him…ideas began borning in my mind. Of what I could do with my husband. My porn surfing, tranny imagining hubbie.

A brilliant mind was worthless if it was useless. And his mind was being suborned by porn, and specifically men with boobs porn.

Yes, he was sick. But…should I judge him and browbeat him and make him feel like shit? Or should I take charge, push him through this debilitating disease and bring his mind back?

Obviously a no brainer.

I mixed a fourth drink, then called him into the house. The damned bushes were almost sculptures for his efforts, and I had to get him back in before he whittled them down to nothing.

I had to talk to him and…and lay down the law.

He entered the house, a slender man with chocolate brown eyes and a manner most endearing because…because it was soft.

Staring at him, standing so forlorn, I realized: women want either a bad boy, or a soft boy. I had chosen a soft boy, and I had never taken full advantage of that. Well, it was time.

“Take off your clothes.”

He stood, frozen, the world had just shifted on him. Horny bastard that he always was, he didn’t expect to be told to strip.

“I said…take off your fucking clothes!”

He began to almost rip his clothes off, and I realized one more thing, on this day of realizations. I was a little drunk, inhibitions were low, and I had just commanded him. Like a boss. Like a drill sergeant. Heck, like a bully, and he had responded. And when he was naked standing before me I realized that he had really responded. He had a big, fat hard on.

I stared at him, but was especially aware of the way his cock stood out. He was well endowed, and looked even bigger for being slender. He was about eight inches, and I loved getting fucked by that thing. There was nothing like being pummeled until I was a soaking mess.

But…no more. At least not until I had pushed him through his fetish and returned him to some degree of normalcy.

“What?” he finally blurted, and I realized that I was lost in wondering land. I brought myself out of my reverie.

“Come with me.” I stood up and brushed past him, his big dick actually touching my thigh and giving me a shiver.

Damn! I wanted that dick! But I couldn’t. Not for a while.

He followed me down the hallway and into our bedroom.

“Stand there,” I commanded, and again, I felt the power. I liked ordering him around.

He stood, and I went into my closet, opened drawers and plucked out dainty underthings.

He wanted to be a maid. Hmm. What ‘maid-like’ things did I have in my closet.

I came out with an armful of things and he was still standing there.

He liked standing there. He liked being told what to do. Well, I had always been a little power crazy. I would tell him what to do.

I tossed the clothes on the bed and turned to him. “Go take a shower, and shave all your hair off.”

“My…my…”

“Your hair! Everything below your head! I want it GONE!”

He jumped towards the bathroom door and I almost snickered. Sure I was drunk, but this was fun, and I had a feeling it was going to be fun when I was sober.

I sat on the bed and sorted through the clothes. I had picked out underwear that I was tired of, and which I thought might fit him. I didn’t have a black dress with a white, puffy blouse, like a maid might have, but I did have a slinky, old thing that would stretch on him.

Stretch on him. Hmm. I didn’t want him stretching all these clothes out of shape, I wanted them to last. I went back into the closet and came out with a corset. I hadn’t used it for years, but it was still serviceable, and then I realized something.

My husband had a slender body, ripe for a few enhancing items of underwear, but I had a bigger body. I was thicker than him.

Sure, I had big, monster boobs, but my waist had thickened, and I…I almost looked a bit muscular. I was thick, but not turned to fat. And, while he stepped out of the shower and toweled himself off, I decided to visit a gym. But not a weight loss gym. One of the folders he had was of muscular women. I had the structure, and I didn’t think it would take much work…hmmm.

He stepped into the bedroom.

I walked around him. Hairless. He had done a good job. He had even gotten that spattering of hair on his back, in a hard to reach place.

But, of course. He was not only slender, he was very flexible, agile, like a woman.

Heck, he was more flexible than I was.

“Go get me another drink.”

I was drunk, and I wanted to stay drunk. I wanted to enjoy this new power. I wanted my inhibitions to say lowered while I remade my wimpy, little husband.

A moment and he was back, holding a sweating, cold glass. I took a sip, then tossed him some panties. And not just panties, but tummy control panties.

“What? But I…”

“Listen, you stinking, little pervert. There’s only one way you’re going to survive, if I decide our marriage is worth keeping intact, and that is for you to do exactly what I say!”
“But putting on your clothes isn’t—“
“It’s what I want,” I yelled at him.

He shrank back, completely cowed. Yet I noticed his dick was as hard as ever.

“Now put on those panties.”

“Miserable, at least in face, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. In his body I had the feeling he was exulting. Just a feeling I had, but there was something in him opening up like a shaft of sunlight on a dull, grey morning.

“Now this,” I threw the corset at him.

A tummy tucker and a corset. He didn’t have much of a pouch, but when I was done with him he was going to have the waist of a civil war debutante. 2o inches. And his chest would flare out, as would his butt.

“But I can’t get my dick into…into…” he was almost crying as he tried to pull the tummy shaper into place.

I stood up and walked over to him.

He shrunk a bit, but I grabbed his dick with one hand and pulled the shaper up with the other. His dick was pointed up, very plain to see the outline in the shaper.

“Ow!”

“Shut,” I murmured, staring at his hog in the tight material.

I thought for a minute, then, “I’ll get you a chastity belt.”

“But it hurts.”

“You’ll live.”

I turned around and he gave whimper. I picked up the corset and turned back to him. “Put this on.”

He stepped into the corset and tried to pull it up. Little tears were seeping out now, and he whined, “Why are you doing this?”

“You will follow directions and do what you’re told,” I snapped, and I helped him pull the corset up.

He gasped, and I pushed him onto the bed and knelt on his back and started pulling strings.

“I…can’t…breath…”

“Breath high in your chest. Little breaths. Or just don’t breath at all.” I finished fastening him in, and I helped him to his feet.

He looked a little white in the face, and his body was definitely skinnier. And, as I had thought, his butt flared out a bit, as did his skinny chest.

“You need real tits,” I said. “Figure out a hormone program.”

“I? But I can’t do—“

“You’re the big mind, figure it out and present me with a plan. We’re going to give you tits and that’s that.”

Was it my imagination? Or was his penis pulsing inside the corset? No, it wasn’t my imagination. Blood was definitely struggling to get through his big hog.

I handed him some nylons and told him to roll them up his legs.

He tried to sit, and couldn’t. He leaned against the bed and, because he was so damned flexible, managed to roll up first one stocking, then the other. He hooked them to the snaps and I blinked.

“You’ve done this before.”

“Not with—“ He froze. Looked up at me.

“You’ve done this before! You’re a crossdresser!”

“No…no! I just—“ but he subsided into a whimpery sort of whiney ‘please feel sorry for me’ attitude.

I grinned. “This is going to be easier than I thought. Now put on this dress.”

He looked at the dress, gave weird sort of a sigh, and lifted it over his head. He began to shimmy into it.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You’ve worn this dress before.”

“No…no…”

“Seth. Stand in front of me.”

He smoothed the dress out, a perfect fit, and I knew why it seemed a little misshapen on me. My husband had been wearing my clothes. He took a place in front of me. He looked down at the ground.

I lifted his chin, a bit of tenderness in this afternoon of harsh treatment, and I said softly. “Honesty. It’s all you’ve got. It’s the only way you’ll survive. Now, tell me the truth. I won’t yell at you…” then I had a thought and revised my statement. “But I will yell at you if you lie,” I said forcefully.

His dick throbbed under his dress. Yes. He responded to forceful speech. Speak softly and he would lie. Speak forcefully and he would blurt the truth.

“Tell me the truth!”

“Yes,” he whimpered.

I nodded, and understood.

My husband was a sissy.

I stared at him. He stood before me in a dress and girly underwear. His hair was longish, and I mussed it up. It puffed out and looked messy, but…sexy. Sure, he could grow it long, I would probably have him do that, but his hair was a sexy mop all messed up. And it made his features look rounder, and softer.

I grabbed him by the arm and pulled him. “Sit down.” I pushed him into my make up station.

He sat, and his fright was easy to see. All his secrets were out in the open. He was being excoriated, and…he loved it.

He loved feeling the fear. He wanted somebody to take control and bully him around. He wanted this.

“What…what…”

“Little girls should be seen and not heard.”

He blinked, and I could see the deep thoughts swirling in his head.

I sat down next to him and used a small bit of sponge to clean his face. When he was completely moisturized I began with the primer.

He was breathing very shallow now, and staring at the mirror. I loved the way his eyes were big and scared. It made him look innocent. I would have to make sure he stayed that way.

I put on foundation, and began coloring his cheeks, giving him shadows that would make him softer, would round out his features and make him more feminine.

He breathed, high in his chest, and couldn’t stop staring at the transformation I was putting him through.

I was working on his eyes, putting delicate shadows on his lids, and he whispered, “What are you doing to me?”

“What you want. Now shut up. I think you’ve talked enough for a lifetime.”

I placed my fingers on both sides of his mouth and squeezed. I applied a plumper, and his lips visibly swelled, then I put on bright, red lipstick.

“I…I won’t be able to teach…”

“You’re on summer vacation. You’ve got three months before your next class.” Then I had a thought, “What do you think the school will do when they find out you’ve transitioned?”

He didn’t say a word, and we both knew. They would embrace it. Schools these days were all about feminism and making males more understanding. They had three bathrooms now. His, hers and whatever. Come the fall semester the would be using the ‘whatever.’

I left his face alone, left him to stare at himself in the mirror, and I began doing his nails. But not just doing his nails. I put on fake nails, long ones, and painted them red.

“I…but…” he started to protest when he saw me using super glue.

“Oh, shut up!” I snapped.

Finally, I was done.

“We’ll do your toes later. Right now I want you to go into my closet and get my high heels. The strappies.

He stood up, a little slowly, I think he was light-headed from breathing in the corset, and went into the closet. He returned with my tallest spikes.

“Well?” I asked, when he stood there with them dangling from his hands.

“Can’t we talk about—“

“Put them on!” I raised my voice.

He leaned against the bed and managed to bend his waist and lift his feet enough to slip the shoes on, one at a time.

“I can’t…I can’t…” he was trying to buckle the little straps.

“Yes, you can,” I grabbed his hair and pulled him. The extra force managed to get him down enough to buckle the straps, then he straightened up, tears welling in his eyes.

“Don’t cry,” I warned. “Don’t mess your mascara.”

He sniffled, and I could see him making mental adjustments.

“Okay, come with me.”

I walked out of the room. He followed me, and I almost swooned when I heard his heels tapping on the hardwood floor.

Oh, my God! I thought. This is turning me on!

And it was true. Feeling the joy of taking control, experiencing the power exuding from me, I was getting damp down there. Hell. I was getting downright wet. I had been so busy bullying him I hadn’t taken the time to notice it, but…it was true. I was getting horny from picking on him, remaking him.

And, bad news, I couldn’t fuck him. Not yet. I had to work on him for a while. Then, maybe, if I could figure out a way to submit to his dick while remaining dominant…maybe.

We went to the kitchen and I opened the little closet next to the garage door. I pulled out the vacuum. I pushed it at him.

“What?” He tried to look confused, but failed. I looked at his dick. Still hard. Still pulsing.

“Well, my little perverted sissy, it’s time for you to earn your keep.”

“I earn my keep!”

Oh, my. He was protesting. I started to feel a hot knife of pleasure. I was going to get to squash him.

“You teach during the year. You write papers during the summer. You aren’t working on papers, in fact, I don’t think I can trust you to look at the computer.”

He stared at me with big eyes.

“You might get lost in all those pretty, little ladyboys. You might stroke your cock and wish you were one of them. Would you like to take a little vacation? Maybe go to Thailand? I hear there’s some pretty good doctors over there. You could get yourself all sorted out. Maybe come back with a big pair of boobs….maybe lose that useless dick of yours.”

He was quivering now. With shame, but with excitement. I was hitting him right, square in the fantasy. And, a little bonus, I had noticed that when I insulted his dick his penis had REALLY throbbed. It had throbbed so hard I thought it was going to bust the material and flop up and hit me in the chin.

“So you like it when I tell you how worthless your penis is.”

He was blinking, and, sure enough, his penis throbbed again. REALLY throbbed. I could see a wet spot at the top of his head.

“You haven’t given me a good dicking in a month, and now I know why. You’ve been too busy dreaming of boys with boobs and jacking off. You’ve been staring at men with boobs and wishing you had some. you’ve been—“

“Oh…” he started to fall, his knees just bent and he quaked, and I stared at a big blotch appearing in his dress.

“Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You came!”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” He started crying, and there was no hope for his mascara.

I stood and waited, and I almost came myself. Heysoos, I needed to do my own jacking off. Or jilling off, as we call it. This was too hot for words!

“Please…please,” He was speaking in a whiney sort of miniature wail, “Let me go change back! I promise…I promise I’ll never do this again. Please…”

He kept begging, and all his whining did was make me feel stronger, more powerful, more…hot. Really hot.

Finally, he dwindled a bit. I pushed the vacuum at him and snapped, “Get to work.”

Sobbing, his body shaking, he pushed the vacuum to the living room and I heard it turn on.

Vrooom vrooom. He pushed the machine over the pile. I could see tears dripping every once in a while.

I staggered to the liquor cabinet and poured myself a stiff one. Just one. Last one. I didn’t want to be a drunk. But I did want a moment to think about what had happened.

I took the Coke High into the computer room and locked the door. Then I powered up the computer and started going through his histories.

As you may have gathered, I’m proficient at computers, and I went through his Amazon histories. I studied the things he had put into his shopping cart…and taken out. I had a ball with Google histories. Google talks about being private, but they are the least private company in the world.

Sex. My husband was obsessed with sex.

We had a good sex life, or at least we had. It looked like Christmas he had discovered the internet. That’s when the major histories started, that’s when he went out looking for trouble.

And it was trouble. It was a waste of time, but that wasn’t what worried me. The important thing in my universe was that it robbed me of sexual satisfaction. For six months I had been getting excuses, headaches, ‘I’m too tired.’ But it was really he was just over masturbating. Well, that would change.

I finished my basic histories and began looking elsewhere, and that’s where it gets fun. When you type a word into google a drop down menu appears. Type in ‘sex’ and you get a list of recommended sites. Recommended based on your history. Google was doing the work for me. I typed in Fem, and got Feminization, feminizing, female to male pills, and so on.

I typed in cha, and got chastity tubes, belts, devices, for males, and so on.

Yep. My little kinker was going places and doing things without me. Well, I’d fix that.

I typed various letters, usually sex based, and got all sorts of information. Yes, a lot of it was in his history, but his history showed sites, and didn’t specify. This sometimes specified. I would type in male to female and some of the sites on the search results were purpled, so he had gone there.

I found drugs, pills, boobs for males, ‘The Big Book of Male Boobs’ by Grace somebody, and then I tried ‘bo,’ for books.

Bingo.

He spent a lot of time reading books by Ann Michelle, Aimee Allison, Fiona Piper, and…and after I glimpsed some of these offerings I realized this was his mother lode. And they all dealt with men being feminized, sissified, even cuckolded.

Hmm. Cuckold. Could I get into that? Dress my hubby up like a girl, make him watch some stud plow me? Now that was a very, very, VERY wet thought. And I would get all the sex I had been missing. And he, my perverted hubbie, would actually be getting what he wanted. Hmm, hmm, and double hmm.


PART ONE

“Things are changing around here.”

It was two days later and we were sitting in the computer room. Correction. I was sitting. He was standing. Demurely. Hands folded in front of his pink dress.

“What…what do you mean?”

“I’ve seen your computer histories, I’ve even read your stash of erotica, and it is obvious what you want.”

“It is?”

“So we are going to use aversion therapy. You are going to dress like a woman every day.”

“For…for how long?”

“For as long as it takes,” I snapped. I didn’t like the way he was questioning me. It was like he was forgetting that he was the underling and I was the superior. Well, there was a cure for that.

“If you don’t stop asking questions when I am laying down the law I am going to paddle you.”

“Paddle me?”

I stood up and grabbed his wrist. He was off balance in his high heels, so it was easy to drag him into the living room. I sat down on the couch and pulled him over my knee. I lifted his dress, exposing his frilly pink panties, and began spanking.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“OW! Stop! Stop!”

“I’m not going to stop until you stop telling me to stop!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He finally figured it out and shut up.

SMACK! SMACK!

I stopped with my hand in the air. He wasn’t saying anything. He wasn’t even squirming.

I pushed him off my lap. He lay on the floor, on his side, not sitting on his red rump, which he was rubbing. He looked at me reproachfully. His mascara was running.

I smiled. “Thank me.”

“Wha—“

I started to get up and he cringed. “Thank you! Thank you! I’m sorry! Thank you!” He couldn’t stop himself. His apologies just overflowed.

I sat back down. “Stand up.”

He stood up, rubbing his butt gently.

“Now, to continue our conversation…you will dress like a woman every day. I expect you to work on your make up. You can get lessons on the internet, and I suggest you avail yourself of them. Otherwise you will be greatly embarrassed.”

His eyes angled down as he tried to figure out what that meant.

“I have ordered you a chastity tube to help you control that silly thing you call a dick…”

SPROING! His penis pushed his panties out and his dress up. He didn’t look down, but I could see the great sense of humiliation taking over him.

Hmmm. I was going to have to lock him up, and yet I needed dicking. Regularly. This might be a problem. Well, I would figure it out later.

“I have made up a list of your duties. I have tacked it up to the kitchen door.” Where anybody could see it. Heh heh.

“You will be expected to complete all duties daily, no matter how long it takes. I have allotted you spare time, and in that time you may use the computer. First, I expect you to go to sites—I have a list of recommendations—so you can better be a woman. Second, when you have finished your lessons for the day you may avail yourself of anything thing you want. You want to look at big muscled woman fucking titty boys, knock yourself out.”

He had stopped rubbing his butt and was gawping at me. I was about to ask if he had any questions when he timidly raised a hand. Oh, my God. Just like in school!

“You may ask a question.”

“I don’t want to do this.” His voice was just an embarrassed whisper.

“You should have thought about that before you decided to transition.”

“I didn’t…I mean, I just wanted to cross dress a little.”

“Well now you’re crossdressing a lot.”

“But I don’t want to!” His voice was still just a whisper, but it was like he was wailing.

“Seth.”

“Yes?” So hesitant, so beautiful.

“Look at your groin.”

He couldn’t help himself. His head bent and he leaned forward and looked down.There was a big splotch on the front of his pink dress. He looked up in shock.

“That’s right. While I was punishing you, ‘little woman,’ you got so excited you actually came.”

“But…but I…”

“Question period is over. Get to work. Unless you want another spanking. I guarantee, enough spankings and you won’t be cumming.”

He started blinking. He was betrayed by his own body, and he couldn’t understand it.

“Now…SCAT!” I stamped my foot and he darted away, frightened like a mouse. A small mouse. And I was a big cat. God, it made me feel good, and I couldn’t help but smile. I did however, manage to resist rubbing my groin.

He went into the kitchen and looked at the list. I heard him gasp, it was a long list. I smiled again and went to my bedroom.

‘My’ bedroom. No longer ‘ours.’ I was going to have him sleep in the guest bedroom. After he painted it pink, of course.

I closed the door and locked it, then went to my dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out my dildo, the big one with the ridges and the big head. In a few seconds I was naked on the bed, plunging that big puppy into me.

“Oh, God!” As the pleasure rippled through me I thought of how cute my husband was now. He had always made a show of being macho, but those days were done.

“Fuck!” I literally stirred my insides with that dildo. I pulled on my nipples. I even sucked my own tits, and in my mind I had visions of my pink hubbie prancing through the house, dusting and polishing, and whenever I entered a room he would bow and…no, he would curtsy, and I would ignore him.

I felt the excitement shooting through me, my groin was on fire. I pulled the dildo out and slapped my pudenda. Then I shoved the dildo back in. I could feel muscles crackling as I arched my back and groaned.

In my fantasy I could see him waiting on my every need. Oh this was going to be…going to be…

“AHHHH!” I came with the force of a hurricane. My muscles rippled and writhed and I felt like my pelvis was snapping back and forth like a rubber band.

I lay back on the bed and gave a moan of satisfaction.

Knock knock. A rather timid tapping.

“What?” I was trying to be irritated, but that cum, oh, my God, that cum had been magnificent!

“Are you…are you all right!”

“Get back to work!” I yelled.

I could hear his high heels tapping quickly down the hallway. Clickety clickety clickety.

I smiled. And sighed. Time for a bath. A nice bubble bath, and then I could go inspect my hubbie’s progress…and yell at him and get horny all over again.

THE WEEK PASSED SLOWLY…

He did his work well, apparently he had a talent for housework. And maybe even for being a woman. The next day he did his own make up, and it wasn’t bad. Made me wonder if he had been practicing that, too. But I didn’t ask him. Let him have his little secrets. Heh.

At any rate, I inspected his work frequently. In truth, I was looking for an excuse to paddle him again. I was disappointed, however, and I was wondering if I was going to have to just paddle him on principle. I had read on the internet that men were to be spanked once weekly, that it re-enforced their training and…

DING DONG!

I glanced out the window and smiled. A big Amazon truck was at the end of the driveway.

Tap tap. Seth’s timid knock sounded at the door.

“What?”

“There’s a delivery here.”

DING DONG!

“So answer the door.”

“But I…I can’t…not like…”

I yanked the door open and he cringed back against the wall. I grabbed his ear and dragged him through the house.

DING DONG! “Amazon. Need a signature.”

“Ow! Ow!” Seth complained, but I had his ear firmly and I held it so his head was tilted and he stumbled to keep up with me in his high heels.

I placed him before the door and opened it.

He stood, frozen, and stared at the delivery man.

The delivery man, I could see between the hinge crack, was also frozen.

The delivery man wore a blue uniform, my hubby wore a pink dress. And he had make up on. And two, dangly earrings.

Under the make up my husband was turning so brilliantly red, and his dress was bulging.

“I have a delivery.”

I held in a grunt. Were all men this stupid?

“Oh,”Seth squeaked.

“Can you…can you…” he held out a clipboard.

Seth signed it, his pretty red nails holding the pen, and their hands touched when the delivery man took the pen back. Both of them jerked their hands back.

I stepped out from behind the door. “Just leave everything on the stoop.”

He was more than glad too. He tilted and kicked and pulled the dolly back, then he scuttled down the walk like a monster was after him.

“Well?” I looked at Seth.

He looked at me blankly.

“Bring everything in.”

He looked at me, then he looked at the packages on the stoop.

It was just the stoop. A step out of the house, but everybody in the neighborhood could see him.

Mr. Johnson was across the way watering his lawn.

Mathilda Hockensacker was catty corner to us, trimming her bushes with a big set of clippers.

“But I—“

I glared at him, and it was obvious what I was thinking.

Spanking.

He darted out, grabbed as many as he could, and turned back, and I blocked the doorway.

“You think I want you dropping things? One package at a time.”

He was starting to cry, and his dress was standing out as far as I had ever seen it. Still, he turned and put the packages down, then picked up one. It was only a few inches cubed, and he brought it into the house, and placed it on the little table next to the couch. Out he went again. And again and again. There were a lot of packages, and it took him a minute.

Halfway through, him lifting his first big package, I yelled out the door, “Hey, Mr. Johnson.”

Johnson raised his head, adjusted his glasses and looked at me. He smiled, he raised his hand to wave at me…and froze.

Seth stood there, package in arms, wearing his pink dress.

Then he darted into the house.

“How you doing today?”

“Pretty…pretty good,” he wheezed, blinking madly. Not sure if he had really seen what he thought he had just seen.

Seth had put the package down and was standing to one side, his chest heaving, his eyes wide.

I snapped my fingers and motioned.

“How’s Mrs. Johnson?”

“She’s…she…”

I grabbed Seth’s dress and pulled him out of the house. He grabbed another package and ran in.

“…fine…” his mouth was open and his eyes were goggling.

I kept snapping my fingers, and Seth knew he had to comply. He ran back and forth, out and in, picking up packages and trying to get this over with as fast as possible.

Which, in truth, wasn’t as fast as he would have liked, because he was still a bit awkward in high heels, and he was too flustered to calm down and just do it.

“Well, tell her ‘hi’ for me.”

“I…I will.”

Seth picked up the last package. I waved to Mr. Johnson and closed the door.

Seth stood by the mound of packages and sobbed. And his dress was wet again. I was going to have to do something about all these unauthorized cums. Of course, that first package, if it was what I thought it was, might solve the problem.

“Take your panties off.” I walked around him and sat on the couch. I picked up the first package and began unwrapping it.

“But…” he cried, but he complied.

“Come here.”

He stood in front of me, his panties down to his ankles, a sodden mess of squirt.

“Heysoos wept on a rainy day,” I muttered. His peeny had cum all over itself. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“I’m sorry.”

I ignored his burbles and took out a set of rings. I placed one over his cock.”

“Wait a—“ he tried to back up, but I was holding him by the scrotum, and there wasn’t much backing up to be done.

“I suppose it’s just as well you lost control,” I observed, as I slid a tube over his limp dick. “At least you’re soft.”

“What are you doing?”

“Helping you control yourself.” I threaded a lock through the mechanism and…

CLICK!

He stared at his now caged cock. The look on his face was priceless.  Dismay, excitement, frustration (already?)…and he was quivering, like his whole body was going to break into orgasm.

“You might just as well go clean up. Full shower. I’ll bring you some soap.

I motioned him away with my head and he went, and I picked up the box which I suspected held the soap. It did. Lavender Rance Lavande Grand Paradis. Veddy expensive stuff. $82. Seth was going to smell so-o-o good.

A half hour later Seth reappeared. His smelled like a high class French whore house, his hair was full and silky at the same time. He had changed into the pink maid uniform.

I frowned.

“What?” He was afraid I was going to spank him again.

“You need some chest.”

“But…I’m a…”

“Take these.” I held out a handful of pills.

He stared at the pills. “What are these.”

I glared at him.

He looked at me, at the pills, at me.

“What are these for?”

I intensified my glare. This was a make or break point. He was going to take those pills, and I would prefer it if he would just take them, if I didn’t need to spank him, but he was going to take them nevertheless.

“Are they vitamins?”

I reached for the paddle, which I had placed on the arm of the couch.

He popped the pills into his mouth and tried to swallow. And almost threw up, then made a horrendous face. One of the capsules must have come apart and he was tasting the most God awful taste.

I waited. He kept everything down, and I said, “That will take care of your chest. Now, get back to work.”

“It…I…”

I reached for the paddle, and he scooted away.

Smiling, I listened as he rattled dishes in the kitchen, and I headed for the bedroom. I had bought myself a couple of presents from Amazon, and I couldn’t wait to try them—I stopped.

Inspiration, when it strikes, is quite lovely. I went to the kitchen.

“Seth.”

He looked up from the sink full of dirty dishes.

“Take off your apron and come with me.”

He followed me, but he was nervous. Changes were happening fast and furious for my poor hubby, and he didn’t know what to think. Which was just the way I liked it.

We entered the bedroom and I reached into the box I had ordered for myself. I handed him a dildo inside a mess of straps. “Put it on.”

I stripped off my clothes and lay on the bed and watched him.

He figured out the straps, realized it was a strap on and that he had to put it on. He did.

I smiled.

He was a slender…woman, and he had a big plastic dick sticking out from between his legs. Underneath the dildo was his own dick, firmly encased in plastic and locked irrevocably up. His balls, big and full, hung underneath and behind the plastic tube.

“What do you want me to…“

As if he didn’t know. “Come here. Eat me. Take your time and eat me good.”

He climbed up on the bed and knelt between my legs. He began to burrow into my womanhood. I could feel the slap and tickle of his tongue as he laved me. Oh, God, it was good. I felt my juices flowing, and shortly his face was a sloppy mess.

I looked at him, looking at me over his mouth gyrations, and I pushed his face down into my crevice.

He gobbled and munched, and finally I pulled on his ears.

He slithered up the bed and perched above my hole. I held his shoulders up, I didn’t want him laying on me, I just wanted to enjoy the feeling of penetration. He realized what I wanted and held himself up, and asked, “Can I suck your…you…”

I nodded.

He bent his head and began pulling on my nips with his teeth. The sexual electricity shot to my groin and groaned.

Then he slowly fed the plastic pickle into me. Inch by glorious inch. I was juicy, I needed no lube, even for this artificial bird.

Then he was all the way in.

“Fuck,” I whispered, and I began to grind upwards, and he began to grind down.

We were like a tornado meets a whirlpool, sliding into each other, and the crescendo built and built, and finally, like a Hoover Damn being demolished in an instant, I popped.

“AHHH!”

I held his hips firm, didn’t let him move. He froze, and waited. God, it must have been so weird for him. To fuck me, to see my pleasure, and yet be totally denied himself.

“GAAAHH!”

I felt my hips spasing, jerking, milking him.

“Oh, fuck!”

And it was over.

I lay, and he lay over me, afraid to let his weight be on me.

“Get off.” I pushed him. “Go do the dishes.”

I rolled over and closed my eyes.

He stood there for a moment, in shock, then he crept out of the room.

I smiled.

I had the best life in the world, and I wanted to share it.

My husband made a good salary, and his royalties from papers and books mounted up, and I didn’t have to share it. All I had to do was keep him in pink and make him do the housework.

I was getting fucked, and with a sizable dick, even bigger than his, and there was no mess attached to the act. I never had to sleep in another wet spot.

But the most enjoyable aspect of this new life was the fact that my husband was scared of me. He walked softly, did his duties, and scurried out of my way when I walked through the house.

And, man oh man, did that make me hot. And wet. And horny.

But I knew that I was going to need something more. The plastic peter was bigger than his, and I could order a bigger pecker from Amazon, but I wanted a bigger pecker that was real flesh.

There is something delightful about plastic, but flesh is still better. Flesh affords a connection that plastic can’t quite match.

Oh, plastic is good for a while, but, eventually you start wanting that fleshy fuck.

I was starting to want.

But, before I started looking for a serious alternative to my weaky hubby, I had to escalate his situation. I began making phone calls.

“Hey, girlfriend! How you doing?” the voice answered my greeting.

“I’m doing great. Say, I’ve got a new business started, and I am looking around for customers.”

“Uh oh. You’re not going to try and sell me insurance, are you?”

I laughed. “No, it’s much better than that. Do you remember when we were in college and we talked about making men wait on us hand and foot?”

“Yes?” She drew out the affirmative, expressing both suspicion and curiosity.

“Well, I have a man who insists on dressing like a sissy, and he cleans my house and everything.”

“Define everything?”

“I have him in chastity, so there’s no danger of unwanted attentions, and I make him wear a dildo and…” I went on with my sales pitch.

“Barb! I haven’t talked to you in ages! What’s the haps, girl?”

“Hi Tina, I’m starting a new business, and I wanted to give you a chance to get in on the ground floor.”

“What kind of business? I’ve done my investing for the year and—“

“No, no. It’s not that. Do you remember that feminist class we met at? Last year?”

“Of course.”

“Do you remember how we were joking that the only real place a man should be is serving us?”

“Of course. Oh, what a dream,” she sighed wistfully.

“Well, how would you like a man, all dressed in pink, to clean your house, to brush your drapes and clean your car, and then, with no dick attached, take you to heaven?”

“Oh, my God! What kind of a pill are you taking? I want one!”

“No pill. I have such a man.”

“Hi, Barb! How have you been?”

And so the conversations went on.

And while I did the heavy work of getting a new business off the ground Seth was washing the car. In a bikini. The neighbors were staring, and he was red-feced under his make up and working as hard and as fast as he could. And inside his little cage his penis was screaming and crying and pounding on the bars.

Monday, it had been a month since I had started Seth on his program, and I could already see little nubs on his chest. They weren’t big, but they were definitely feminine, and he definitely needed the cute, little training bra I had bought him.

“I don’t understand, why am I going over there?”

“You will deliver this letter, then you will wait for a reply.”

“But…I can’t go like this.”

I soughed, and inspected him.

Black high heels. Nylons. A pink maid’s outfit. Falsies in what we called his ‘big girl’ bra. His hair was slowly getting longer, and it was fluffed out and passable. His make up was immaculate and his lips were properly plumped and very red. His eyes were chocolate dew drops. He looked so innocent and…ravishing.

Hmm. Maybe I should make him do me before—no. No. This was a job. He had to be on time and professional, not smelling of pussy face.

I walked to the closet and took out a long coat.

“It’s a hot day,” he observed, taking the coat and holding it up and looking at it.

“It’s only a couple of blocks.”

“Can’t you drive me?” he begged.

I lifted a lip and glared at him.

“Okay…I’m sorry.” He quickly pulled on the coat.

As he went out the door I handed him a bag. “Give this to Tina.”

“Okay.”

Then he went out the door. I stepped over to the picture window and watched him walk. Click click. Down the walk, turn left on the sidewalk. Across the street I could see Mr Johnson staring from his bedroom window. With binoculars.

Why, that old peeping Tom pervert. He was probably spanking the monkey as he watched my hubby stride down the walk.

The good news was that Tina had a full security system, and I was able to watch Seth on my computer as she put him through his paces.

I watched as she answered the door, , said something to him, a most haughty manner, and led him into the next room. I watched as he pushed the vacuum back and forth. He hadn’t given much fight to being told he was to clean her house, and he swept the floors and polished them. She had even set up a few extra cameras, and I got very hot and disturbed down below as I watched him clean the porcelain in the bathroom with a tiny brush.

So hot I had to go attend to my ‘needs.’

But I was back to the computer quickly, and I was just in time to see her sit on the couch in front of him and fasten her own strap on on to his waist. Then she led him, dick bouncing, to her bedroom.

And, one more camera, I watched as she made him eat her, then fuck her. Watching his body go up and down over her, seeing the way his dress moved as he pounded into her, I knew that I had had a good idea. I was already thinking of billboards.

‘Pink Hubby!’

For the woman who needs her house cleaned.

Commercial thoughts running through my mind, my pussy already starting to throb again, I watched as she clutched his back and gave a long yelp of pleasure. I couldn’t hear it, but I could see the way she jerked and twitched and it looked like she had real good cum.

Then he was done. He took off her dick and cleaned up the bedroom, put on his coat, and made his good byes.

Tina, as planned, gave him a tip. I had asked her to. I just wanted to see what he would do. It was more of a test.

He returned home fifteen minutes later, right on time. He came in the door and hung up his coat, and I stopped him.

“What do you think you are doing?”

He turned to me, the coat still in his hand. “Hanging up the coat?” He looked confused.

“Your day isn’t done. 435 Ridgewood Place. Alyce Thorndyke needs a good cleaning.”

“But…”

“”But what?”

We stood there for a long moment. I think, at that moment, he finally realized the full scope of my plans. Clean houses. Be used for sex. Rinse and repeat.

I sort of expected him to slump, to feel dispirited and show it in some fashion. Instead, he nodded. And he was excited, but not in the normal way. Later I would ask him about that, and he said that it was lie a big, warm knife was opening him up. It felt like he was having an orgasm, a female orgasm, without the explosion, but with the total immersion in warmth and goodness.

He put on the coat, turned to the door, then stopped.

“What?”

He turned to me and held out a hand. The twenty dollar bill Tina had given him was deposited in my hand.

He didn’t say anything, nor did I. Then he turned and went out the door.

By the end of the summer he had grown a pair. Of tits, that is. They weren’t giant, but they were quite sizable, especially considering that he had started out like a man.

They were about the size of softballs, and his dress filled out nicely. What I particularly liked was him wearing half bras. He would put a shelf on and his nips would point out, a little puffy and sensitive, and the material would rub on them until he was almost crying. He would spend the day rubbing at his crotch.

“Have they given you the go ahead?” I asked, one night. I was speaking of the college where he taught.

“They’re fine with me being a woman.” He spoke of his condition easily these days. I think growing his own breasts really helped in that.

“And how about you?”

He turned to me. He sighed.

“How are you dealing with being a woman?”

“I’m dealing.”

“But?”

“Speaking honestly?”

“I asked.”

“I’m so horny I can’t stand it. I can hardly think. I don’t know how I’ll put together lectures for my classes.”

I smiled “But you’re not asking for relief.”

He spoke wryly. “Would it do any good?”

“Honestly, yes.”

He blinked in surprise. “It would?”

“Of course. Look, your situation has changed, and it is obvious that you’re happy. And, believe it or not, I’m happy when you’re happy.”

“Except when you’re spanking me.”

“Actually,” I grinned, “I’m more happy.” Then I grew more serious. “You’ve changed, but you’ve got needs, and we need to address those needs if we want to keep you healthy and happy.”

He cocked his head. I loved the way his long locks shifted and framed his face.

“So…what are you going to do?”

I took his hand and led him into the bedroom.

He looked around. I didn’t usually let him in the bedroom, he slept in the pink, spare bedroom.

“Up the bed on all fours.”

Puzzled, he mounted the bed, and I put on the strap on.

He turned his head to look back at me, and his face opened up. “No,” he said.

“Why not. You’re a woman in every other way.”

To his credit, he turned his face back to the front, looking away from me, and waited.

I had selected a large penis with a curved and a big head. I had been reading up and knew this was the best for massaging prostates.

I scooped up a large glob of lube and stepped between his legs. I pushed the lube into his crack, into his hole.

He shivered and jerked, and I slapped his ass. “Take it like a woman,” I commanded.

He held himself still and waited.

I reached down and tugged on his balls a bit. They were tight, full, and I knew that he really needed to be drained. Full balls were good for horniness, and compliance, but every once in a while they had to be drained. He had to be cleaned out, and the real benefit was that he wouldn’t get to cum, and would end up hornier than before.

I pushed forward and the big penis went up his rear. He grunted and jerked, but I held on to his hips and kept him from flattening out.

“Relax, little girl,” I soothed him.

He was tight, there were still internal struggles, and this was manifesting. But as I kept inside him, as I began to move in and out with small motions, he began to relax. It felt too good not to relax.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“That it is,” I calmly stated, and my movements began to get larger.

Back and forth, in and out, I sawed. I could feel his muscles tightening and trying to hold, I could feel his sphincter trying to close, and getting a fresh rub of sensation for that.

He began to push back. Little humps at first, but then he finally did relax, and the small movements became large movements.

He groaned and wiggled his ass. I could see his hands going under him, and I knew he was feeling his tits.

“How you doing, Sethie?”

“Oh, God…please…”

Suddenly his back gave a funny wiggle, and I instinctively knew what was happening.

“Oh, shit! I’m peeing.”

“It’s okay. Let it go. Pee all you want.”

He suddenly giggled, a very feminine sound. “After all, I’ll clean it up.”

“That’s right, honey. You’ll clean it all up.” I continued pushing in and out of him for a while longer. With the desire to pee had come a sort of loose-y goose-y feeling, and he relaxed and just felt good.

I began to pull out of him.

“Oh, please,” he blurted.

“You’re all done,” I slapped his ass. I stepped back, unbuckled the strap on and let it drop onto the floor.

He was sort of sore. It was his first time, after all. Moving carefully, he turned around and looked at me, then looked down at the bed. “What the…”

“It’s cum,” I said of the pool of liquid on the bed spread under where his caged penis had been hanging.

“I didn’t cum!”

“Of course not. But I rubbed your prostate, and it forced semen out. You’ve been drained.”

“But, I…I…”

“You’ll feel real good for a few hours. Enjoy it. When it wears off you’re going to be even more hornier.”

“I am?”

I faced him squarely. “Honey, for years, for decades, for the history of man…men have controlled women. They have bullied them and fucked them, and with not a care for the pleasure of the woman. Isn’t it time for a little role reversal? For men to come to grips with what idiots they have been?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course this isn’t for all men.”

“It isn’t?”

“Certainly not. Men like you make good maids. Or scullery cooks. Or other such positions. Thee are other men who are not good for such positions. I will be going out and finding one in the near future. While you’re working.”

He was blinking, trying to understand. “Working? Cleaning houses?”

“It’s what you’re good at. When you’re not using that big brain of yours to teach, or to write books and papers.”

He set on the bed, still on all fours, looking a bit like a stupid doggie.

“So, honey, while I find a real man to satisfy me, you’re going to be working for ‘Pink Hubby.’ A business I’ve put together, and which you are the first real employee. You are going to clean houses and administer to the needs of women. What do you think of that?”

“Well, uh…I…”

He didn’t know what to say, but I waited, and waited, and finally he gave me his answer.

“I guess that would be all right.”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


I Feminized Him in One Day!

I made my man into a woman!


PART ONE

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?”

I smiled as I snipped the last of his tighty whiteys with my scissors and dropped the pieces into the trash.

I heard Ron walking down the hallway. When he appeared in the kitchen he had on a tee shirt and nothing else. I looked down at his cock and smiled.

“What?” He asked, puzzled by my smile. His cock was half hard.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Then where’s my underwear? I had a full drawer yesterday.”

“Well, about that, I think it’s about time we made some changes.”

“Changes?” he frowned. “What kind of changes?”

“Well, about that…” I went to the cupboard and took down the bottle of bourbon. The good stuff, Bib and Tucker 10 year old, small batch. $85 a bottle.

“Is there an occasion?” He tilted his head in question.

“There’s always an occasion,” I answered. “I took down a large kitchen glass and filled it with ice cubes. I then poured half a glass of bourbon.

“You realize it’s only 8 in the morning.”

“It’s 8:15 somewhere,” I chuckled. I opened a bottle of Pepsi and filled the remainder of the glass. “Of course, if you’r e not man enough?” I handed him the glass.

Ron took it, shrugged. He drank a big glug and grinned. “Maybe we should have started at 7:45.”

I smiled indulgently. “Drink your breakfast, and make sure you take these vitamins. I handed him several pills.”

“What’s this?” he looked at the little pellets.

“Vitamins.”

“Oh. Are you on one of those kicks again?”

One of ‘those’ kicks. As if eating wheat germ and yogurt is unhealthy for you. As if veggies might kill you, and where the hell’s the beef?

“I guess you could say that.”

He took another big sip. He did love his bourbon.

“So where’s my underwear.”

“It had an accident.”

“It had a…in my dresser drawer my underwear got in an accident?”

“Yes. And it was terrible. The little tighty whiteys all got slaughtered. I even had to give them a burial.”

Glug. Glug.

“That sounds a little nuts. Now where is my underwear?

“I told you. I had to bury it.”

Glug. Blink. The booze was effecting him. “So where is it buried?”

“Right here,” I toed the peddle on the garbage can.

He looked in and saw his undies, cut into pieces and strips. Waistband to pouch. The different colors. New and old.

His eyes widened and he looked up at me. “What the heck is this?”

“A burial.”

“No…what…what is going on? Why’d you do this?”

“Come on, I’ll show you why.”

I walked down the hallway, click, click, click. I knew he was staring at my ankles, my calves, my ass. Men are so easy.

I entered the bedroom and he was right behind me, and his cock was now standing out. I smiled at it, took it in my hands, tugged on it until he groaned, and said, “Nice cock.”

I let go, which caused him to groan again, and I opened up my dresser drawer.

“I’ll buy you some more underwear. But until the weekend you can wear these.” I held out some panties. They were satiny blue. Seamless and very stretchy.

“Wait a minute? You cut up my underwear to make me wear your panties? Isn’t this some kind of kink?”

“Yes, it is. But I didn’t cut up your underpants just so you could wear my panties. Let’s face it, your underwear was old, worn, a few rips past its prime. Time for you to get new undies, and I’ll buy them so you can be assured they are stylish and comfortable.

“Hey, it’s my balls that are going into them, how do you know what’s comfortable for me? Besides, there was some very comfortable underwear in my drawer, and some of it wasn’t too old. Why couldn’t you have at least left those?”

“Out with the old,” I answered nonchalantly. A new broom sweeps clean. an ounce of common sense is worth a pound of theory, the best laid plans of—“

“Hold it,” he held up a hand. He still had his drink in the other, and I motioned for him to sip. He did so, and said, “Is this more than some new, bright idea? Have you lost your senses? Not firing on all cylinders? A plastic thingie short of a six pack? Forgot to sharpen all the knives in your drawer?”

“Oh, you silly. Here I am, taking care of my man the best way I can, and you make jokes.” I patted him on the cheek.

He glugged. Good. He said, “Yeah, but this…cutting up my underwear seems a little extreme.

I slid down his body, running my hands down his sides. “Is this a little extreme? I took him in my mouth.

“Oh!” he blurted.

He had a nice cock, and I really like it’s size and shape. Big enough to choke, and it had made me expand my deep throating skills. I fondled his balls as I slithered my lips up and gobbled the last inch.

He looked down at my head, my lips working against his pubic, cock all the way down my throat.

“Oh, fuck!” he gasped.

I began to move back and forth, letting that big snake almost escape, then gobbling up its length again.

His knees began to shake, and I placed my hands on them and held him steady.

“”Fuck!” he whimpered, and I knew that he was close; I could feel his muscles tightening, I gripped the base of his cock and squeezed hard. I stood up and he fought my hand, tried to let the ripples of squirtem rip through his cock and spew.

“Let it go! Please!”

I didn’t, and after a minute, when he was done with his frantic exertions, I released him.

“Why’d you do that?” he complained. “Why didn’t you let me cum?”

“Drink up,” I responded.

He drank, and this time he really wanted to.  Desperation does that to a man.

Come on, I’ll tell you. And bring those panties.”

We walked back to the kitchen. I was fully clothed, but my large breasts jounced and jiggled with every step. His eyes, of course, were on my ass.

I took his glass and refilled it. He stared at me, and I said, “Sit down.”

He did, there was nothing else to do, and I handed him a fresh drink and sat across from him.

He stared at me, and drank, and stared some more.

I was wearing red lipstick, be it slightly smeared from my recent fellatio efforts, and smoky eye shadow. My blouse showed a half bra, and my nipples stood out. My tits, with the nipples rubbing against the blouse material, felt pretty good. In fact, this whole scene was making me quite wet. Heck, I might need a pad if this got any better. And I knew it was going to get better.

“Honey. Ron. It’s time things changed around here.”

“Changed how?” he drank, was suspicious, eyed me closely, and tried not to let his eyes drift down to my distended nipples.

“Well, I’ve been reading some books on feminism, and it is obvious that society is out of balance.”

“Out of balance how?”

“Did you know that houses were designed, dimension-wise, for men? Some French, idiot, male architect back in the thirties.”

“Well, I hadn’t…”

“And in the fifties cars were designed for a six foot man. Everything, from seats to dash to turning radius, is built around a six foot man.”

“But men are the major drivers and—“

“And that justifies eliminating half the population from the equation?”

“Well, no. It’s not that they did that on purpose, it’s just that—“

“Did you know that scientists refuse to include women in their scientific trials? It’s the hormones. They say that hormones skew the results. So even the medicine we take is designed for men, and the hell with the women.”

“Honey!” He tried to build up a little steam, take a stand. “That’s not all my fault!”

“Nope. But it’s your responsibility. And until enough men take enough responsibility the world won’t change.”

“What…but…”

I left him on that note. I smiled, patted his cheek, and kissed him…and left him standing there with my panties in his hands.

I sat in the den and watched TV, there was some gymnastics on, and I loved how the women stretched and tumbled, did their splits and somersaults. I was leafing idly through a fashion magazine and glancing up at the screen occasionally, when he walked past in the hallway.

“Hey, Ron?”

He came back to the door and peeked in.

“Those panties fit good?”

He turned a little red in the face. “Not really.”

“How come?” I acted all concerned.

“I, uh…fall out of the sides. My balls don’t fit.”

“Hmm. You mean women’s panties aren’t designed to fit men?”

“Hah,” he blurted. And it was obvious that he meant that there was something in this world that wasn’t designed for men.

I just smiled and said, “I’ll bear that in mind when I get your panties.”

“I don’t want panties,” he growled.

“Come here,” I commanded.

I don’t think he liked my voice, but, let’s face it, it was his cock that was answering.

He entered the room and stood in front of me. I leaned forward and ran my fingers around the outline of his cock in his pants. “Mmm,” I said. “Delicious. Would you like a little blow job right now?”

He gulped. My last BJ, though incomplete, had left him a bit horny.

“Then pull down your panties,” I emphasized the word panties, “and let me suck on your dong for a while.

There was a part of him that didn’t want to. But that part was very small. He unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled both shorts and panties down. His cock sprang right out. It was red and ready. That was the good thing about tease and deny. Do it enough and the poor thing is always ready.

I took his balls in hand, rolled them in one hand, and deep throated him. Again, he gasped, and his hips thrust forward.

In and out I ran my lips over his cock. I worked the head well, and shortly I could taste the slightly salty, slightly sweet, taste of his pre-cum.

I ran my other hand between his legs and began to brush it over his button.

Oh, he jerked then, and the pre-cum spurted, and he was almost ready to cum, I could feel the sperm boiling and starting to pulse…so I let him go.

“Hey!”

“That’s enough for now. Oh, look!”

He looked down at his angry, red member.

“Your balls are pulled up tight. They won’t fall out now!”

“But my cock won’t fit,” he was a bit snappish, being denied like that, but that was okay. Men will have their little hormonal hissy fits.

“Well, maybe you should wear some tummy shapers. That would keep that silly, little thing under control.”

His mouth opened and he breathed, “Silly, little thing?”

“Well, it is. It gets all excited and hard at the slightest provocation. And it always wants to drool and spit. Wouldn’t you call that silly?”

He made a whining sound, then, since I was obviously done, sitting back and picking up my magazine again, he tucked himself in and lurched out of the room.

I giggled.

When I heard the lawnmower start outside I put my magazine down and got up and left the room.

I went my closet, and took hold of the shoe hanger. I turned the cloth rack filled with my shoes, and on the other side, in one of the top pockets, were several of my Grace Mansfield books. I kept most of them in a box on a shelf behind some old blankets. But I kept the latest in the shoe rack. I listened for the sound of the lawnmower. Good. We had a big lawn, and he would be trimming after that, and I had plenty of time.

I took the paperback in and sat down on the toilet. I opened it and started reading.

I don’t know if you’ve ever read any of Ms Mansfield’s work, but she specializes in how to feminize men. She gives great ideas, and has wonderful plot twists.

I sat and read, and my hand held my vibrator.

I was only dimly aware of the sound of the mower as I buzzed away at my clit. I read about men being brought to heel. I read of men being feminized, made up, and used like property.

Oh, lord, such ideas, and the images made me wetter and wetter. My hand was moving around and around, pressing against my pussy, and I was getting wetter and wetter—

“Honey? Rhonda?”

Oh, fuck! I turned the little vibrator off and concealed it in my hand. I let the book slip to the side.

He opened the door, and I sat there, looking like I was red and half grunting.

He grinned. “Got one hanging, eh?”

“Halfway there, I answered honestly.

“Well, sorry. But have you seen the clippers?”

You left them on the washing machine.” My voice was a little high. I had been so close it was actually starting to happen. The orgasm was sitting right in my pussy, waiting to overwhelm me. I wanted Ron out of there in the worst possible way.

“Oh, yeah. You’re right. He started to leave, then stopped. He stood there with a big grin.

“Don’t you want to go ahead and squeeze that loaf out?”

“Will you leave!” I snapped and sort of groaned.

He laughed. “Sorry.”

He closed the door, and he wasn’t sorry. He thought it was funny to catch me in the middle of a bowel movement.

The dummy had no idea it wasn’t a bowel movement, but a movement of a totally different kind. A pussy movement.

I listened, heard him walking away, and I quickly turned on the vibrator, picked up the book, and tried to regain my head of steam.

When you are interrupted, sometimes it goes away. I felt it dwindling, and I moved that vibrator desperately. I read the book, but now I was so close, and so far, the book wouldn’t do. I needed penetration.

I dropped the book, changed my position and began pushing my fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” I wheezed, working my hand in and out. I was jamming my knuckles up against the rim of my vagina, I was close to actually fisting myself, and I would have…but the feeling came back, It built and built, then washed over me, a heat that exploded in my pussy and coursed through my body.

For a long minute I sat on the toilet, gasping, my eyes rolling, my chest heaving. My hips kept jerking, then twitching inside, then they jerked again. And again and again.

Finally, it subsided. I was sitting half on and half off the throne, half leaning against the wall and half pushing on the counter, dazed, and happy.

He had stopped me, and that made it harder, but the extra work resulted in extra pleasure. That had been a great and glorious cum if ever there was one.

Finally, I sighed, and struggled to my feet. I pulled up my panties, put the Mansfield book away, and headed back to the den. Maybe I could watch some more gymnastics.

The day went slowly. Ron was horny and kept looking at me, and the bulge in his pants was there to stay.

I, of course was not horny. Which was okay, but I sort of wanted to be horny again. Being horny is a lot of fun. Wish I could be horny all the time, like a man, but, sigh, not meant to be.

But, not horny was cool too, for me. While I was not horny and he was I could tease without being distracted by my own hunger. That was one of the things I had learned from the books I read: when you get horny you should jill off, leave the man horny, and he’ll be more amenable to whatever you wish.

Cool.

So I fixed dinner, gave Ron another drink after dinner, to help with his pills, and then sucked him before bed. But not to a cum. Never to a cum. Not now, when I had a plan to…make him more amenable.

I had actually ordered panties for Ron from Amazon, and they arrived the next day.

Actually, guilty confession here, they weren’t exactly woman’s panties. They were transgender panties. Slick and stretchy for the pouch, and designed to keep him horny.

“Ron!” I called him into the den after I had opened and inspected the packages.

He entered the room and I handed him the box of panties. He looked at it and his face turned a little white. He was having a hard time with this. Good. The hornier they are the harder they fall.

“I don’t want to wear these.”

“Too bad, so sad, makes me glad,” I chanted at him.

“I’m just going to go buy my own underwear.”

“And I’ll just cut them up,” I snapped, haughtily. “And maybe I’ll cut up what’s in them, too.”

He blinked at that. No man likes to think of the loss of his most precious body organ. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?”

“Because I want you to experience what it is like being the better half.”

“And wearing your underwear is going to do that?”

“Do you like that scratchy stuff? You cock just packed away like it means nothing? Go on, try on those underwear. They will fit you better, and you will enjoy the sensations.”

He grumped, but turned away.

In two minutes he was back, and he was wearing a pretty pink pair of panties and his tatty tee shirt.

“What the fuck is this?” He held up a matching bra.

“It’s a bra. I didn’t know you liked bras? I would have gotten you one sooner!”

He was starting to blink, and I could tell he was already starting to be overwhelmed.

“Seriously?” he sounded a little choked.

“Actually,” I lied, “I didn’t know that was there. I must have ordered a panty set without realizing it. But since you have it…” I looked down. “Nice fit. Come here.”

He couldn’t help it. His cock walked over to me, his body following. I put my hand on his new, transgender panties and felt his package. His cock was hard, very hard, but it was still confined inside the material. “Oh, that’s nice.” I rubbed him and his knees gave a bit.

I let go and looked up at him. “Was there anything else?”

Oh, there was, he wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but it was obvious what I was doing, and he was actually a bit embarrassed, and…he hesitated, then he blurted, “There’s some weird panties in that box.”

“Weird? How so?”

“Like, I don’t know. One has a ring in it, an elastic ring, and another one…” he turned bright red, “it looks like a pussy!”

I grinned in delight. “Oh, goodie! Go try them on! I want a beauty pageant right here, right now.”

“But…but…”

“If you do that I might be convinced to suck on your cock for a while.”

“Really?”

The poor boy. He was out of control, his own control, and under mine.

“Sure. Now go put on a pair and come out and show me.”

He left, and came back a minute later. He was wearing a skin colored, rubbery pussy. I mean it. A pussy. I recognized it at once, of course. The description of it, on Amazon, was ‘Y16T Mens Hiding Gaff Panty Insert Pads, Pluggable Transgender Crossdressing Pad for Crossdresser Cosplay.’

What a mouthful, eh? But seeing my man in it, his cock in the inner sleeve and totally hidden, a fake pussy on his front, one that I could, and did, insert a finger into…I thought I was going to cum in my panties. And I had just cum the day before. Whew!

And, in spite of his protestations, this panty thing was making him hornier and hornier.

Heh.

The next item was a gaff. It was tight and low, and his cock and balls were bent back between his legs. And, I have to tell you, that must have been painful. He was getting so hard, and then to bend it back like that…whew for him!

“Better save that one for when I’ve drained you.”

He gave me a funny look at the remark, but I didn’t explain myself, and he was in a hurry for a blow job, so he ran out of the room, and returned a minute later with another pair of panties. And another and another. And each one seemed to make him harder and hornier.

Finally, he was done. And back in the pretty pink ones.

I smiled at him, and I pulled them down and put my educated lips to work.

And now I had to be careful. He had reached that drippy stage where it wouldn’t take much to make him squirt his load. I blew him slowly, fondled him gently, and he kept jerking and twitching, but I managed to keep him right on the edge. Dripping and hip jerking and eyes rolled back desperation.

And I stopped.

“Come on,” he whined, begging. “Get me off.”

“Oh, no. That comes later.”

“How much later?” he pleaded.

“Oh, I don’t know. But I’ll tell you what…if you wear that bra tonight, when we meet Jill and Tommy for dinner, that would probably go a long way towards making me want a little desert, if you know what I mean.”

He did. And he grinned.

“So, go. Try it on. I’ll help you with the fit.”

He trotted off, and returned holding the terribly frightening instrument of torture that terrified him so. At least, it made him red in the face and confused.

I held it up and he put his arms out and I slid the straps over his shoulder. “Turn around.” He turned, and I fastened the clasp. “Turn around.”

He turned, and it was perfect. It was pink, like his panties, and it was a training bra with not much cup. It held his pecs perfectly. His little nipples poked out the thin material of the cups and he looked so cute.

“Oh, that is wonderful.”

“It is?” he asked dubiously. Horny but dubious. What a wonderful combination.

“It is. Can you take it off?”

He tried. He reached his arms back up behind, and over the shoulder, but the clasp was perfectly situated so he couldn’t reach it. He just wasn’t flexible enough.

“Can you help me?” he asked.

“Nope.”

He looked at me, his eyes quizzical.

“Wear it today. Get used to it. You’ll be glad when we go to dinner.”

“Well, I…”

I rubbed the front of his panties, stroked his cock, and his breath caught.

“Why not. It’s only you and me, and I want you to feel how good it feels. Are you horny?”

“Uh…yeah. Sort of.”

Sort of? Ha! He was so horny he was dripping, and the evidence was on the front of his panties as a patch of moisture grew.

“So wear that bra, right through dinner. Maybe you’ll get your rocks off.”

“Maybe?” He was no dummy. I had teased him for two days, and he wanted to reach the goal line.

I stared at him. then: “If you do what I say, wear whatever I want, then I will get you off during dinner.”

“During dinner?”

“While you’re eating your steak. While you saw back and forth and cut your meat, I will be sawing back and forth on your meat, too. If you manage to cum, and I will do my best to make you cum, then…” I shrugged.

“Cum during dinner.”

“But I’m going to do more than make you wear a bra and panties.”

“How much more,” he asked suspiciously.

“Garters and nylons,” I said.

He stood, and contemplated. Well, actually his dick contemplated, but his head went along with it.

“And I just have to wear those four things. Panties and garter, nylons and bra.”

“That’s it.”

“But…I’ll be eating!”

“Have you ever had an orgasm in front of other people? Without them even seeing or understanding?”

“No…” unsure, but excited.

“Then try it. If it doesn’t work then you can come home and jack off.”

“Jack off?”

I shrugged. “You’ve got options.”

But he didn’t. Not really.

“How would you reach my dick…when it’s in my panties?”

Ha! He had called them ‘my panties,’ assuming his way into my kink.

“Before the steaks arrive go to the bathroom. You can cut a hole in the panties. Get your dick out, and I will stroke you. God, you’re going to be so excited you won’t be able to stand it. You might be a little shy at first, but as I play with you and stroke you you’ll get hornier and hornier. And you’ll be acting all so nonchalant as we talk and chat, but my hand will be under the table, working madly. We can get Tom and Jill a little drunk first, but you only have one drink. They’ll be too drunk to notice, and you’ll get closer and closer. Your dick will be dripping, and it will be so fucking hard. Maybe Tom will be talking about football, or golf, or something, and you’ll feel that little trigger click way down there. You’ll take a sip of water to mask any facial expression. Maybe you’ll choke a little bit, trying to swallow when the sperm shoots out. but…there you go.”

“And if it doesn’t work. If I don’t get off…”

“Then you have my permission to come home and masturbate. Of course, I’ll have to watch. But…” I lifted my shoulders in a shrug.

He stood there for a long minute, thinking, his mind running over the scenario.

Getting his rocks off, right in front of people.

Then he nodded.

“Okay. Then…how do we work this?”

“Like I say, wear the bra the rest of the day. And before we go out I’ll help you put on some nylons and a garter. We head for the restaurant and…” I smiled.

“Just wear panties and bra, garter and nylons.” I could tell he was talking himself into it.

“That’s all.”

He paused, then looked at me. His gaze was firm as he had made up his mind. “Okay.”

“Okay,” I replied, and I smiled.


PART TWO

“You’ve got to shave your legs if you’re going to wear nylons.”

“Oh, come on,” he laughed.

“Seriously.”

“What?” he turned and frowned at me. “Why?”

“Number one, it looks stupid to have all those scrunched up hairs under your second skin. Number two, it’s going to feel so sexy cool that you will be elevated to a whole new level of hard on. Number three, because I said so.”

He thought on that for a few seconds, then, “Okay.” But he didn’t like it.

“Here, it’s easier than shaving.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.  He caught it and looked at it. “Nair? Really?”

“Absolutely. Women have been using it for years, and you like to feel my legs, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Long story short, he used the Nair. He got out of the shower a little bit red-faced, but bald as a baby’s butt that had just been shaved. Or Nair-ed.

“This is weird,” he remarked, as he pulled on the garters.

“Only if weird is sexy,” I was sitting at my vanity table and making up my face. I especially worked on plumping the lips, the red, then gloss. Baby, he loved my lips, and he would be thinking of them all night.

He pulled on the cock ring underwear I had gotten him. It was a thong with an elastic cock ring. The pouch that normally covered his package could be pulled down easily and put under the balls when he was ready.

I was wearing a half bra, the tips showing, and I was going to wear a simple jacket. I would be bulging, and the slightest turn and I would be visible. A little jump and I would bounce with the best of them.

He put on his bra, I had helped him take it off for the shower, and I had to help him put it on again. I snapped his strap when I was done. “Sexy bitch.”

He looked at me funny, then sat down and rolled the nylons up his legs.

“How’s that feel?” I asked.

“Electric,” he admitted.

“Sexier than socks?”

“Uh, yeah.”

I could tell what he was thinking. He was a man, dammit! It might feel so cool, and make his cock stick out, but…it was women’s clothing!

“Nice,” I said, turning to face him.

He didn’t say anything, his own thoughts were overwhelming him, and I knew he was going to need some alcohol pretty quick.

He pulled on cargo pants. slipped into a black tee shirt and started to put on a short sleeve shirt. A thick one with pockets.

“Why don’t you just wear the tee shirt?”

He looked at me, his eyes black with a thousand yard stare. Man, he was thinking. “People would see the bra straps.”

“People see my bra straps all the time. Don’t you think it’s sexy?”

“For you.” He wasn’t laughing.

I put on a skirt, then my jacket. I was already wearing nylons and heels. I stood up and he whistled.

“Wowzer, baby. Are you…are you going to go with just a jacket?”

“Sure.”

“People can see an awful lot.”

“And you can too. And you’ll be dreaming of unwrapping this package all the way home.”

“If I don’t cum.” He was quick.

“Well, if you don’t, it won’t be my fault.”

The way his mouth worked, he was on edge. Lord, that boy was whore-kneeeee!

We hoped into the car and he started driving across town. As we drove I kept my hand in his lap. “How’s the hose?”

“Wow. I can feel everything sliding on my legs. It enhances everything.”

“And how’s that old cock?”

He groaned in answer.

We pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s. It was already packed with cars, couples were sauntering toward the entrance, and music was blaring in the evening.

Charlie Coyote’s is the place to be. A cafe during the day, it turns into a robust night club at night.

Inside was a jostling crowd. Men in sleek suits, or casual, women in gowns and latex and whatever. There was a dance floor in the center, surrounding by a ring of tables, then booths. At the far wall was a bar with the hardest working bartenders in all of Los Angeles.

We turned right, through the crowd, and entered the patio. At the far side Tom and Jill were waiting for us. They waved, we waved, and soon we were all sitting and imbibing.

Well, they were imbibing, and we made sure they kept doing so at a good pace.

Tom worked on a bourbon and Coke, and made it last. I sipped at a sedate pace. I was having fun, Tom and Jill were getting blotto, and I don’t think the alcohol was affecting Ron at all. He was just too stimulated, too excited.

“So you think the Laker’s have a chance?”

Now, normally, Ron and Tom would be in a fast and furious argument about statistics and positions and trades and all that sort of thing. But Ron kept interjecting comments and let Tom do the arguing.

Jill and I chatted about this and that, and it was quite pleasant. Then Jose arrived. “What would you fine senors and senioritas like to order?”

We ordered. Filet Mignon for me. Jill, traitor, had a salad. But she has to watch her figure. Ron ordered prime rib, and so did Tom. Then Ron stood up and said, “Got to hit the head,” he managed not to look at me and blush.

We sat and talked as Tom went to the bathroom.

“Ron seems a bit subdued,” observed Jill. “Is everything all right?”

Tom was glanced, very fixedly, at a woman with enormous boobs, probably a porn star.

I whispered to Jill, “He thinks he’s going to get lucky.”

Jill almost spit her drink out. “He’s not?” she giggled.

“Not if I can help it. I’ve got him wearing nylons and a bra, and he is about to bust.”

She glanced at Tom, who had actually turned in his chair and his whole attention was on the woman bouncing past us.

I whispered, “I’m going to jack him off during dinner.”

She stared at me, laughed, stared some more, and Tom turned back to us. “Was that Holly Halston?”

Neither of us answered, and Jill was staring at me with open faced admiration.

Tom returned, and our steaks, and one salad, arrived. My hand, of course, slid under the tablecloth and to the side.

Ron didn’t show anything. Kept cutting and eating, and he even kept up the conversation with Tom. Sort of.

Jill stared, gulped some of her drink, toyed with her salad, and tried to watch without being observed.

Though he looked attentive, Ron wouldn’t have known if an elephant walked into the room and crapped on the table.

Oh, it was a good show. He muttered his, ‘Oh, yeahs,’ and ‘sures,’ and looked like he was paying attention. But he wasn’t.

He was feeling my small hands stroke his cock. Up and down, light nails over the head.

He was breathing harder and harder, and trying not to.

He sipped his drink. He kept his eyes on Tom, and he was getting closer and closer.

Jill nudged her fork and it fell off the table. She leaned over and ducked down to pick it up.

Ron panicked. He put one hand down and tried to push my hand away, to close his legs, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t let him.

Jill got a good eyeful. She saw how I had manipulated his cock out of his pants. She saw his penis, red and swollen and ready to squirt. Later she would tell me that it was drooling pre-cum. And she saw his nylons under his cargo pants.

She sat up, wiped her fork on her napkin, glanced at Ron, and looked at me.

But in that glance Ron knew that she knew. He was petrified. He kept trying to get his cock back, but I wouldn’t let go.

The tension was palpable, and Tom would notice in a second.

Jill’s a pretty smart girl, though, and she saw what had happened, how the moment was evaporating. She turned her attention to Ron and said directly to him, “Go on with what you’re doing.”

Ron opened and closed his mouth. He was quite red, but…it worked. She knew, he knew, and I obviously knew, and Tom was saying, ‘It’s on Youtube. It’s called ‘How Ridiculous,’ and they do things like drop cars on giant hatchets, try to squash toilets with three ton hammers, and…” he blathered on and on, drunk and oblivious to what we were doing.

Jill smiled, opened the top buttons of her blouse and waved a hand to fan her face. “Is it hot in here? Or is it my imagination?”

Ron was torn, his hips wanted to jerk and thrust, my hand was driving him crazy, and  Jill was showing him her boobs. She unbuttoned another button, pulled the sides of the blouse apart. Her tits were almost falling out, and I worked my hand slower and slower.

Tom: “And they got this little rubber dinosaur called ‘Rexie,’ and they keep trying to destroy him. Put him in the toilet when the three ton hammer drops, that sort of thing…”

I stopped fondling the knob, he was too close. I stroked, and I stroked slowly, stopping, watching him. His eyes were glazed and his dick was pulsing, but I had him a sort of a never land, right on the edge, but never over.

“Is that Holly Halston?” Tom blurted.

The woman with the big breasts walked by again.

“Why don’t you do get an autograph,” Jill suggested.

“What? No.”

“Really. Go on. It’ll make your day. Hell, it’ll make your year.”

“Well, it…it…uh…”

“Go on,” and Jill pushed him.

So he did. He got up, crossed the room and stood behind her and said something.

The woman turned, and they started chatting, and then she took out an eyeliner pencil and had him unbutton his shirt and lift his tee.

Meanwhile, Jill leaned forward and placed her hand over Tom’s. “Are you really going to shoot your sperm right here? Under the table.”

Ron tried to look at me, but she had captured him. He said, “You told her.”

I said, “So what. Are you going to cum or not?”

“Hold it back, Ron,” Jill whispered. “Stay horny.”

“I…I can’t…I’ve got to…”

I let go of him.

He deflated like the Goodyear blimp. He just dwindled down into himself.

Jill laughed. “Good boy.”

He looked at me, and he was so conflicted. His secret was out. He knew that she knew that he was wearing women’s underwear, and getting hand jobs, and…and was right on the edge of squirting.

“You told…you told…”

“And how are you feeling now?”

“Humiliated.”

“And hard.”

“Embarrassed.”

“And hard.”

“Ashamed.”

Jill squeezed his hand. “Aw. Poor boy. Has a cock that women dream of, and he’s going to get lucky tonight.”

“Maybe,” I said.

Ron looked back and forth between us, then focused on me. “Maybe?”

“I really don’t want you to cum.”

“So we’re not going to fuck tonight?”

“Well, I said you could jack off, but now I don’t even want you to do that.”

“But…”

“I’ve got something better in mind.”

“What?”

At that moment Jose came by to check on us.

“Bad Jose!” I admonished.

“He became quite serious. Jose is a charm, and he takes anything you say to heart.

“Is there something more I can do?”

“Jose, you haven’t kept us in suds.”

We could see his Latin mind working around the words, then he brightened up. “Oh, suds…like dreenk!”

“Exactly. Now, I’ll take six bourbon and Cokes. And Jill, what do you want?”

Jill ordered for herself and Tom, and I added, “Fast service for big tips, amigo.”

The dollar signs flickered in Jose’s eyes, and he sprinted off to fill our order.

And Tom came back, holding his tee shirt up so we could see.

Hally Halston

Right over the right nipple. And her lip print was right on his nipple.

“See? It was her!”

We all laughed, admired the lips on his nipple, and Jose returned with the drinks.

And the party really got started.

We drank until midnight. Tom and Jill kept their high, and Ron got riotous. He was horny, excited, desperate, frustrated, and I made sure he had a drink in his hand the whole night.

By midnight we had reached a comfortable peak. Tom and Jill were laughing and happy and ready to go home and go to bed.

Ron was ready to go anywhere and do anything. He would have taken off his clothes and danced naked on Sunset if I had asked him.

I was just a little high.

So we departed that place of frivolity, and I drove home.

Ron wanted to, but he was in no condition. The fact was that he would have been a drunken mess, except he was horny. That was keeping an edge of sobriety on him.

So I drove, and he played with the radio, and we sauntered through the smog laden Hollywood scene. Call girls on Hollywood Blvd. Rap music blaring from a dozen cars at the In and Out fast food place next to Hollywood High. Police cars sharking along the streets, looking for trouble.

“You told Jill I was…you were…”

“I did. It really made it hotter, didn’t it?”

“Well, it was hot.”

“Did you like staring at her tits?”

“Uh…”

“She has a great set, doesn’t she?”

“Well, uh…”

“Would you like to fuck her?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

Even drunk, that registered in his simple cranium.

“What? Why not? I’m your husband!”

“So where does it say in our marriage vows that I have to lay down and spread my legs whenever you say?”

He blinked.

“Marriage vows were written by a man, and they are pronounced by a man, and they are designed to make a woman a victim.”

“But…you…I…”

He was not only drunk, he was flabbergasted. His drunken mind couldn’t even begin to cope with what I was saying.

“So we are going to rewrite our marriage vows tonight. And we’re going to rewrite them so they benefit the woman for a change.”

“But…you…I…”

“First, you will wear what I want you to wear. And since we are the same size, except for tits, we will be able to trade dresses and underwear and even make up.”

“What?” He actually reeled in his seat, as if I had punched him.

“You heard me right. And, as for your tits…I’ve been giving you hormones. And they will start taking effect in the not too distant future. Yes, hubbie of mine, you are about to grow a pair. A real pair. Do you think you will like wearing tits?”

“But…are you…” his mind was sorting through what I had said and he was having a lot of difficulty. Male minds. They just aren’t built to cope.

“And if the hormones don’t work well enough, I’m going to get you breast implants. If we’re going to stay married then I want my man to have some righteous tits. The kind of tits I can be proud of.”

Ron went silent. I let him be for a few moments, we were getting close to home, and I asked, “What are you thinking?”

“You’ve been giving me hormones?”

“Yep. Industrial strength. The best money can buy. Within a week you’ll go through an extra horny stage, so we have to change your sexual preferences before then. I’m not going to waste my time laying down or sucking on you all hours of the day. That’s for a world designed by men. So we’ll change the way we do sex, and you’ll like it. I’ve been reading up on it, and all men do.”

“What kind of hormones?”

“Lots of estrogen. I haven’t totally canceled out your dick. After you go through the extra horny stage you’ll probably shrink a little, but you won’t go limp. You’ll be less able, and that will probably make you more horny. And I’m not going to let you in me. I find a dildo so much more pleasurable. A dildo doesn’t suddenly go limp and crawl away and leave me high and dry. Oh, you’ll still get in me, every once in a while, when I feel like the warmth and heat of flesh. But you won’t be cumming in me anymore. Mostly, I’ll be getting in you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked in shock.

“Oh, I like that. I want you to start speaking in a higher voice.”

“But…why? Why are you doing this?”

“I’ve been reading, and it turns out that you're not alone. More than half a percent of the people in the United States are transgender. I’ve always thought you a little soft, in spite of your macho posturing, and I decided it was time for you to go all the way and discover your true self.

“But…I don’t want to!”

“You don’t know if you want to until you’ve tried it.”

“But I don’t want to try it!”

“Did you like wearing nylons and bra tonight?”

“Well…no.”

I laughed. “the bull shat and you stepped in it. You were having more fun than Bill Clinton on Epstein’s Island.”

“But…”

I turned into our driveway.

“I’m not going to do it.”

I turned to him. “Let’s go in and discuss it.”

“I don’t want to talk…”

I lost the rest of his words because I was already out of the car and half up the walk to the front door.

I heard his door slam and he hurried after me.

Inside, I went right to the liquor cabinet and poured him his favorite. He stood in the doorway, pouting. I put the glass on the table and went back to mix myself a wine spritzer.

When I turned around he had sat, and was huddled over his drink, no doubt feeling sorry for himself. I sat down across from him and leaned back.

“So. Tell me why you don’t want to have an adventure.”

“Because I’m a man! I was born a man! I like being a man!”

“But you married me, and I’m sick of you being a man. Especially a weak willed, namby pamby one.”

“That’s unfair of you to say…”

He blathered on, and I took off my jacket. He stopped talking. I sat there, in a bra. My large breasts pointing over the half bra at him. My nipples were erect.

“You see these nipples?”

He gulped.

“They are erect at the idea of you doing what I want you to do. You’ve been in charge too long, and now I’m taking charge, and these nipples are excited at that.”

“But…”

“Furthermore, they are showing my excitement for the idea of you wearing those nylons, that bra. I can’t wait to dress you up all the way.”

“But I don’t—“

“Shut up.”

I was proud, happy, in command. He was drunk, compromised in dress, and conflicted because he liked it. He simply couldn’t argue against his cock.

“These are the new rules of our marriage.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything I continued.

“When we go somewhere I will always drive. You will do the laundry, and I want you to hand wash our lingerie. I will tell you when you can dress as a man, there will be times when I want people to think we are still traditional in our marriage. But some of the time, and all the time around the house, you will be in full female dress, including make up. You will do the dishes. You will run the vacuum, do the lawn, and all the chores. And your reward, if you do these things quickly and promptly, is that once a month I will drain you. You will, of course, be expected to give me as much oral sex as I wish. I will order a chastity tube, and…and that’s about it. Do you have any reservations before you say ‘I do?’”

Oh, he had reservations, but…I had decided, and so it was a done deal. He just had to learn to deal with it.

As we talked, I kept his glass filled. I was going to have to make sure he stayed drunk for a couple of days, until I had him completely changed over.

Finally, he ran out of objections. Talk wise, that is.

Mentally, emotionally, he was a mess, but I had expected that. After all, this was a total role reversal, a power exchange of significant magnitude. Tell the truth, I expected more fireworks from him. But, then, he had never been really all that manly.

It was about four in the morning when I took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

He was sloshed, but he would remember this all on the morrow.

I sat him on the bed and I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. I tossed it on the floor and said, “You can pick it up tomorrow, when you do the wash.”

He opened his mouth and I covered it with my hand. “Don’t talk, you’ve had your chance to talk, now it’s time to play a little, and get you used to your new role.

Still, he would have said something, but I took off his shoes, tossed them aside, and pulled down his cargo pants.

His cock was about as erect as I had ever seen it. It was red enough to be angry, and maybe it was, but I was brooking no nonsense. I grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Say ‘I do.’”

He didn’t.

So I took him in my mouth and began working him.

“Say ‘I do.’”

Oh, Lord, he resisted. But he didn’t stand a chance.

I twisted his nipples, sucked on them. I ground my pussy on his face. I even sat on his penis, let him feel that golden tube for awhile.

Before he could cum, however, I got off. Went back to sucking.

“Say ‘I do.’”

It took me an hour. An hour of him gasping, and gulping, and trying to talk, but he really had no chance.

“Okay! I will! I do! Anything you want! But, please…let me cum!”

“I will, sort of.”

“Sort of?” His eyes were bloodshot, his mouth was slack, he was desperate.

“For the life of our marriage, you have been fucking me. Didn’t matter if I didn’t feel like it, I had to do it. If you were horny, no matter what, even if I had my period, you got your way. Now the high heel is on the other foot, and I’m going to get my way.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means shut up, my darling bride, and this will be the marriage of our life. Come here.”

I tugged him across the room and sat him in the chair in front of my vanity table. I took out my nail kit and began preparing his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you a proper set of fingernails. the ones you’ve got are battered and chipped and downright ugly.”

He tried to take his hand away. I pulled it right back. I glared into his eyes. “You either let me do this, or you get your shit together and get out. I’m in charge now, and this is my house, and if you want to live here then you have to do what I say.”

“But the man is in charge!”

“You said ‘I do.’ You knew the new rules. Now you do what I say, or I kick you the fuck out.”

He looked like soaked owl, sad and wide-eyed.

I pressed red fingernails on him. I used super glue, so he was going to be living with these for a while. He could wear gloves if I wanted him to go out like a man, but…now he was going to have a woman’s hands.

“I’ll do your toes tomorrow, and you can learn to do your own nails over the next few weeks, hopefully by the time the hormones are in full swing you’ll have figured it out.”

“And if I haven’t?” he blubbered.

“Then everybody will laugh at what an ugly woman you are.”

I moisturized and cleansed his face. I primed it, put some foundation on it, and then introduced some color. I hid his masculine lines and shadows and softened and feminized his face. I went to work on his eyes, and all the time he kept trying to talk his way out of it.

But it was too late. I had made up my mind, he had agreed, and it was a done deal. And I wasn’t about to give up my new found power…no way, no how.

The breaking point was the lipstick. There is something so powerful about lipstick, and the redder it is the more powerful it is. I had plumped his lips, they were nice and fat, and I painted them red. Long lasting lipstick. Very shiny. I made him look at himself in the mirror, and he was fascinated.

He was also growing tired. I had to hurry up before the moment passed.

I got out my wig and put it on him. Beautiful. Now he truly looked like a girl.

Then I pulled a dress over his head, and even made him put on high heels.

He stood in front of the mirror, absolutely gorgeous, and then I took pictures.

He stood, saw himself, and was amazed, and that changed him.

“I actually look like a woman!”  he murmured.

“At heart, you are a woman. You’re always been a woman. As I said, a bit more than half a percent of the people in the United States are the wrong sex, and I have always known that you were one of them. Now you know, and now you can start having fun with your life. Are you ready to consummate our new marriage?”

“Consu—what do you mean?”

I went to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out the package I had order some weeks before, when I had been planning this whole scene.

I began putting it on and his eyes grew wider. Much wider.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m about to shove this dick up your ass, if you don’t mind. And even if you do.” I lubed up the plastic penis. Lots of lube. I wanted this to go in easily.

“I don’t think…” he was trying to back away, but I had the strap on on now, and my hands were free. He tried to get past me to leave the room, but he was awkward in his high heels. I grabbed him and swung him around, propelled him towards the bed. I wasn’t as strong as him, but I was definitely more sober than him.

He hit the bed and lay on his belly.

I moved up behind him and lifted his skirt.

“What are you…”

I pushed him forward on the bed.

I moved between his legs and pulled his panties down.

He tried to climb up on the bed to get away, and that was exactly what I wanted. Him mid climb, I pushed, and the head of my penis popped into his rectum.

“Oh!” He jerked his hips forward, which braced them against the edge of the bed, and that gave me more access and better leverage. I pushed, and went in. All the way in.

He made a squeaking sort of a sound, and he fell forward and grabbed the sheets of the bed with his fists.

I began to move in and out, nice, even strokes. He didn’t have the leverage to get away, and my weight kept him down.

“Hey…hey…hey…!

“Yes,” I whispered.

I continued entering him, pulling back, and, since he couldn’t get away, it became familiar, and he began to accept my rhythm.

“Stop that!” He cried weakly.

As if I would!

I kept him pinning and started wiggling it around inside him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

I moved my hands to his hips, held them firmly, and corkscrewed my way into his fine ass.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered, and his ass, his sexy ass, began to move back against me.

I picked up speed, now that he was liking it. I began to move harder and harder, and he gasped and went with it.

For long minutes I pushed into him, then I slowed down. He was ripe, and maybe I could drain him.

I leaned on him and kissed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to put pressure on your prostate. It you’re lucky you might get a cum, maybe even get rid of some of that nasty sperm you’ve been storing up.”

He said something, I think he tried to nod, then I raised myself and pushed down on his butt. I pulled half out and worked the dildo around inside him.

I felt it when when the tip of my dick found his prostate. And he felt it, too. He grunted, and said, “I’m going to pee.”

“Go ahead. Relax. Let it happen.”

He did. He had given himself up to me, had submitted to my weight and authority, and he relaxed and wiggled his butt a bit, and the semen started to come out of his pecker. It spread across the front of his panties, and he groaned in happiness.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“I’ll do this once a month to you, if you’re a good girl.

“I will be,” he muttered.

Then we were done. He was drained, and convinced of the glory of anal sex.

Life is good now. He goes to work as a man, with female underwear underneath his suit, of course.

As soon as he comes home he changes into a woman and does his chores.

He loves me, and gives me as much cunnilingus as I can handle. And I can handle a lot.

He hasn’t been back inside of me for months, but that’s okay. I’ve got a dildo. And sometimes, if he’s good, I let him wear it. It’s nice to see the frustration on his face as he acts like a man without feeling a thing. It’s good to remind him of what he once was.

And he’s goto a tremendous set of ta tas now. Bigger than mine. No need for implants, he was really ready, hormonally speaking, to be a woman.

And once a month, or more, if he needs it, I remind him who’s boss. I put on that strap on and show him who man in this relationship is.

And he likes it.

And the only pity is that  more women don’t do this. The world would be a much kinder place if they did.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminizing the Horn Dog!

A big man becomes a little girl…


PART ONE

“Honey, you need to take some weight off.”

I sighed. Sure, I’m chunky, but…fat? “Lisa,” I complained, “Come on. What’s a few pounds?”

Lisa looked at me, her face twisted in a grimace.

“A few pounds will squash me. A few pounds will cause a heart attack. And it’s not just a few pounds. Have you looked at a scale lately?”

“What? Why?”

“Because you’d break it! That’s why. You’re an elephant Charles Lipscomb. A freaking elephant! Now, here…” she handed me a small bottle. Inside were a half a dozen pills. “These are diet pills, guaranteed to work. You take them or else!”

Mumbling, grumbling, I looked at the bottle. There was no brand name or anything about dieting.

And, stupid label, somebody had spilled something and the letters were all muddled and warped and illegible.

I looked at the directions:

One for fun

Two for a pair

Three is beastly

Four on the floor

Five is overdrive

Six to inver…

Seven…

I squinted. Take six…what? Again, somebody had spilled some liquid on the last of the directions and I couldn’t quite make it out. Take six and…what?

And what did seven mean?

And why were there seven directions and only six pills?

Snorting, I put the bottle in my pocket and forgot about it. We had a party to go to, and no talk about being overweight would stop me from dancing with the dogs till the dawn. As we headed out for the car I concealed a belch. I felt an uncomfortable feeling deep in my chest, and I swallowed bile down. WTF? Then we were outside and heading for the limo.

The party was at the Soho House in Hollywood. When Lisa and I arrived the penthouse floors were jumping. Celebrities were dancing, movers and shakers were plotting in the corners, and alcohol was flowing like arterial squirts.

Lisa peeled off with her group of friends, and I headed for the bar.

“Hey, Charles!”

“Chuckie!”

“Good to see you, man.”

I returned the greetings, slapped hands and bumped fists and thoroughly enjoyed myself. I’m a producer, actually a pretty major producer, and I’ve got my own set of like friends. After a week of making deals, and arranging motion pictures, I was ready for a little partying. The only fly in the ointment was that remark Lisa had made about my weight. I mean, so what if I liked to eat a bit too much. I brought home the bacon, didn’t I?

I headed across the room towards the bar where I grabbed a bourbon and Coke. I tossed a hundred dollar bill down, and sipped the delicious ambrosia. Pretty soon I was part of a rollicking, backslapping mob. Laughing and joking, my little portion of party moved to the top floor of the Soho House.

I kept drinking because I had a bout of the burps. Foul smelling burps, weird, but the bourbon kept it all smelling sweet. Bourbon for mouthwash. Yeah, baby.

For hours me and my friends talked, danced, drank, and had a wonderful time. It was about two in the AM when I felt the first  real gurglings. Up until then it had just been the foul smelling burps. Suddenly I felt an uncomfortable roiling in my stomach. I began to sweat.

“Hey, Chuck, you okay?”

I nodded and raised a hand, I caught a glimpse of myself in a wall mirror and my face looked like it had been rained on, and I was turning pale.

“You sure?”

“Gotta hit the head,” I mumbled. I was feeling so punk I just wanted to get out of the crush of party goers. I just wanted to sit on the throne and dump something. I just wanted to get away.

I walked, trying to put my feet down squarely, but I was listing, for the bathrooms.

Two of my guys were behind me.

“You sure you’re all right?” asked Jimmy Boston.

“You want me to call Lisa?” Frank Hoskins asked.

I shook my head. I lumbered into the short hallway, placed a hand on the wall briefly, then staggered into the bathroom. Jimmy and Frank were right behind me.

It was cool and quiet inside the rest room. The tiles were shiny clean, and the doors to the stalls were exotic wood. The porcelain looked liked it had never been used and the fixtures were gold.

An attendant was folding towels at the end of the row of sinks. He turned towards me with a smile, which smile turned confused and concerned when I began to fall.

Yes, I thought from somewhere far away, Lisa was right. I weighed over 300 pounds, and that was too much. I should have been watching my weight.

I fell like an elephant. I just kept falling and falling, my hands reaching out, trying to lean my head back so I wouldn’t break my face. My belly more rolled than hit, and then I was down. Like a beached whale.

“Chuck!”  Frank yelled and leaped forward then squatted. I threw up a little, and tried to roll over. My head was lolling.

The attendant grabbed his phone and tapped in a number.

Jimmy’s hands pushed on my body and helped me on to my back.

Chuck was gasping, dazed, and not sure what was happening. “Charles?”

I felt grey, and I knew I was having a heart attack. My chest hurt, my left arm was numb. All that good food and drink…it had betrayed me. And I truly wished I had enrolled in an exercise class or two.

“Chuck?”

I reached for my cell. I wanted to talk to Lisa. I wanted to explain, to apologize for dying. I fumbled inside my jacket, I couldn’t get my fingers around the phone, but that stupid bottle of pills rolled out of my inner pocket, across my rotund belly, and clattered on the floor.

“Quick, give him his pills!”

I tried to wave my hand, to tell them those weren’t my pills, but my voice box wouldn’t work. All I could do was gasp and gurgle.

Jimmy unscrewed the cap and looked up at Frank. “How many?”

“I don’t know. Hurry.”

“There’s only six…”

“All of them. Give him all of them.”

I was fading fast, My heart was making weird sounds, my head felt like it was square and rolling down stairs. Big stairs. All the way to the bottom.

Jimmy put his hand to my mouth. I would have fought, spit the pills out, but I had lost control of not just my voice, but my mouth.

Six pills rolled on my tongue, I gulped convulsively, and there they went, rolling down my throat into belly land.

I stopped struggling. I was leaving now. I was done with this life. My eyes were open, I stopped feeling my body. I wished a farewell to Lisa. I was going to die.

I hung there, in the middle of dying, and…something happened. It almost felt like something reversed.

I was dying. I was supposed to die. My body was done. Time to turn it in, warrantee over, but I was stopped. I lay there, my gasps and gulps slowly becoming less and less, my breathing smoothing out. Even my heart stopped clunking and began beating. Hard and fast, then more normal. I gulped. And there was no more bile smell.

I became aware of Jimmy talking. “He’s coming around.”

“I’ve called the manager,” that was the attendant.

“Chuck? Chuckie? Are you okay?”

I focused my eyes, my lids fluttered a bit, then everything came into focus. “What happened?”

“Heysoos, man, you fell down.”

“Oh.”

I tried to sit up.

“Just lay there, man, ambulance is on the way.”

There were several people standing around me. I shook a hand off and sat up. “I’m okay.”

And, the odd thing, I was. My heart was beating along, sound as a clock. I was no longer perspiring, that damned smell of puke was gone from my throat.

Hands touched me, and I managed to sit all the way up.

“Chuck, you better—“

“I’m okay, help me up.”

I was insistent, and had some strength flowing into me, and I pushed hands away, grabbed other arms, and made it to my knees, then my feet. I stood, and the room gave a last lurch, then I was standing, firm. I was good to go.

“Charles?” Lisa rushed into the men’s room.

I chuckled. “Baby, we have to stop meeting in men’s rooms.”

Everybody grinned.

“Somebody said you fell!”

“I tripped on my own shoelaces. Wait until I get hold of the guy who tied them.”

More grins, a chuckle or two. That encouraged me.

“Say, I thought this was a party? What is this, ‘group go to potty’ time?”

Now there were outright laughs.

“Come on, babe, time to feed the elephant his pablum.”

“What?”

I put my arm around her thin waist and walked towards the bathroom door. “Man, I feel a thirst!”

The party went on.

“What happened in the bathroom?” Lisa snuggled up next to me in the limo.

“Don’t know. Felt a little sick is all. I’m fine now.”

Truth was, I felt better than fine. I felt like a million dollars.

“Well, you certainly were the life of the party.”

“It was a blast, wasn’t it?”

“You were dancing all night, and you drank a lot, even for you.”

I smiled.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Right as rain in Ranchipur.”

“Well, that may be, but I’m going to make an appointment with the doctor. Time for you to get a check up.”

“No need,” I said.

She frowned up at me.

“And I think you’re right. I do need some exercise. I’ll go sign up for a class somewhere.”

“Really?”

“Sure. What? You don’t think the old elephant can do it?”

“No…I mean, sure, you can do it, but you just fell down and…”

I touched her lips with a finger. “And decided you were right. Are you going to argue with yourself being right?”

“Well, no, but…” I silenced her with a kiss. Then I pulled back. “Would you like to see how big the dick of an elephant is?”

She giggled. “As long as I get to be on top.”

“Oh, that hurt!” I pouted.

But it was a fake pout. What we did next wasn’t fake, though. That’s right. Right in the back of the limo.

She pushed her hand through my zipper and grabbed Mr. Happy. I slid down a bit and gave her access, and she began slurping.

“Oh, yeah.” Then I leaned forward and banged on the glass. The driver rolled it down and I said, “I’m getting a blow job, watch the bumps and take your time.”

“Yes, sir.”

Window up, Lisa giggling, I laid back. “Now where were we?”

For answer Lisa pulled down her panties and straddled me.

I don’t know about you, but for me the feeling of a pussy is a heaven all in itself. I felt her slide down my shaft and it was warm and moist and wonderful.

“Ooh, big dick,” Lisa chortled.

“Wait until it gets hard,” I quipped.

Riding me, tilting back and forth, she moaned, “I can’t wait.”

Then, I squirted.

“What?” shrieked Lisa. “Did you really…”

“Fuck!” My dick kept pulsing and spewing a stream of chunky, white debris.

“You asshole!” She wasn’t mad, she just wasn’t prepared. She was looking forward to a nice, lengthy ride, and here I shot off quicker than spit.

“Fuck!” I whispered, holding on to her, not letting her move while I drained my dribble into her. “I’m sorry.”

And I was. Sort of. Not really. But it would have been nice to have pleased her, too. I mean, I hadn’t prematurely ejaculated since the sixth grade and Sally Thompkins and I played doctor in the coatroom.

Fuck.

I awoke and felt wonderful!

Usually I grunt and groan, roll over, and need a few cups of coffee, maybe even a pill or two, to wake up. And since I had danced and drunk till dawn, and even had some kind of faux heart attack, I should have been more miserable than a dog who’s tail got stuck in the grinder.

But I felt wonderful.

I bounded—yes, that’s the right word—out of bed. My flab shook like the San Francisco quake and I looked down in disgust. Yes, I had let myself go. And it was time to do something about that.

I glanced at the clock. Not even noon. Less than 5 hours sleep, and I felt this good.

Lisa snored under the covers. I smiled. Boy, would she be surprised when she woke up to find I had gone to exercise.

I quickly got into a sweat suit, which proved to be a very tasteless idea. Lisa had bought me the sweat suit years ago, when I had been a svelte 180 pounds. 120 pounds later it was a poor fit.

Still, what else did I have?

I trundled out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and into my Rolls.

And rolled the Rolls through town to…hmm, where does one go to sign up for exercise classes.

I dialed a number.

“Wha…?” came the sleepy voice.

“Jimmy! Where do I go to get good cardio, great work out, rid of my extra flab?”

“Chuck? Do you know what time…ohh, fuck!” I heard what sounded like him flopping back on his bed.

I chuckled. “Come on, Sunshine. Recommend a good exercise spot.”

A moment, then: “Are you serious about losing weight?”

“Serious as can be.”

“Try the Big Hits Kick Boxing gym on Sunset.” Click.

I chuckled. Poor Jimmy. How these young and out of shape fellows get through life I didn’t know.

I pulled up a GP and was quickly zooming through Beverly Hills. Shortly I was pulling up in front of a sign that said, ‘Big Hits.’ No ‘kick boxing’ on the marque, no pictures of champs or trophies in the window. In fact, the window was blacked out.

Huh. That’s a good sign. If the guy didn’t advertise it meant people were seeking him out. And people don’t seek out people unless said people were actually good.

I parked the car and waddled up to the door. I peered in. The door glass was tinted and I couldn’t see much, just the shadows of a row of equipment, a boxing ring, and a few other shapes. I tapped on the door.

Nothing.

I took out my keys and tapped. The rude sound of metal on glass did it, and a studly looking fellow sauntered up to the door.

“Go ‘way.”

And he sauntered back.

I tapped again. and he turned and came back. He yelled through the door, “You got to be recommended. Go ‘way.”

Crap.

I dialed Jimmy again, and he dialed a number, and a number dialed a number, and the fellow sauntered up to the door once again. He bent down and unlocked it, opened it, and I entered.

“What are your goals.”

His name was Tony Hampton, and he was a kick boxing champ and rated the top trainer in Hollywood. He was also ridiculously handsome and didn’t have a sense of humor.

“Isn’t it obvious? I want to lose 300 pounds.”

He snorted. “How about a 120 or so. And get you cut and ripped?”

“That’ll do.”

“Okay, $1400 a month. One year in advance.”

If he expected me to blink he was sadly disappointed. I tossed my black card to him. “Take two years, and let’s get to it.”

He ‘ka-chinged’ the card and led me out to the machines.

 “Okay, we start here. Try to do ten reps on each machine, then we can get serious.”

He adjusted the machine and I sat down and started pumping.

“Hey, this is pretty cool,” I bubbled. I was doing rows, and I was doing them fast. Back and forth, easier than fucking, and he blinked.

“I thought you said you were out of shape?”

“I thought I was. Maybe you should turn the resistance up.”

“No. We do this on a gradient. I don’t want you dropping dead on me.”

I held in a little snicker. I had dropped dead last night, and it felt good to be back.

He set me up on the next machine, presses, and I began pumping them out. Pump, pump, pump. Funny thing, I actually felt like my belly was going down.

But how could that be? One doesn’t lose a bunch of weight the first time. Everything I’d read said it took months, and even years.

Well, no matter Probably my imagination, and I kept pushing that iron.

“Okay. Don’t break the machine, let’s try some flies.”

And we moved through the machines, zippedy do dah. Finally, I was done.

“Okay, let’s talk about kicking the bag.”

He set me in front of a big, kicking bag. He showed me. The bag jumped a couple of feet. I pushed it. Must weigh a couple of hundred pounds. Fuck!

So I kicked it, and nearly fell over, but it was fun, so I kicked it again. And, funny thing, my flab didn’t feel like it was bouncing as much.

And I kicked it and kicked it, and it bounced a little more, and a little more, and…”

“You sure you haven’t done any kick boxing?”

He was standing behind the bag, holding it in place, and he was grunting with every kick I did.

“Nope. ‘Sides, does it look like I’ve ever exercised in my life?”

“Well…” he said nothing more about that.

People started showing up, and he started moving around, leaving me on a bag, or free to hit the machines again. So I did.

I mean, it was fun. Pushing that iron until the machine jumped, kicking the bag and watching the dust pop off the top.

It was cool, and I sort of lost track of time.

“Hey, you did good, Pop,” Tony was turning off lights and the people had disappeared.

“Where’d everybody go?”

“It’s late. Probably gone to party.”

“Really?”

I stood up and stretched. I felt grand. I felt like two million dollars. Or three.

He handed me a key. “Work out any time. When I’m here I’ll coach you. See ya.”

“Thanks,” and I walked out the door.

The day was gone. It was night time. What the heck had happened? It seemed like it had just been noon, and…I guess I must have really lost track of things.

I went to my car, it had a big, fat parking ticket on it. Huh. I put the ticket in the glove box for forwarding to my lawyer, and got in and checked my cell phone.

Dozens of calls from Lisa. Oh, crap. We didn’t have anything planned, but she would be worried. I quickly tapped the cell.

“Charles? Are you okay?”

“Honey. Baby. I’m sorry. I totally lost track of time…” I made my excuses as I wheeled the car into traffic and zoomed for home.

Well, I was in trouble, but Lisa is most forgiving, and by the time I got home she had forgiven, and even had a meal ready for me.

I sauntered into the house, put my phone on the kitchen table, and sat down.

Lisa sat down opposite me and inspected me.

“What’s going on?”

“With what?” I asked, as I threw down on a BLT.

“You seem different.”

“I just worked out all day.”

“All day?” She raised her eyebrows disbelievingly.

“Yeah. Lost track of time. I liked it and, you know how I get when I find something new.”

“Yeah, but…all day?”

I finished off the sandwich. Man I must have gulped it in one bite. “Want to go swimming?”

She sat back and cocked her head. “Now?”

“Sure. I’ll make us a couple of drinks and we can imbibe as we slip and slide.”

She was giggling as I took her hand and headed for the bar…then the pool.

Outside, drink half gone, I placed the glass on the side of the pool and stepped up on the diving board. I ran and bounced high and screamed, “CANNONBALL!”

Man, a guy as big as me, that splash covered half the house. 

Lisa stepped off the edge, then we were swimming, and taking off our clothes. We laughed and joked, and splashed each other, and sipped our drinks. the moon was up and round and, well, you know. It wasn’t long before we were floating along, our hands groping each other’s sex organs.

“Oh, yeah,” I muttered, as she stroked me.

I felt her boobs and hooked a finger into her twat. She grunted and held on to me. I supported her and she wrapped her legs around me and sank down. I felt the ribs inside her canal run down the veins of my shaft. IT felt so good, and I said, “Oh, yeah. Baby, this is…UH!”

She stared at me, incredulous. “No!”

“Oh, no,” as the white fluid pumped out.

“You didn’t!”

“I did.”

“But that’s two nights in a row!”

“I’m sorry…I’m…I didn’t mean…”

I let go of her and she floated away.

“Well, you owe me.”

“Yeah. I guess I do.”

“Okay, mister, up to the bedroom, right now. You are going to use that big mouth of yours for something other than talking.”

Glumly, but chuckling on the inside, I got out of the pool and followed Lisa upstairs.

We toweled as we went, and when we got to the bedroom Lisa jumped on the bed and spread.

“Okay, Mr. Shoot First Ask Questions Later, let’s see how good you are.”

I slipped between her legs. It was funny, I felt pretty agile. I guess all that weight lifting and stuff worked pretty good. I laid between her legs and started slurping.

“Oh, yeah, let me hear it.”

I gobbled loudly, making disgusting noises like I was a decadent king chewing on deer ribs and throwing them on the floor.

Lisa groaned and arched. She pushed her V into my face. She held my hair and pulled. I could hardly breath, but that was okay. The smell of her snatch was highly invigorating.

“Oh…yes…yes!” she began to cum, and I held on for dear life. She’s a violent squirter, and I shortly had a face smushed with her lady cum. My cheeks felt thinner for her clamping thighs, and then she was done.

And, a few minutes later, snoring.

I lay awake. Oddly, I didn’t wonder what was happening to me, I just felt full of energy.

I looked at the clock. Twelve o’clock. Bored. Awake. what to do…what to…

I sat up suddenly. I grinned. I could go to the gym. I could work out some more. I could work out all night, and Lisa wouldn’t even have to know.

I slid out of bed, tip toed for door, and shortly was zooming through Hollywood.

I let myself into the gym, turned on the lights, and began working the machines. Circuits, Tony had called them. Good. Let’s see how many circuits I could do. And I began to move.

I parked the car, gave a small yawn, and headed upstairs. I slid into bed, aware that I needed a shower, and shortly was snoring.

“P and U! What is that smell?”

I sat up, instantly awake, and looked around.

Lisa was sitting up next to me, looking around, then looking at me. “Is that…OH MY GOD!”

“What?” Now I was getting frightened.

“You’ve got…you’ve got…TITS!”

I looked down at my chest. All my flab…it was sort of gone. Almost. At least enough so that the two big breasts on my chest couldn’t be denied.

“WHAT!” I shrieked, jumping up on the bed.

Lisa was out now, standing next to the bed, a held over her mouth and a finger pointing. Garbled attempts at speeching tried to escape her mouth.

I was standing on the bed, hands under my tits, my mouth open, my jaw dropped, and my mind in full retreat.

“What the fuck…what the fuck!”

“Charles…Charles…what happened?”

“I don’t know!” I leaped off the bed and looked in the wall mirror.

Yep, I had lost maybe sixty pounds, which was a handful, but many of those pounds had transferred onto my chest. My…my tits.

And they were tits. Not just big globes of fat, but well shaped cones, and the nipples were larger, and erect, and looked like a pair of thimbles jutting out.

“Oh, my God,” I whispered.

Lisa walked around me, staring at me. Finally, she reached forward, as if to touch. I shrunk back, and she withdrew her hands, then she whispered. “Are they real? Can I feel them?”

Gulping, not able to understand, totally mind blasted, I managed to reason out the fact that Lisa was my wife, and wives should be able to touch husbands. “Okay,” I nodded.

Tentatively, she reached forward, her hands moving in halting movements, and I actually jerked when her hands came in contact with my flesh.

“Oh, my God.” She hefted them, lifted them, held them. “They’re real.”

“They feel real,” I blurted.

“But how…how…and what’s that smell?”

I sniffed the air and knew, immediately what the smell was. “I worked out last night. That’s my…my sweaty smell.”

“Heysoos,” Lisa mumbled. “Take a bath and I’ll call the doctor.”

“Have him come out here,” I called over my shoulder, holding my tits and staring down at them. No way I was going to wander through some clinic with these puppies on my chest.

I stumbled into the shower and began washing my odor off. interestingly, losing weight had made me less awkward. I moved almost like I was a young man again. I scrubbed myself for a while, lots of soap, and the smell washed off. I guess losing a lot of weight like that, the perspiration took a lot of toxins out, and…that’s why I smelled.

I stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then entered the bedroom.

Lisa was sitting on the bed, scrabbling her fingers through her iPad.

I looked over her shoulder and caught a glimpse of her searches.

Men with boobs

spontaneous boobs

puberty in men

men transitioning

And a lot of other things.

I sat down next to her. “What’s happening to me?”

She looked at me. Her lip was bitten to the point of swelling, and her eyes were dripping worry. “I don’t know.

DING DONG DINGETY DONG DONG DONG DINGETY!

I heard the stupid doorbell, I think it was supposed to be Beethoven’s Fifth, or something. “It’s gotta be the doctor.”

I pulled on a robe and headed downstairs.

“Doc, I don’t know what happened. But I’ve got these!”

The doctor was middle-aged, skinny, glasses. His hair was combed back and he was losing it. He leaned forward and lifted his glasses and looked at my boobs.

“Hmm.”

Hmm? That’s all he had to say?

He reached out and felt them. Palpated them, hemmed and hawed some more, then looked up at me. “Have you been taking drugs?”

“What? No! I don’t do that—“ I stopped.

“Yes?”

“Lisa?” I called out.

A few seconds later Lisa entered the room.

“You gave me that bottle of six pills. Where’d you get it?”

“The one with the funny rhyme on it?”

“Yeah, yeah.”

She looked confused. “Somebody gave it to me. A girl I didn’t know. Down at the gym. She said they were good for weight loss. I didn’t think much of it, but when we were talking about your need to lose weight I just threw them out.”

I turned to the doc. “I had some sort of attack the other night. My friends thought I was having a heart attack, and they gave me the pills.”

“What kind of pills? What was in them?”

“I don’t know.”

“Do you have the bottle?”

“I might…”

I ran upstairs, ran, light and lithely, holding onto my bouncing boobs, and found my jacket. The guys had put the bottle back in my jacket. I grabbed it and ran back down stairs.

“…lost a lot of weight, like overnight,” Lisa was saying. The doctor was frowning. I pushed the bottle in his hand.

He held it up to the light and read the label.

One for fun

Two for a pair

Three is beastly

Four on the floor

Five is overdrive

Six to inver…

Seven…

“Hmm.”

“What kind of pills are they?”

“I don’t know. What happened after you took them?”

“Well, I felt better. I swear, Doc, I felt like I was dying, that I had had a heart attack, then I was suddenly full of vim and vigor, danced all night.”

“And that was it?”

“Tell him about the exercising?”

“What about exercising?”

“I signed up for a gym, to lose weight. And I’ve just been so full of energy that I’ve been working out. Like, a lot.”

“Hmm.”

“Enough with the hmm. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“Mr. Lipscomb, I have no answers. The most I can do is run tests, check your hormone levels, that sort of thing. And see if a lab can analyze any residue in this bottle.”

“Oh.”

“So let’s go down to the office and—“

“I’m not going anywhere with these…these bazookas on my chest!”

“Well, I suppose I could draw blood here. But for any other testing…I would have to—“

“Okay, fine. Just draw the blood and let’s get started.”

I stared down at my tits, and the doctor reached into his bag and took out some small bottles and syringe thing.


PART TWO

“What do you think is happening?” Lisa asked me.

“I have no idea.” We were sitting in a the living room. Outside the window we had a good view of our rather extensive garden, and I was sipping a drink. A big drink. And I wanted more.

“But what do you think that rhyme meant?”

“The one on the bottle?”

She nodded.

“Well, I had fun. And now I have a pair. But…I have no idea what the rest means. I mean, do I change into a werewolf or something?”

“Oh, God. Don’t even joke about such things.”

I didn’t say anything. I sipped some more. My boobs were heavy on my chest and I kept looking down.

“Open up your robe.”

“Why?” I opened up my robe.

“I just want to see.”

I sat there, my big boobs hanging out.

“It looks like you’re losing even more weight.”

“How could that be?”

“How could any of this be.” She scootched over to me. She was very intent on my tits.”

“I’m going to touch them.”

“Oh.”

God, this felt so weird.

She reached out, touched my breasts, and I felt a sudden warmth sizzle through me. “Oh…” I blurted.

“Did that hurt?”

“No. It felt good.”

“How about this?” She touched my nipple, and it felt like my nip had just been shoved into a wall socket. I jerked, and little lightenings ricocheted inside my body.

“Are you okay?” Her hand was back and she was sitting three feet away. She must have jumped back while I went near unconscious with the sexual electricity of her touch.

“Oh…” I gulped and breathed. “That was…that was… it was sexy.”

“Just touching your nipple?”

I nodded.

“I’ll try it again.”

I gave a bob of my head, and she reached forward. “OH!” I jerked back against the couch. It was pure sex, and I felt my dick suddenly become iron.

“Oh, my God, look at your dick!”

I looked down, over my tits, and saw that my dick was big and red…and dripping.

“Heysoos,” I muttered, “I need to get off.”

Lisa leaned forward, and there was a shiny gleam to her eye. “You want to fuck me with those…with those things on your chest?”

I studied her face. She was actually anxious. “I…I’m horny.” I stumbled over my words, I was suddenly embarrassed.

“Well, we can try it. But I’m going to have to touch them.” She wasn’t looking at me now, but at my tits. Talk about feeling like a sex object.

But, what could I do?

She leaned forward and reached into my lap. She grabbed my cock, she looked up at my eyes, she lowered her head to my tits.

“AH!” I about left the couch, but she held on. Her mouth was like a sexual blow torch on my nipples. My hips started jack hammering.

She stroked my cock and held me down.

I couldn’t control myself. My hips were thrusting and pumping. I fucked her hand, and she suddenly threw a leg over me and jumped on my bone.

“Fu-u-u…” I wheezed as her warmth engulfed me. She began rocking on me, pulling on my nipples, kissing me, and…

“OOOH!”

I squirted.

She sat up and glared at me. “This is getting ridiculous!”

“I’m sorry!”

“I need a good fuck, and you are NOT…I say NOT…delivering.”

“I can’t help it. I can’t control it.”

She dismounted, my sperm dripping out of her hole.

“Well, fuck.” She walked away.

“Where are you going?”

“Upstairs. I have a date with Virginia Vibrator.”

“But…honey…honey…”

I followed her up the stairs, begging and apologizing, but she was pissed.

Well, I can’t blame her. After all, I had prematurely jacked on her three times in two days. I’d be pissed, too.

In the bedroom she pulled open a dresser drawer and pulled out ‘Old Faithful,’ 9 inches of polished peter, complete with veins and vibrations.

She laid on the bed and spread her lower lips. She jammed her vibrator into herself.

She was juicy, a combination of my semen and her own moisture, and she sighed and wiggled it around and turned it on.

I stood by the bed and watched as she began reaming herself, ramming it in, moaning and thrusting her hips.

“Honey?” I tried, but she ignored me.

Standing there, watching her, I felt my cock begin to grow.

But I had just cum! How could this be? I had cum three times in two days, and now I was erecting again? WTF!

She glanced down at my cock, but not with any intent. She was lost in her pleasures now, moaning and groaning as she exercised her hole.

“Honey…”

“AHHH!” She came with a downright violent series of hip jerks. Her eyes were rolled back and her back was arched and the spasms shot through her again and again.

Finally, she sank back and let the vibrator fall out of her pussy.

I stared at her, my chest heavy with sexy tits, my cock erect, my hand stroking.

She was exhausted, depleted, and the sexiest thing I had ever seen. I crawled up on the bed.

At first she ignored me. She was lost in her own satisfaction. But when I climbed between her legs she opened her eyes.

“Honey?” I begged.

“What? No…no!”

But it was too late. I sank my dong into her pummeled pussy and began slamming in and out.

“No…no…I don’t…I…oh….oh…”

I saw her eyes glass over. “That feels good.”

I lasted at least thirty seconds, then I squirted.

“What?” She shrieked and pushed me off and sat up.

I slid off the bed and stared down at my dick. It was still pulsing and dribbles of cum were leaking. I looked up at her… “I don’t…”

“You…you fucking…HORN DOG!”

“But I’m sorry!”

“You can be sorry all you want you…you…BEAST!”

We both got it at the same time. Our eyes locked.

“OhmyGod!” I blurted.

“It can’t be…”

She jumped up and followed me. I ran out of the room, down the stairs, and into the dining room where the doctor had examined me and drawn blood.

The bottle was gone…the doctor had taken it!

“Fuck!” I yelled.

Lisa opened a drawer on the credenza and pulled out a sheet of paper and a pen. “Quick, what was it?”

I searched my memory and stumbled through it. “One is for fun. I recovered from my heart attack and I had fun. I was having fun all night. The life of the party.”

“Then two for a pair. And you’ve certainly got a pair.”

I looked down at my pair of tits. Definitely a pair. I looked up. “Three is a beast. No…it’s about a beast, it’s…”

“Three is beastly.”

“And I’m being beastly. I’m…you called it…a horn dog. All I want to do is fuck.”

“And you make me want to fuck. Maybe it’s in that smell, but I’ve never wanted to fuck so much. And to touch your tits…and to suck you…and…”

The look in her eyes showed she was talking herself into a new session of horniness. I quickly interrupted, tried to distract her and retrack her all at the same time. “But what does ‘four on the floor’ mean? Am I going to want to fuck in a car?”

“Not to mention ‘five is overdrive.’ What can that mean?”

“And we don’t even know what the full six is. Six to inver…does that mean infer?”

“Inver…are we talking the inverse of something?”

“Inverse of beast? What’s the inverse of a beast?”

“I don’t know.”

“But it’s got to mean something!” We didn’t even talk about the seven.

“I know what means something…” She was looked at my tits. Her hand was reaching for my groin.

“Honey, not now. We have to figure this out.”

“Why don’t we figure it out with you balls deep in me?”

“But I might cum too soon!”

“You probably will. But you’ll get hard right away.  After all, that’s what the beast is. Your dick, rising up again and again.”

I was backing up now, backing around the large dining table.

“Lisa, please…”

She caught me. She launched herself over a corner of the table and latched on and held. I tried to run, but she dragged me down.

I felt on the floor, her scrabbling over me. Trying to get underneath me.

I couldn’t get to my feet, and I started to crawl.

“Come back here, you son of a bitch!” She was out of her mind, snarling and grabbing and trying to get to my cock.

I crawled, and here’s the weird thing, I couldn’t get back on my feet.  I couldn’t get my feet under me and stand, they seemed to be caught with the knees up and my legs under, like…like an animal. And I got it.

“No!”

Lisa got it. “Yes!” She almost howled in victory. “You’re on all fours!”

And, as I crawled desperately, she managed to get her hands on my cock. Instantly I was tethered, unable to run. I tried to pull, but she had me. I stopped struggling and just huddled up, covered my head and my body and tried to be still.

Lisa ran her hands over my body, searching for a way to turn me over, to get at my dick.

“No! Stop it!”

“I need it! I need your damned dick! Turn over, damn you!”

She was totally out of control Something had flipped her, and I could only imagine that it was me, my odor, my…my pheromones.

“Come on!” She was almost sobbing, totally unaware of what she was doing, just driven by the need to jump my bone.

Then things started getting nasty. She still had a hold of my cock, but my legs were clamped so she couldn’t pull her hand, and my cock, out from between my legs. Suddenly she put a finger to my brown button.

“If you won’t fuck me…then I’ll fuck you.”

She stuck her finger in me. Man! I almost came unglued. I jerked upright, and that gave her the opening. She flipped me over on my back, but she didn’t get on my dick…she had become distracted.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” she whispered, and she began to finger fuck my asshole!

“Hey! Hey!”

Oddly, it didn’t hurt. I mean, I wasn’t into anal, at least I didn’t think I was, but this…her finger…it started to feel good.

“Ha! You like it!” She shouted in victory, and put two fingers into me.

“Fuck! I started pumping my hips, trying to get more of her fingers.

“Take it, you bitch!”

Somehow I managed to get back on all fours, but I didn’t huddle up any more. Instead, it was just so I could pump my butt back and take more…more.

“Oh, yeah!” She held my waist, kept my hips steady, and pushed more fingers into me, and, suddenly, her whole fist slipped in!

“OH! AH!” I cried out with the pleasure of it all. My asshole was singing with delight. I tried to back up to her wrist and take her whole arm inside me.

She kept pumping and pumping, and, suddenly, I felt it.

Click.

A whooshing sound came out of my gut. A moan of indescribable pleasure. A feeling of ultimate satisfaction. I was having an anal orgasm.

“Fuck!” I wheezed, and I fell forward, spread out on the floor, Lisa’s wrist still embedded between my buns. A golden wave of sex engulfed me, picked me up, sailed me through the cosmos.

I humped for a few seconds then, and semen leaked out of my penis, squirted on the floor, somebody was going to have to do a lot of mopping, then I began to come down.

We lay there, dazed, beaten into submission, and wondered what had happened.

“Heysoos, Charles,” Lisa finally said. “I’m sorry.”

I gurgled, “If you could remove your arm?”

Gently, she pulled her fist out of me.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into me. I’ve never…”

“It’s my pheromones.”

“Pheromones?”

“Yeah. Like a perfume a person, or an animal, exudes.

“But why?”

“To let all the other animals know that somebody is ready for mating.”

“Oh, crap.”

We lay on the floor. I had cum, but she hadn’t. But she was exhausted. Apparently being sexually stimulated was enough. Besides, she had already cum just a short while ago.

I sighed. “Well, at least we know what four on the floor means.”

“It means you go all animal. You take it up the rear. You’re the ultimate horn dog. Is your ass all right?”

“Oh, yeah. In fact…”

“What?”

“Oh, shit!”

I scrambled to my feet.

“What?”

“I’m getting horny again.”
Lisa raised her face and sniffed the air. She smiled. “Charles…”

I ran for it. I ran out the big double doors at the back of the living room and into our private, little jungle.

Lisa didn’t follow me on the run, but she did follow me.

I jumped over a small wall, sprinted past the tennis court and into the lush foliage. I had trees back there, and vines, and tropical growth from around the world. There were ferns and palms and…and I ran between the vines and fronds.

“Charles?” I heard her at the double doors. She was coming after me. She wasn’t running, but she would be.

I headed for a far corner. I thought about jumping the wall, but I was afraid to. What if I got out into the city and people began smelling my…my aroma? They would chase me, fuck me, and…and…and I had to hide here, in the garden, and hope that my scent would eventually fade and go away.

“Charles?”

She was crossing the lawn.

I hid behind a couple of large plants. Big flowers topped them, and I hoped that maybe they had a scent that would mask mine.

“Chuckie, Chuckie…here Chuckie!”

I huddled in the dirt, naked, afraid, my dick getting harder and harder. And here was a new problem. Would I get so horny that I would leap out and let myself by used?

“Chuckie! Come on out, Chuckie. You know you want to!”

She was getting closer! Was she just going in the direction I had taken, or did she actually smell me?

“Chuckie…I need a little nookie!”

She brushed a big frond aside and her eyes lit up. “Aha!”

I darted around the side of the bush and headed for the other side of the garden. But now she was right behind me, reaching for me.

And, it hurt to run with these big tits on my chest. They bounced, and they slapped back and forth. I groaned, and the pain of my bouncing tits actually fed my horniness.

Over a small stream, and I felt her hands brush down my back. Between a row of palms, I could hear her feet pounding on the earth. I hurdled over a small planter box, tried to turn around a small tree, and she tackled me.

“No!” I screamed.

“Yes,” she snarled.

She rolled me over, showing an almost super human strength. She spread eagled me and sat on my dick. She bounced up and down. She fucked me. She twisted and tilted and corkscrewed and…and…suddenly, she stopped.

I looked up.

She looked down, and said, “Uh oh.”

“Oh, yeah,” I grinned.

I had been going through four on the floor, I was a horny, little minx, my tail in the air, calling out to any with a sexual drive. But now I had slipped into the ‘overdrive’ stage.

I had been getting fucked, and fighting it, but…but now I wanted it.

Lisa got off me, scrambled backwards on her butt. “No.”

“You’ve had your fun, baby. Now it’s time.” I sat up, started getting up.

She got to her feet and backed away. “Honey,…now, honey…”

“Awoo,” I softly howled. “Sauce for the goose, baby, is sauce for the gander. You wanted to have your sex, now I get to have mine.”

She turned and ran for it. Back towards the house, up the stairs, through the doors. I suppose she was thinking of locking herself in a closet or something. But she had no chance. I was right behind her, on her tail, as it were, and I was enjoying the short chase. Up the stairs, across the bedroom, and I leaped through the air and tackled her.

I drove her into the rug, and I know she got some rug burns, maybe a few other owies, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t in my right mind. I was…THE HORN DOG!

The ultimate animal/beast. Sexed up, having fun. I had called the sexually interested to me by going on all fours and spraying my scent over the world. Now the sexually interested were my prey.

Lisa was dazed, and I picked her up and threw her on the bed.

She gave a little struggle, but she was in no shape to fight. I spread her legs and pushed into her.

She gasped, and held on.

Horn dog. I rammed and jammed and slammed and bammed. I rocked and rolled. I opened her up with my dick and had my way.

For a while she struggled, then she just lay there and moaned, and, suddenly, she opened her eyes and looked up at me.

“Huh…huh…huh…” I repeated over and over. I was not very aware of what I was doing, just grunting and driving, pushing my hips and pulling them. I wasn’t even getting much pleasure, I just kept fucking, like it was my duty, like I was a machine stuck in ‘on.’

“Charles?”

I ignored her and kept pushing my dick into her hole.

“Charles…” she was shaking me, and it finally penetrated through to my psyche. Somebody was talking to me…but why?

“Charles…”

“Wha…wha…” I stopped moving, was half in, half out, and not sure which way was up. Or in. Or out. Or whatever.

“Charles, it’s okay.”

I became aware that there were tears on her cheeks. I must have been fucking her too hard, too long. Guilt began to seep into me.

“I’m sorry, I’m…” I started to push off her, but she just held me, looked into my eyes.

“It’s okay. It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

“But…I was an animal! I’m sorry. Let me…”

“Charles, it doesn’t hurt. You’re not in me anymore. It’s okay.”             

I lay on her, and became aware that I wasn’t hurting her. I wasn’t squashing her with my bulk. And my dick…where was my dick? Why wasn’t I inside her? I had been fucking her, and…and…

She hugged me then, and it was tender, and loving.

But I had been fucking her! Hard! Without any consideration.

“I’ve got to get off you,” I mumbled.

“Okay, okay.”

She let go of me and I struggled out of her grasp. I sat back, and I turned my head, and I saw the mirror.

The mirror.

Oh my God!

Shaken, shattered, my mind blown into little pieces, I turned and slid off the bed. I stood and looked at the wall mirror.

I had lost more than 120 pounds. I had lost 180 pounds, and now I was only 120 pounds. I was slim and slender, except for the large boobs on my chest.

Lisa sat up, rubbed the tears off her face, and looked at my groin.

“Your dick.”

I looked down, and had to lean forward to look over my tits. Funny, I used to have to lean forward to look over my belly, now it was boobs. And I looked, and my mouth opened.

My dick was gone.

“Where…where…”

Lisa stood up, knelt next to me. I watched as she put her hands to my groin. “Spread your legs.”

I spread, and she touched my…my pussy. She spread the labia and ran a finger up my slit. I shivered. It felt so good. Then she touched my clitoris, and I almost fainted with pleasure.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered.

“What happened?”

“The sixth pill…the verse…I know what it is…”

I stared at her. “What?”

“It’s not inverse…it’s invert.”

“But, what—“

“Six to invert dicks!”

I was stunned, and her words seeped into me, and they made sense.

Have fun, grow a pair, fuck like an animal, be fucked like an animal, become a sex maniac, and, finally, fuck your dick off. Or, to be more proper, to fuck until it inverts, and…and…changes into a pussy!

“No! It can’t be! I’m a man!”

“You were a man.” She stuck a finger in me and my knees gave way. The only thing that stopped me from falling was my hand on her shoulder.

“Now you’re a woman.”

“But I can’t…this…”

“You’ve got tits, a pussy, and it looks like the pussy is a working pussy.” She jabbed two fingers into me and I did fall over, or at least, backwards, onto the bed.

Lisa stayed with me. She kept her fingers up my pussy and was half on the bed, one arm around me, one hand half into my pussy.

She moved her hand in and out gently.

“I know what seven means, too. And I know why there weren’t seven pills.”

“Why…why?” I gasped. Her fingers were moving around inside me, causing my head to be light, causing heat to generate from my loins, and from my breasts.

“Seven is heaven, and it doesn’t take a pill to get you there.”

“What does it take?”

“A fuck.”

“But…” I was sobbing now, bent forward and holding on to her.

“Charlotte?”

Charlotte? Why was she calling me Charlotte?

“I gave you those pills.”

I blinked through my tears. Of course…she gave me the pills, and she didn’t get them from some unknown girl at the gym. I don’t know where she got them, but she knew what they were for, what they did.

“Why?”

“Charlotte, you are a good man, I love you, but I love women, too. I decided to make you a woman. I’m sorry if you don’t like it, but I needed you…I needed you. And…I did it.”

Her hand was moving back and forth, her fingers were reaming my pussy, I felt a glorious glow of heat starting up inside of me.

“But…I don’t want to be a woman!”

“It’s too late, lover.”

She pushed me back, reached under a pillow and took out her vibrator.

“No!”

But she was a little stronger than me, and she had her weight on top, and the leverage, and she pushed the vibrator inside my vagina.

“No!” I wailed.

She turned it on, and my world stopped. I clutched her wrist, but not to hold it, to help it move. I couldn’t help it, I had never felt anything so delicious before in my life.

She was smiling as she fucked me, moved her hand, and the vibrator, in and out. I could feel the thing vibrating deep inside of me. I moaned, I was becoming delirious with desire.

“Tell me you want it,” she whispered. “You’ve got to want it for it to work.”

I thought quickly. If I didn’t want it…would everything go back to the way it was before?

And I saw myself all over again. A big, fat man. Too fat to exercise. Bound for a heart attack, not able to see my dick for the rolls of fat on my belly.

Or, I could say yes. And I would stay slim, curvy, healthy, and…and her hand was jacking into me, causing a massive shift in my psyche. The pleasure…the pleasure…

“Say you want it. Say it. Say it!”

Gasping, being virtually rag dolled by her manic hand, I gaped, “Yes! I want it!”

And with that I began to cum, but it was unlike any orgasm I had ever had. It was a massive swelling that bulged up, burst and went through me, waves of rippling pleasure. I moaned and cried for the sheer pleasure of it.

“Take it, bitch…take it!” Lisa whispered to me, then she kissed me, and kissed me, and kissed me.

I never did find out where she got those pills. Not that it mattered. And I never wanted to go back to being a man. Just one of those ‘Number Seven is Heaven’ cums and I was sold.

Of course I did have to cover the paperwork. Transitioning and all that. But it was pretty easy. After all, I had good lawyers.

I also have a good life, and I still go to the Big Hits Kick Boxing gym. The trainer turned out to not only have a sense of humor, but a big cock.

And, speaking of big cocks, I haven’t told Lisa yet, but…I’ve developed an appetite for big dicks. I’m a woman now, and, well, women have appetites.

I guess that was one thing she never planned on.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


He Wanted It Tighter

Boy, was he in for a surprise!


PART ONE

“Honey, you have to try this.”

I looked at Ralph, sighed, then took the little box. It was white with some pukey purplish boxes on it. The headline and major claims were in bold and easy to read.

‘Macaria V18 spray…Advanced Technology…guaranteed to improve vaginal tightness…’

“What the fuck is this!”

“Honey!” he begged.

I glanced through the remainder of the description on the box. Apparently there were three ‘sticks,’ to be inserted, and they guaranteed to rejuvenate natural pussy tightness. I couldn’t believe it.

“Where did you get this?”

“On the net. There’s lots of products like these…come on. You’ve got to try it.”

“There’s no way I’m going to put this stuff in me. Stuff off the internet? Are you crazy?”

“But it’s from Bangkok! It’s specially formulated! It’s guaranteed to work.”

“Yeah, well, it looks like it’s already worked on your brain. Stick one in each ear and scramble, those are my instructions.”

“But, Bonnie! Come on! You need something like this.”

My jaw dropped. Then my eyes tightened up, and I growled, “are you saying that I’m too loose down there?”

Ralph blinked and realized he had gone too far. Stupid man, he tried to blunder his way out of it.

“It’s not that you’re loose. It’s just that…you know…we do it a lot, and every muscle needs to get massaged, and this will help with—“

I grabbed his shirt front, which was funny. I’m five foot six and he’s six feet, and I shook him so hard a button popped off his shirt. “You egotistical asshole! You’re saying that your big, huge, giant-sized cock, which is, by the way, sort of a normal seven inches, has stretched out my cunt until I’m a loose fuck. Is that what you’re saying.”

“No…no…I…” he backpedaled. He realized there was no way out of this dilemma he had created for himself.

I was moving forward, and even though he outweighed me, I had pushed first and he was backing up. He hit the couch and sat down with an “oomph!”

“Listen, ‘little man,’ if you ever bring this subject up again then you better have the divorce papers in one and your dick in the other. You got that!”

“Uh, yes…yes, dear.”

I snorted and walked away, and my head was filled with thoughts concerning how my hubbie could be such a bone brain, a pea wit, a knuckle head. I mean, putting some strange concoction up my vagina just because he thinks he’s big? Fuck. I had had bigger cocks than his before we were married, and the thought of them kept me warm on cold nights. What an idiot!

The problem was, hubbie was smart enough, and he got a hold of these stupid ideas, and he focused on them.

I thought I had been emphatic enough that he would give up the idea of me inserting some stupid kind of ‘pussy tightener’ into my body. But, not so.

I was to find out later that he immediately began figuring out ways to administer his evil concoction without me finding out.

How does one insert a foreign substance into a woman without her knowing it?

His solution was easy. He took the three little ‘sticks,’ the suppositories on little poles, and he ground them up into paste. He used three because he figured that one wouldn’t be enough, that it would be diluted, but three…

Just another case of stupid, though. Three ended up being three times as strong.

Then he put it into my douche bulb.

I’m a clean girl. I attend to my vagina once a month. I simply put  a little warm, soapy water into my douche bottle, take a shower, insert, and I’m all clean. Being clean is good. I like clean.

So, the next Sunday morning being my douche day, Ralph was stirring about early (putting his concoction into my douche bulb) I got up, stepped into the shower, and cleansed my body. Then I added the warm, soapy water, shook the pinkish bulb, and did my cleansing.

Nice pussy. Clean pussy. Ready to go pussy.

I stepped out and Ralph happened to be there.

“Hey, hey,” he chirped, eyeing my luscious body. And it is luscious. I have 36 DDs. My hair is long, I’ve kept my waist trim, and…and he held up a towel and started drying me off.

“Oh, ho!” I exclaimed as he rubbed my breasts. He spent a lot of time drying my breasts.

“Ahhhh!” I sighed as he bent his head to my nipples and began sucking.

“Fuck!” I whispered, as he pressed the towel into my pussy and started massaging me.

So there I was, getting hornicized, his hands all over me, and what was I going to do? Go knit?

I grabbed his cock and fell to my knees and began to suck.

“Oh, yeah!” he moaned.

I grabbed his testicles and massaged them.

“Crap, that feels good.”

I put my finger up his ass and wiggled.

“Oh, shit!” he yelped. He wiggled his butt and tried to take in more of my finger. Ralph really likes it when I stimulate his asshole.

But it was my hole that needed stimulating right then.

We kissed and he backed me into the bedroom. He groped my tits, then grabbed my butt and lifted me onto the bed.

“Oh, yeah,” I moaned.

“Fuck, yes,” he grunted.

Then he was on the bed, between my legs, and pushing his cock into me.

“Fuuu…” I whispered. “That feels good!”

“It should,” he chortled.

I didn’t get it.

He began pumping me, ramming in and out. A subtle guy Ralph is not. But, regardless it felt good. I mean, when the cock isn’t all the huge a little ramming helps, right?

And he asked, at one point, “How does it feel, baby?”

I didn’t get it.

“Oh, you feel so big!”

Actual, it felt like usual. No difference at all. A guy with a normal sized cock fucking a normal sized pussy.

Hey! I’m not knocking it, I loved the goof, and sex between lovers is ALWAYS good.

And, let’s face it, when I said he was so big I was saying what smart women have been saying from time immemorial. We know guys have fragile egos. We know the right things to say to make them feel good. We don’t want to hurt feelings.

And, I didn’t get it.

“Oh….here it comes…here…here…AHHHH!”

He squirted deep inside me.

Fuck. I wasn’t close. I still had some time left, but that’s the way it is. Guy cums, girl fakes it, girl waits till he’s gone and masturbates. And that’s okay. I know that girls take a little longer, and guys, well, they tend to shoot quick.

So I lay there for a moment, his bulk laying on me, then I shoved him off. “Move it, slick.”

He rolled onto his back and lay there breathing, trying to recover from what I believed to be an incredible sexual experience with a gorgeous woman.

I got off the bed and went into the bathroom to clean his mess out of me. There was the fluffy, white towel that he had dried me with. I picked it up, saw the yellow stain, and frowned. What was a big, yellow stain doing on my…I got it.

“YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

I charged back into the bedroom. He sat up, and I saw it in his eyes. Guilty.

“You put that stuff, that pussy shrinker into my douche bottle! You fucking moron! You brainless cock! You fucking…” I went off for some time, used up all my vocabulary, made up some new vocabulary, and used that up.

He sat on the bed looking sheepish. And he wasn’t smiling. I was too serious for that. I finished up with, “Take me to the hospital right now!”

“What?” His eyes grew big.

“You just fucking poisoned me, your own wife, and I want medical attention.”

We walked into the emergency room. I was carrying the empty box of Macaria V 18 in my purse. I strode up to the desk and said, “I need to see a doctor right now.”

“Yes, ma’am. What is the problem?”

She was a sweet, innocent, little nursie thing, probably new on the job, and her eyes opened and her face froze when I snarled, “This bone headed excuse for a dick put a foreign substance up my pussy.”

Oh, I was pissed.

And she was flustered, but she called an older nurse into the room.

“Yes, ma’am?” Large and imposing, looked like Nurse Ratshit in ‘The Cuckoo’s Nest’ movie. But she wasn’t mean. She was kind, and she was on my side right from the get go.

I took the empty box out of my purse and handed it to her. I motioned to Ralph, who was standing there trying to blend into the floor. I mean, it was embarrassing, and I wasn’t done. I said, “This ass cunt next to me put this stuff into my douche bottle.”

She put on her reading glasses, which were hanging around her neck, and examined the empty box. She read. She looked at Ralph, and that one look was better than all the things I had said to him. She just shriveled him up faster than…than if he had taken a bath in Macaria V18.

“You did—“ she stopped herself from chewing Ralph a new one and turned back to me. “First door on the left.” She pointed down the hallway.

I went to the door, Ralph dragging his pathetic ass after me, and entered the room. Nurse Ratshit, whose name actually happened to be Emmie Johnson, met me there.

She asked me obligatory questions, pulled up my records, and summoned a doctor. A female doctor. And she kept glancing at Ralph, who was trying to look at nothing.

The doc was a small, little Asian lady. And it was good that she was Asian. She said, “Macaria V 18? Oh, Lord.”

“What?” I asked, starting to panic.

“I’m going to have to examine you in the next room.”

She and Nurse Emma told Ralph to stay put and escorted me into the next room.

“Sit right there,” she pointed to a seat, and sat down on a little rolling swivel stool.

I sat, and  she smiled. “That stuff is absolutely harmless.”

“Oh!” I sighed in relief.

“However, your husband is not.”

“I know. I can’t believe…”

She held a hand up. “I do have some medicine for him. Do you feel like having a little fun?”

“Fun?” I tilted my head in question and smiled. “Fun is my maiden name.”

“Before it became Stupid?” Nurse Emma quipped.

I blinked, then got it. And it was funny. “Oh, you’re good,” I said.

“If you think I’m good, wait until you hear what Doc Lee has to say.”

“I turned to the doctor,” and she laid out her plan.

At the end, I nodded. “I’m in. All the way.”

We trooped back into the room where Ralph was waiting. We all had somber looks on our faces. He jumped up. “Doc? Is everything all right?”

“Sit down, Mr. Haroldson. I have some bad news.”

“Oh, no! What’s wrong?”

He kept looking at me. He was actually wringing his hands.

“Well, Mr. Haroldson, there are several complications.”

“Oh, no…”

“Your wife has…the substance you placed in her vagina, it results in a condition called, ‘yadoangetnonitus.’ She spoke it fast, placed her hand in front of her mouth and mumbled it, but I caught it. Fortunately, I have good self control and I didn’t laugh.

“Yado—-yado—“

“It’s a long technical term, but the result is that your wife’s vagina has shrunk several times. It is very miniscule now, and it must be allowed to become larger.”

“What?” he was frowning, trying to keep up with the good doctor.

“Yes, too tight for intercourse. It might be several months, even a year, before she can have sex again.”

“What?”

I could see the twin paths of his cock headed thinking.

One, alarm for me.

Two, alarm for the fact that my legs would be closed and he wouldn’t be getting any.

“That’s right, it’s a reaction to those awful chemicals you induced into her vagina. A terrible thing.”

Nurse Emma actually slapped the back of Ralph’s head and muttered, “Terrible.” She looked exactly like Nurse Ratshit right then, and it was all I could do not to laugh.

“Nurse Johnson,” Doctor Lee chided. “Mr Haroldson is not a bad man. He was just trying to help his wife. Weren’t you?”

“Yeah…I was just trying to help her.”

“Idiot,” whispered Nurse Emma.

Doctor Lee leaned forward. “So she should have no sex for six months, and then we can re-evaluate. Okay?”

“Okay. but…she’s going to be all right?”

“Hopefully, with the right help.”

“Oh, good,” he sighed. “I was worried.” He looked at me. “Honey, I’m so sorry. If I had ever suspected…I wouldn’t have—“

“There is something you can do to help her recover.”

“Sure! Anything!”

“Well, there are a couple of specific things that will aid in her recovery.”

“Okay. what are they?”

“Well, first, I know this might be a little embarrassing, but there are chemicals in human saliva that tend to nullify immediate effects.”

He was frowning as he tried to think this through. “What kind of effects?”

“Well, for instance, if she starts feeling an itch in her vagina you should immediately apply saliva.”

“Oh, like…like spit in my hand and—“

Doctor Lee shook here head.

“What? But…”

“The saliva must be fresh. Air tends to reduce the benefits, so you will have to apply it directly with your mouth.”

His mouth opened. He blinked. Ralph didn’t like to give oral sex. Oh, he liked it when I gave it, but as for his own pristine mouth…no way.

“Now, the second thing,” Doctor Lee went right past his shock and  potential objections. “Your wife must remain off her feet as much as possible.” It’s okay if she walks a bit, but she shouldn’t engage in any rigorous chores.

“Like mow the lawn?”

Nurse Ratshit touched the back of his head, not gently. “Idiot.”

“Oh, Lord, no. She shouldn’t mow the law, or vacuum, or do the dishes, or any household chores. As simple and easy as these types of chores might seem, they will aggravate her condition. I would recommend she take her meals in bed, you’ll have to take care of the house, and…” she shrugged, “Maybe she’ll recover. In a year or so.”

“Okay…okay…” but his eyes looked a little glassy.

“And, the third thing.”

“Yeah?”

“It seems that alcohol is of considerable benefit in helping people recover from this…this…” she held up the box.

Oh, Lord. Ralph was a sight. He was totally dumfounded and hang dogged. I was blinking to keep from laughing.

“So if she complains of a rash, you should immediately pour her…” she turned to me, “What do you like to drink?”

“Oh, um…” I felt like I was going to lose it any second, “I like wine spritzers.”

“Excellent.”

“And an occasional whiskey. Bourbon and Coke. The good stuff.”

“Excellent. You are a good patient already.” She turned to Ralph and spoke in a thoroughly professional manner. “The patient, if she complains of a rash, even if you can’t see a rash there might be one there—women are so much more perceptive in these matters—then you should fetch her the drink of her choice. Wine spritzers and Coke and Bourbon are excellent drinks, though if she wishes something else you should get her what she wants. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.” he nodded. “Yes, doctor.”

Doctor Lee nodded, then she dropped the other shoe. “Now, there is another problem.”

“Oh, no.”

“Oh, yes. You see, you put your penis in an infected vagina. It’s almost like an STD, but worse. We’re going to have to examine you.”

“What?”

“The Macaria V18 might have gotten on your penis.”

“What…what does that mean?”

“It means that I have to examine you.”

He stood there in shock. His mouth opening and closing, his eyes blinking.

“Do you want me to take off my shirt?”

“Everything, Mr. Haroldson.”

“Everything?” he squeaked.

“Everything.”

He stood there and looked at us. He’s sort of shy, and he started turning red.

“Unbutton your shirt, Mr. Haroldson.”

“Oh…do I…”

“Take your clothes off, dummy,” I snapped. I had to snap. I was too close to busting out in laughter.

So he did. Button by button, buckle and zipper, and shortly he was standing there, his whole body a bright red, his hands in front of his penis.

“All right, Mr. Haroldson, sit right there and let’s listen to you.” She put the ends of her stethoscope into her ears and began listening to his chest.

“Hmm.”

“What?”

“Don’t talk, please.”

She listened to his chest, his back. “Yes…uh huh.”

“Doc?”

“Quiet,” and nurse Johnson slapped him on the back of the head. the first slap had been light, the second a little more, and this third one a bit more.

He looked at her reproachfully, but she glared him down.

“Okay, now your penis.”

“My…”

“Your dick, stupid,” I said.

He started to look at me reproachfully, but I followed Nurse Johnson’s example and glared him down.

He stood up and turned to the doctor. He was limp.

Of course he was. We had just fucked an hour before.

“Uh,” he said, looking at his penis.

The doctor looked up at him. “It doesn’t get hard?”

“Well, uh…I can make it hard.”

“We need a good erection for this exam.”

“Oh, uh…well…”

“Make it hard, Ralph,” I suggested.

“Well, I…uh…”

“Play with it.”

“Right here? In front of everybody?”

“Yes.”

“Well, uh…usually I look at porn,” he explained, his face getting even redder.

Nurse Johnson laughed cruelly. “You need porn to get it up?”

Ralph looked like he was going to shrink right through the floor.

Doctor Lee said, “We don’t have any porn.”

“Well, uh…I…”

“He just needs to play with himself,” I said.

So, beet red, totally and utterly shamed, Ralph took his tool in hand and started manipulating it.

We watched him for a while. He wasn’t having much success. Usually I was sorry when he couldn’t get it up afterwards. He did sometimes leave me wanting more, but this time I exulted. I had fucked him good.

Nurse Ratshit: “It’s pretty small. Maybe that’s why it isn’t getting hard.”

Doc Lee: “He is small, but that shouldn’t stop him from having erections. I think it’s the disease.”

Ralph: “Oh, no. Really?”

She nodded.

“What…what are we going to do?”

“To be sure, I’m going to have to give you a prostate exam.”

“A prostate…”

“Yes.” She opened a drawer and took out some gloves. She snapped them on and said. “Bend over the exam table, Mr. Haroldson.”

Ralph was actually trembling as he bent over the table.

“Let me help,” Nurse Johnson said. She grabbed his buns and pulled them apart.

“Ow!”

“Don’t be such a baby,” I snapped.

But he was whimpering and couldn’t stop.

Dr. Lee stood behind him and looked at me. She held up one finger. I knew immediately what she meant. I shook my head.

She held up two fingers. I shook my head.

She held up three, and I smiled and nodded.

She smiled. She slapped a big glob of jelly on his ass and inserted three fingers.

Ralph grunted.

She began moving the fingers around, reaming him, pushing further and further into him.

“Ooh,” Ralph groaned.

She pushed until her fingers wouldn’t go in any more. “How does that feel.”

Ralph moaned.

“Mr. Haroldson? How does that feel.”

“Oh…it feels…okay.”

“He’s getting an erection,” said Nurse Johnson.

“Oh, that’s bad,” murmured Doctor Lee.

“What?”

“Measure him.”

Nurse Johnson yanked his prick down and held a tape measure to it. It read seven inches.

Doctor Lee pulled her fingers out and pulled her gloves off. She handed Ralph some tissue and we watched him wipe his butt. There was a lot of jelly, and he had to keep wiping and wiping, and it was getting more and more embarrassing.

Doctor Lee wrote on a clipboard, and Nurse Johnson and I waited.

“Sit down, Mr. Haroldson. I have some bad news for you.”

“What? What?” He sat on a chair, and actually slid a little bit. He still had a bunch of jelly on his cheeks. He was positively squooshing.

“Mr. Haroldson. Because you put your penis in an infected vagina you have contracted the condition. You have yadoangetnonitus.” She coughed a little and disguised the word just enough so he couldn’t figure it out.

“What am I going to do?”

“Well, the good news, if there is any, is that you, as a male, will require treatments that are pretty much the opposite of your wife’s. No sex for a year. Don’t even masturbate. And you should engage in light work. Vacuuming, mowing the lawn, that sort of thing. And, finally, there are enzymes in vaginal juices that will help alleviate your condition.”

I thought she was done, but the coup de grace was about to rear its head.

“And, about your penis…”

“What about my penis?”

“How long is it?”

“Nine inches.”

“Tell the truth, you sap,” I said.

Nurse Ratshit slapped the back of his head.

“Ow! Okay. It’s seven inches.”

“Not very big, is it,” snickered Nurse Ratshit.

“It’s big enough!” He protested.

“For a midget. A small midget.”

Ralph didn’t say anything to that, but his face showed it all. He had never been so shamed in his life.

Doctor Lee: “Well, sad to say, it has shrunk.”

“What?”

She held up the tape measure, her finger on the five inch mark.

“And considerably.”

“What? Oh, no!”

“And if you don’t follow the regimen I have described for you, no sex, no alcohol, light work, lots of vaginal juice…it might shrink more.”

“Honey,” I said. “If you get down to three inches I’m leaving you.”

He looked down at his cock. “But it looks regular like.”

Dr. Lee reached for a big thick book on a shelf. She opened it and thumbed through it. “Here we go. Uh, it appears that you will be suffering from perceptual problems. That’s a psychiatric problem. Would you like to discuss your problems with a psychiatrist?”

“No!”

She closed the book. “And it does say that there may be times when it will appear normal, but it won’t stay that way, and if you don’t follow my medical advice it will definitely shrink. A lot.”

“Three inches?” I asked.

“It’s possible.”

“Oh…no…no…” He was still bright red, but he was also ashen. Sort of a paler bright red. He looked at his penis sadly. “And there’s nothing I can do?” He looked at Doctor Lee.

“Well, there is one thing…I sort of hesitate to mention it, because manly men…men who are very manly, they don’t like to…”

“What is it?”

“Anal stimulation.”

Ralph actually slid down a little bit, he was swooning, and I caught him and held him up.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go get started on our medicine.”

“I…I…” he couldn’t even talk as I helped him from the office.

I looked back. Doctor Lee nodded. Nurse Johnson raised a fist in victory.

I smiled, and we left the hospital.


PART TWO

“Better help me to bed,” I said.

He rounded the car and opened my door. He gently held my arm and helped me to the house.

“I can’t believe you poisoned me,” I murmured softly.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry. I was stupid. Will you ever forgive me?”

“Probably not,” I sniffed.

He helped me through the house and into the bedroom. “Help me out of my clothes.”

He gently helped me out of my clothes and into bed. As I laid back I could feel his eyes on my breasts.

It’s funny, he had just squirted, but all the stuff that happened in the doctor’s office was getting to him. He had been naked in front of three women, his asshole had been played with, and his cock had been handled. I could tell that he had a boner in his pants.

I covered up a giggle and said, “You’d better get me a wine spritzer. I’m feeling a little itchy down there.”

He ran for the kitchen. I fluffed the pillows and laid back. I smiled. I was loving this medical treatment, and it hadn’t even got going.

He returned and handed me the wine spritzer. I took a sip. Hmmm. Good.

“Well, I’ll—“

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“If I’m going to be bed ridden for a while…is there any way you could bring the TV in here?”

He blinked. We had a big screen, and he loved to sit on the couch in his underwear and drink beer and shout at football players.

“Well, uh…”

“Please? I’m hurting, and I have to stay here, and it would mean so much to me.”

He gulped, and nodded.

So I lay in bed and watched as he got out the drill and punched a couple of holes in the wall. Then he put up the hardware and mounted the TV.

Ah, great!

I turned it on. I flipped through the channels and found ‘Bridesmaids.’

Ralph stared at the screen. He hated chick flicks. And he especially hate Bridesmaids.

And, tell the truth, I don’t blame him…I watched it enough that I knew all the lines, and he heard enough, even while running from the room, to know the lines. Poor boy.

“Uh, honey?”

“Yes?”

“Could you…I was sort of planning on watching…”

“Thank you for putting this up for me. This is just what I needed to take my mind off my disease. Are you going to mow the lawn now?”

He visibly shrank in front of me. I mean, his shoulders slumped and his head went down. He was planning on watching football. ‘Ha!’ to that.

I turned back to the TV, took a sip of my wine spritzer, and he left the room. A couple of minutes later I heard the mower going in the front yard.

Ah, this was the life.

Except I needed one more thing. I jumped out of bed and ran for my bottom dresser drawer. I grabbed my trusty vibrator and ran back to bed.

I plugged the super duty thing in, lay back and spread, and started diddling my brains out.

There’s a trick to a good vibrator cum.

I know some gals just start jamming it in, swirling it around, hit the vibrate switch, and grunt their joy out.

No, no. That’s all wrong.

First you have to diddle your nipples. Take a little time, watch a handsome stud on TV, or just get the idea of one in your head. Imagine that it’s him sucking on your nipples. Go around and around the nipple, pushing the nipple a bit as you go, until it is as hard a rock.

Then, flicking your nipple lightly, move the vibrator down to the pussy. But don’t just jam it in!

Instead, rub it lightly up and down your labia. Explore the folds, take your time, and let the heat build.

After a while you are breathing hard, and the desire to finish yourself off rises.

Don’t do it.

Instead, focus the vibrator on your clitoris.

Soon you are gasping, and you really want to squirt your brains out.

Whether you do it now is optional.

But there is always the asshole. That is an erogenous zone of a whole different caliber.

But don’t just jam it in. Take your time. Suck your nipple, moving from one to the other, use one hand to finger bang yourself, it’s okay if you insert and get a little rough with that finger. And your other hand teases your bunghole.

Oh, baby, it won’t be long till you are on the edge of the biggest squirt in the universe!

So, I followed my advice and got ready to pop. I was gasping, gulping. My pussy was on fire. My breasts felt so spectacular, and…and…BANG! The front door slammed.

Cursing, I hid the vibrator under my pillow and laid back and pretended to be dozing.

Ralph stuck his head through the doorway.

I opened my eyes and murmured. “Hi, honey. What is it?”

“Oh, I finished the lawn, I was wondering if you were still watching TV.”

“Oh, yeah, sort of. I’m dozing a bit, but it’s so comforting to wake up and watch a little, then doze a bit.

“Oh. Okay, then you…”

I knew what he was going to do; he was going to ask if he could watch football.

“Honey, I’m sorry, but the doctor…what she said…”

“Yes?”

“My pussy is starting to itch. I mean, it’s really itching. Could you… do you think you could…apply some saliva?

Oh, the look on his face. I mean, he was absolutely crushed. He hated eating my pussy, and here he had to do it.

“It would feel so good, and I know it will help the itching go away. could you?”

“Uh…yeah. I guess…”

“And, if you could take your clothes off and wash first…you’ve got grass cuttings all over you.”

“Yeah. Sure.”

He took off his clothes and stepped into the shower. A minute later he was drying himself off. I noted that his dick was very hard. God, I wanted a piece of that, but, sigh (giggle) doctor’s orders.

He came to the bed and gently crawled up next to me.

I kissed him. No way he was going to rub me off a quickie. I was horny, extra horny from not having cum and from just being on the edge, and I wanted everything he could give me.

Minus the dick, of course.

He returned my kiss and began chewing on my mouth.

Heh. He was horny, too. In spite of just cumming this morning, he was getting hot.

“Suck my breasts,” I whispered.

He had no trouble doing that. He lowered his head and began tonguing and then sucking on my nipples.

“They’re hard,” he whispered.

Oh, yeah. They were little statues. Standing up and rejoicing.

“Now…” I pushed his head down.

I could feel his reticence, but he slid down my body and put his head between my legs.

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled as he slithered his tongue along the labia.

“Fuck!” I gasped as he sucked on the clitoris. Heysoos! I had just been vibrating the crap out of my clit, and him sucking it now, I could feel tendrils of sexual electricity shooting out from my pussy.

Then his whole mouth was kissing my vagina. He was Frenching my slit, and it felt like heaven exploding.

He might not like to eat pussy, but that doesn’t mean he wasn’t good at it.

I grabbed his hair with one hand and hit the back of his head with the other.

“Hey!” he yelped, and even that short exclamation shot into my pussy and made me arch and moan.

For a long minute he ate, and I began smushing my pelvis into his face.

“I…can’t…breath…” he sounded all garbly.

“Almost there…almost…almo…AIIIIIEEEE!”

I have never such a violent cum in my life. I mean, my pelvis tilted up and locked. My back was arched and frozen, and I could feel the muscles in my pussy clamping down, again and again and again.

He was caught, trapped, and I didn’t care if he ever breathed again. I mean, this was it…this was the cum I had been waiting all my life for.

And, I started to come down. My body sagged, I sprawled, I tried to catch my breath.

He finally emerged from between my legs. He gasped for breath, couldn’t breath.

“I’m sorry,” I said, it’s just that…that…”

“It was good,” he managed. He turned over and lay next to me.

“Fuck. It was good. Your tongue is better than your dick.”

“It is?”

I glanced at him. son of a bitch, he actually was feeling a bit of pride!

Well, of course. He had caused an effect. Men usually are pleased when they get a woman to cum.

But this cum…it was magnificent, and I didn’t begrudge him a bit of magnificent pride.

He had done all right.

“Come here, honey.”

We rolled together and held each other. We cuddled, something else he is not fond of. And the TV spoke of Bridesmaids. And I was quite happy. What more could I ask for? After this?

But there was one thing, and I realized it after a half hour of holding on to him, not letting him go.

“Honey? Could you go buy me a box of chocolates?”

He jerked his head up and stared at me.

Now, here’s the thing. Normally, he would have said no. He would have laughed it off, but this time was different.

How was it different?

It was different because I felt his hard cock against my leg, and I reached down and grabbed it. I held it, stroked it lightly. I whispered. “Just one, little, box of chocolates. Maybe Lady Godiva. That’s the good stuff. And then maybe I’ll stroke you a bit more.”

Oh, he was easy. He was breathing hard, and moving his hips, and when I let go with a promise, he nodded. “Sure.”

“Right now?”

Oh, he didn’t want to get out of bed. He wanted to stay there. His penis wanted to be in me. But, good girl me…doctor’s orders…I wasn’t going to let him in me. Not a chance. Not when I had him right where I wanted him.

So he got out of bed, struggled to get his pants on over a deliciously hard erection, and went to the store. And I gave him a list of other things to get while he was there.

After all, I was a sick girl. I needed my rest (giggle). And I really needed to watch a few chapters of ‘Sex and the City.’

Ralph returned home an hour later. I was watching Carrie Bradshaw strut her stuff through the streets of New York, girl ought to be arrested for looking so sexy, and I heard Ralph coming down the hallway.

“Hi, honey,” I smiled and stretched, and showed him how large my boobs were.

He couldn’t raise his eyes from my chest, and he placed a box of chocolates on the bed. A big box. That’s the thing with men. When their peckers are big they start becoming more complaint, and more eager, and they start buying bigger. If I had asked for flowers he would have bought me a flower shop.

“Oh, thank you.”

He glanced at the TV, frowned at Carrie, then smiled at me. “I’ll put the groceries away.

I blew him a kiss, and went back to watching soap operas and eating chocolates. Oh, baby. I think I’m going to be sick for a long time.

He fed me lunch in bed. A salad. And I made him have one.

“A salad?” he had said. “But being the opposite of you, don’t I need meat and stuff?”

“Oh, I doubt that. Salads are so much better for you.”

Well, he didn’t believe me, but I was milking the situation for everything I could, and I convinced him to eat a salad. And then I asked for a steak for dinner.

“But, honey,” he complained. “I only bought one, and you usually don’t eat steak!”

“But I’m sick now, and I need to keep my strength up.”

He nodded sadly, and asked how I wanted it cooked, rare, medium or well done.

“Now, if you could get me a wine spritzer…”

He did, and the way he was moving…he was so sad. So when he brought back the wine spritzer I took hold of his cock. I stroked it, and took sips of the wine spritzer, and watched more Sex and the City.

Helpless, addicted, Ralph stood there next to the bed, his legs shivering and trembling, breathing in gasps. Then I let him go and pushed him away. Better get the vacuuming done before dinner.

Sighing, wanting more, he started to leave the room.

“Could you close the door? So I don’t have to hear the vacuum?”

He nodded and closed the door, and I dove for my vibrator. Greedy me, I wanted another one of those earth shattering orgasms.

And so the weekend went. I lazed in bed, drank wine spritzers and ate chocolates, and watched a whole season of Sex and the City. And Fried Green Tomatoes. And even The First Wive’s Club.

Ralph vacuumed, mowed, dusted, did the laundry, and poked his head in every once in a while to make sure I was all right.

I tell ya, there was a piece of me that was actually a little guilty. but only a little. After all, he had put a foreign substance up my vagina. The dope deserved everything I was giving him. And more.

But, the weekend over, he had to go to work, and I could get out of bed. So I went to the gym and worked all those dastardly chocolates out of my system. Then I looked up Doctor Lee’s office. I wanted to talk to her outside of the hospital. At 11 that morning I sauntered into her place of business and asked to see her.

“How’s it going, Mrs. Haroldson?” She grinned and showed me to a seat in her office.

“Absolutely wonderful. But I had some questions.”

“I don’t doubt. What can I answer for you?”

“Well, first off, how long can I keep this going?”

She chuckled. “As long as you want.” She grew serious. “I’ll tell you, I’m actually supposed to call the police in a case like yours.”

“Really?”

“Really. But what we did, I figure it’ll be a lot better for your husband, and he doesn’t get a record.

“Well, thank you for that.”

“No prob. Women must stick together. Right?”

I grinned. “Now, second question…how long can Ralph go without an orgasm? I mean, it’s not going to harm his body if I make him go without for a few months, will it?”

“Not at all.” she shook her head. “The body absorbs semen after a while. But…”

“Yes?”

“If you really want to do it up right, you should consider prostate orgasms.”

“Prostate orgasms?”

“Sure, look it up on the net. You tickle his anus. Like I did at the hospital. Some guys can actually have an orgasm that way. But, at the very least you can drain him.”

“Drain him?”

“Drain his semen. You press on the prostate gently and force the semen out of his cock. He is relieved of his fluid, but here’s the great part…his mind doesn’t get it. Now he wants an orgasm even more, but he doesn’t have the juice to make it. He’ll be hard as a rock, but can’t cum. Check it out on the net.”

I laughed.

“What?”

“This all started because he read something on the net, and now I’m going to go read something on the net.”

She grinned, “Turnabout, eh? Anyway, give me a call if you need any help in this big conspiracy. We’ll teach that big lug to do stupid things like the Macaria V18. God, is that stupid. Sorry, I know he’s probably bright enough, but men and their cocks.” She shook her head. Then we both giggled. Turnabout was fair play.

Five o’clock and he returned home. I was back in my bed, feeling bouncy, and trying to look sickly.

“Honey? How are you?”

“Oh, God. It’s bad. I feel so itchy down there.”

He didn’t even hesitate. He just jumped on down there and started licking. And after I had my orgasm he massaged me and told me to relax while he took care of dinner.

And he even brought me a wine spritzer without being asked! And a plate with a chocolate on it!

Oh, my God! What a life.

And so went the week. Day after day, luxury and pleasure, jaunting about all day long, going to the gym, lunching with the girls, and everything was looking roses.

I even told my girlfriends that if they came over they had to treat me like an invalid, and shoot Ralph dirty looks. Heh. That poor boy.

And, darned if some of them didn’t start looking at me wistfully, and wondering, and doing their own plotting.

How could they get their boyfriends to do something with such glorious consequences?

And the weekend, as weekends are wont to do, arrived.

“Oh, honey, I’m so glad to see you.”

He glared at me. “You aren’t sick.”

“What?” Oh, no!

“I talked to the doctor at work. He told me there’s no such things as You don’t get none itus!”

“Well my doctor says there is.”

“We’ll see how your doctor likes my lawyer.”

I stood up and I glared at him. “Don’t you dare.”

“I’ll dare what I want. And you…going along with it. What kind of a fool do you take me for?”

I got in his face then. “You put that stupid pussy shrinker juice up my pussy. You want to talk about law suits?”

He gave way a little. After all, he had started it. But he wasn’t about to give up his righteous rage yet. “You’ve been playing me for a fool all week. Wine spritzers, chocolates, eating you out.”

I started to get madder, then I suddenly giggled.

“What?” He was trying to get madder.

“Honey, you’ve given me some of the best sex in my life.”

“And I haven’t gotten any!”

“And now that I know…now that I’ve seen the light…I don’t think I’m going to give you sex again.”

“What? After what you did to me?”

“What did I do but make you be a man! Make up for your stupidity. A week of chocolates and wine spritzers is small price to pay for the mean, ugly, little squirts you’ve been giving me.”

“What!” He was near shrieking now, his face red. He didn’t like the truth.

“The fact of the matter is that you’re a lousy lover! You’re cock is average, but instead of facing the truth, and doing something about it, like trying a little in bed, you just pump and grunt, spit and slobber, and…and…”

“What!”

“AND YOU DON’T EVEN GET ME OFF!”

And that was it. That was the big emasculator. As soon as I said it I was sorry.

Heck, he could be a good lover if he tried. But he was so obsessed with his dick that he didn’t even see anybody else. All he could think about was squirting.

And I calmed down. “Wait.”

Oh, man, he wasn’t ready to wait. His face was so purple I thought his veins would pop.

“Hold on,” I softened my voice, I tried to sooth him. I knew I had gone too far. I had to back it up. Man, arguments between man and wives should never be done like I had just done. Heck, saying the things I said, no matter if they were right, they were just going to exacerbate the situation. I had to make this right. “Honey, I’ve gone too far. I apologize. Let’s calm down and…”

But he wasn’t calming down. No fucking way he was calming down. I had not fought fair. I had insulted his dick.

So I did the only thing I could.

I took off my negligee. I hung my head. I even cried a little.

He stopped, but he didn’t soften. “Heck. I had mortally wounded him. I tall ya, girlfriend…don’t ever insult a man’s dick. That’s one argument you will NEVER win. Ever.

So I grabbed his buckle and undid it. I had to tug a bit, but at least he didn’t stop me.

I unzipped it.

I pulled it out and sucked on it. Mightily.

“It’s huge, baby. Please don’t hurt me with it.”

He just stood there. He was caught between his eternal, righteous, get a divorce anger…and my cock slurping mouth.

I sucked his balls. I stuck a finger up his ass and…bingo.

He gasped.

And it all came together in my mind. He likes a finger up the butt. The way he had reacted in the doctor’s office, all embarrassed and caught and everything…and he got a boner.

And now this.

And I knew what I was going to have to do.

I stood up and faced him.

“Okay. I did some bad things. And so did you, so we canceled out.”

He sniffed. Yes…but.

“And I said some things about your cock. I was wrong and I apologize.”

He didn’t blink, but he was listening. Okay.

“So I’ll make a deal. You can fuck me, right here and right now, and we can go back to the way things were. You’re the boss, you’re on top, you get to squirt anytime you want.”

He tilted his head slightly. He couldn’t figure out where this was going.

“Or…”

“Or what?” Ha! He gave a little bit.

“Or I will show you how I want to be fucked. And when I show you…it will change your life. You will change…and you’ll never go back.”

So I can fuck you. Right now. And things are back to normal…”

Ha…things weren’t ever going back to normal. I knew that, and I think he knew it, too. We had gone too far. I had opened my mouth, spoken the truth, and unless we went somewhere else our marriage was on the rocks.

Oh, it would take some time, there would be the typical whining and crying, the half hearted attempts to make it all better, but…unless he gave way our marriage was a gone goose.

I said, “Or you can let me rock your world. I will show you things you never knew existed. When I get done with you you will beg me for a chance to pour my spritzers and buy my chocolates. When I get done with you you’ll want to watch chick flicks with me, instead of watching football.”

Okay, I was going overboard, but I had to. I had to appeal to his manhood…even as I destroyed it.

He was a good man. He just had a stupid side. And what man…heck, what human being…doesn’t have a side of stupid in his or her head?

He had put that stuff in my douche bottle, but I had insulted his pecker. Tell me that wasn’t stupid!

He stood there for a long time, his pecker sticking out of his pants.

I would have grabbed it and stroked it, but I knew this was one time I dasn’t dare do that. He had to think about it. He had to reach his own conclusions.

There had been enough manipulation.

Finally, he asked, “Can I think on this?”

“Honey, you can think all day and all week for all I care. I did something stupid, I want to make up for it, and that’s it. You just let me know what you want to do.”

I walked out of the bedroom. It was the smartest thing I could do.

Heck, his cock was still sticking out, still hard, still wanting my delicate, little pussy. And if he took a week to think about it, his cock would still be sticking out, and it would be a nibble in his mind, picking away at him, telling him to decide, and hopefully the right way.

I served him dinner. I served him steak the way he likes it. And I put a big glass of bourbon and Coke next to his plate. And a chocolate.

He ate, and we didn’t talk much. just a word here and there.

He sat on the bed and watched football. I did the dishes.

And all the while he was thinking. Thinking. Thinking.

We went to bed. He still had that big, old boner, sticking up like it was a Roman candle about to go off.

We awoke.

Went to a few yard sales.

Came home.

Dithered around the house. Not speaking much, but, oh, were we aware of each other.

“Okay.”

I was sitting by the pool. Sunning in the late afternoon. He stood behind me, a shadow with a thought.

I stood up and we kissed. And, I got to tell you, make up sex is the best sex, it was one of the best kisses of all time.

He wasn’t kissing me to get me in bed, to prepare me for his dripping cock. He was kissing me because he was actually thinking, and making a choice, and inherent in that choice was the question, and the answer, of whether we truly loved each other.

I knew I loved him. And it wasn’t just that I had spread my legs, it was that I had opened myself, my soul, and accepted him for who he was.

Sure, he could be a lout, but. he was kind and caring, worked his fingers to the bone, and, let’s face it, when he thought I was ill he went the extra nine yards.

“So how do we do this,” he finally asked.

I smiled.

First, I washed him. I scrubbed his body, I soaped every square inch of him. I rinsed him and dried him, and I even put a spritz of perfume on him.

He actually liked that. Well, he should. I had chosen a perfume that he appreciated on me, so why not him?

I then made love to him. I kissed him, nibbled his nipples, slurped his penis,…but not to a climax.

Oh, he was groaning and moaning, and I could tell he was thinking: Okay, this is good. But this is not going to change my world.

I laid him on bed and lowered my pussy on his cock. I rode him, and watched him carefully. Whenever he thought he was going to squirt I hopped off. Waited. Then got back on.

I edged him for a couple of hours.

God, he loved it. And he hated it. But he loved it more. And I knew I was going to have to finish him off in spectacular fashion.

Yes, it was great, but it was not going to change his world.

I lay him on his belly on a pile of pillows.

I put lube on his asshole and I began to finger bang him.

Yes, Ralph always liked a little butt play, and that should have told me. A man who likes a little butt play is really going to like a lot of butt play.

He was groaning. He was moaning.

I used two fingers and began rimming him. Gently, waking up all his nerves.

And he didn’t object. That was very important. His sense of pleasure far outweighed his sense of…being a manly man. Too manly to take it up the butt.

I went to my dresser drawer and took out my vibrator.

I touched it to his asshole.

“What’s that?” He tensed up.

“The answer to your dreams.”

I slid that thing over his brown button. I rubbed the point to his hole. I alternated it with my fingers.

In and out.

Touch and swirl.

He began to relax.

“Honey,” I said. “Some men can’t take this. Some men are too rigid, can’t have any real pleasure.”

He didn’t say anything.

“But you like it. A lot. I’ve always known, but I’ve never taken advantage of this…and in that I failed you. What is the point of being married if it’s not to give pleasure to one another?”

“I…okay.”

Good Lord, that was ten times easier than I thought. I thought I was going to have to convince him. All the stuff I had read on the internet, the draining and the prostate massage, the way men talked about taking it up the butt? I thought I was going to have to work on him for hours. But he just gave in right away.

Which, if anything, told me that I was absolutely right about Ralph.

I gently pushed the vibrator into him.

He started to tense, but relaxed.

Further.

He forced himself to relax.

Further.

He was gulping now, and breathing hard. but it was halfway into him.

“How are you doing, lover?”

“I’m…good.”

“Excellent. Now feel this. I began to stroke his cock. It hung down below the pillows and was red and throbbing. It looked so delicious I wished I could suck it. but I couldn’t. Not now.

I slid the dildo all the way into him. I could feel his electricity, snapping, crackling, popping.

I worked it for a slow minute, let him get nice and relaxed.

I knew what he was feeling. I had used the thing on my pussy enough times. He would be feeling expansive, languorous, ready.

And he would be charged with sexual electricity.

His boner felt like an iron rod in my hand.

I leaned forward, let my tits rub his back. I whispered in his ear. “I’m going to turn it on now. Are you ready?”

He nodded, and gulped, and I hit the switch.

He pushed down with his hips so hard I was afraid the vibrator was going to pop out of his asshole.

But it didn’t, and I began to gently ram and jam.

“Oh, fuck…oh, God…Oh fuck…I can’t…Oh God…”

I grinned, and I tilted the vibrator so I was directly stimulating his prostate.

He began to move his hips, back into me, trying to swallow the vibrator, and every once in a while he would start shivering, and twitching.

I dug it into him, and I moved slightly to the side so I could see his face.

His eyes were closed, his mouth was open in wonder. He was actually drooling.

This boy was liking it!

“Can you cum?” I asked.

He nodded.

I knew it didn’t matter. Even if he didn’t cum, the experience he was having, he was a butt boy, it would be better than regular sex from here on out.

“Do it,” and I grinned and whispered, “Bitch.”

He began to shudder, and for a second I thought he was going to break, throw me off, his whole body would just explode.

But he didn’t. Instead, it was like a volcano going off. He just began thrusting into the pillow, back onto the vibrator, again and again, and his hips locked, and his prick began ejecting semen.

God, what a load!

I had cleaned a few loads out of my pussy, and he had regular sized loads, but this…this was something special. He just kept spewing and spewing and spewing. And he groaned and began sobbing. And it went on and on and on.

Life is different for Ralph and I now.

He fucks me a lot, but he’s learned self control. He takes me gently to the stars, he blows my mind, but he doesn’t always cum. Only when I want him to.

I cum a lot. He takes great pride on how much he can make he squirt.

And when does he cum?

Once a month.

About one every month he takes me out to a great dinner, wines me and dines me, then we go home.

He cleans himself up, lays out the vibrators—we have a collection now—and gets ready.

Then it’s my turn.

I take him. Sometimes with a vibrator, sometimes with a strap on—he really likes that—and sometimes, if he needs a little extra (or, let’s face it, like I feel like giving him a little extra) I’ll have him wear a slip, or a bra, or anything to help him in his mind, his fantasies, his sexual needs.

Does he want to be a woman?

Nah. Some men do, some men need to, but not every man does. It’s a personal thing.

Does he think he’s gay?

Not on your life. Not the way he plows me most nights of the week.

He’s just a man who appreciates his butt.

Which is good, because I’m a woman who appreciates the way he appreciates his butt.

END
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The Golem

Feminized My Husband!

and I finally got enough sex!


PART ONE

The door slammed and Asher entered.

I was in the bedroom, sitting by Sarah’s side. Our daughter lay in bed, breathing in little gasps. So beautiful, and her life so short. I kept my anger with the Creator tamped down. I did not want to risk offending the Almighty with any offensive thoughts.

In my mind’s eye I watched Asher walk through the house. Into the kitchen where he took out a large bowl, ladled himself some matzah ball soup. Then I could see him lighting the stove, placing the smaller bowl on a burner, putting the larger bowl back in the refrigerator.

On the bed Sarah sighed, a soft, sibilant sound, a wheeze as the end of life approached. I wanted to stay with her, to not risk a moment of being away from her, but I had to find out. I patted her soft, nearly lifeless hand with my own and stood up.

For a moment I looked down. What a miracle, life into the elements of the body, the breath of life, and there is a human being.

And, when that last breath fails…the miracle of death occurs. Not a happy miracle.

A tear rolled down my cheek and I wiped it away. I turned and exited her bedroom.

My daughter, Sarah, a young woman, the joy of my life, of our lives, and she was to be taken from us at such a young age, barely 18.

Why, God? Why?

No answer, and I did not expect one. The Almighty does not share his plans with mere mortals.

I entered the living room and went to the couch. He was sitting, facing the fire, eating soup. But not much. The matzah ball barely had a sliver taken from it.

I placed a hand on his forearm and watched the flames leap and curl and try to escape up the flue. A bit of smoke filled the air, but the house was warm.

“What do they say?”

He sighed, but in a disdainful way. “They tell me not to do it.”

“But you will,” I spoke fervently. He had to do it.

“I will.”

“And you know how?”

“I have studied all the passages. I have read histories denied to us.

“But not by God…”

“No. I read God’s word in everything.”

An ambiguous statement, but I accepted it. I had to. My daughter’s life was at stake.

“When will you do this?”

“At her last breath. The body is ready. I must allow as small a time as possible between the death of her old body and the birth of her new body.”

I leaned against Asher, put my head to his shoulder. He raised his arm and surrounded me with it.

“And you think it will work.” No question, just affirmation.

He nodded. “God willing, and…”

“What?”

He turned to me. “I follow God’s own instructions. Why would he leave instructions for the activation of a Golem unless he intended for a Golem to be activated.

He turned back to the fire. Remembered his soup, and used his spoon to chip off a small slice. He put it in his mouth, and didn’t even chew. He just sat there with the substance in his mouth, his mind no doubt going over the instructions he had studied and now knew by heart.

He whispered, “God made Adam, the first Golem. He built him of virgin soil and breathed life into him. The Watch-eye was formed, and Adam walked the earth. He walked the earth and begat children, and…” he turned to me. “I can do it!”

His eyes were that of a fanatic, for which condition I found no fault. It was my daughter’s life, and I felt equally fervent.

“Finish your soup, my love. I fear her time is growing close.”

He nodded, picked the ball out of the soup with his hands and ate it, a bite at a time, a man taking chunks out of plain fodder.

When he was done I took the bowl, with a bit of thin matzah ball water in it, and stood up. I kissed the top of his head, then took his bowl to the kitchen. When I returned he was gone.

I sat with my daughter through the night. Each breath threatening to be the last, each beat of her heart fainter and weaker. I held her hand and felt her pulse struggling.

Tears silently washed my cheeks.

So young. So beautiful.

The sun was near to rising when I heard the clunk of furniture being moved in the living room. Of course, he would perform the activation in the living room, close to her bedroom. He would pick up her lifeless body and walk it into the living room and place it on the table. The table the Golem was on.

I heard him bring in the body. I had seen it in construction. It was large, kept moist, and perfectly shaped.

As Sarah was perfectly shaped.

A tremulous sigh escaped Sarah’s pale lips. Any moment now.

I heard him sit, heavily, and I could see so many things. As Sarah began to detach from her body it was as if I went with her. The spirit throwing off the flesh. The viewpoint rising, the last sigh…a little grunt, or gasp, and she lay still. Motionless. No more rise and fall of her delicate chest. No lungs filled with air, no pulse of blood through veins. Never again…unless…unless…

“Asher!” I called out. He moved, and he moved fast. He had heard the intent of my voice, he knew his daughter had breathed her last.

I stood up as he entered the room. I placed her lifeless hand next to her body and stepped back.

Asher moved past me. He was a big man, a powerful man, and he picked up her body with ease. His tears fell upon her corpse, and he carried her out of the room. I followed his sobs with my own.

He had moved the large table so it was in the center of the room. Candelabras were placed at points around the room. He had told me there must be no electricity in the room when he performed the ritual.

“God had no clock on a table, he had no electrons in a wire, when he animated Adam,” he had explained to me.

I quickly moved around the room. I unplugged the TV, the lamps, the cell phone chargers. The room became a dull flicker of orange.

The Golem lay on the table, a large, but perfectly shaped figure of blue clay. Asher had gone to the Vltava river in Czechoslovakia. He had recovered the precious, virgin earth, washed pure by the river for thousands of years and never touched by the hand of man, and brought it home.

Asher had shaped the clay carefully. Duplicating Sarah’s form with his hands. During the week of construction he had continually come into Sarah’s room and felt her body. He would feel the legs, then go to the moist soil and shape it exactly like Sarah. He felt the arms, the torso. He touched her breasts and nipples, and made perfect likeness. He sobbed as he examined her face by touch, and transferred that touch to the Golem’s face.

Sarah smiled wanly, feeling his hands, perhaps wondering, but always enjoying the last feel of life upon her.

The result was a perfect shape, a woman of virgin soil, moist and complete. From hairs to vagina, the shapeless mass became shaped, and it was as if it was Sarah…merely lacking the delicate spirit that resided in our loving daughter.

I stood back and watched, and waited.

Asher placed her body next to the Golem, then worked quickly to push bracelets over her arms. A silver one, a golden one, to conduct the currents of life.

Asher had spent much time figuring out the science, and the final clue had come from, of all things, the Frankenstein book. A belief of that time was that galvanic electricity could reanimate dead tissue and possibly restore life.

With this knowledge at hand, Asher had fashioned two bracelets, one for each arm. Once charged they would create a ‘battery’ out of the body. It was Asher’s theory that the electrodes on Frankenstein’s monster were too close to the brain, and had actually resulted in the frying of the brain, and the resultant aberrant behavior of the monster.

Thus, he placed the bracelets over her arms, her biceps. Then he washed the body, purifying it with distilled water. When it was clean he lifted it up, careful not to touch it with own flesh now, and placed it atop the figure of the Golem.

I watched, amazed, as the shape of our daughter sank into the mud of the Golem. Slowly, slowly, her flesh entered, was as if consumed by the earthy flesh of the Golem.

And her bracelets appeared around the biceps of the Golem.

And the mud took on the finer quality of flesh, leeched her flesh from her and took it into its form.

Her eyes suddenly appeared in the Golem’s face. Beautiful, scintillating blue. And they seemed almost alive. They were soft and covered with a thin sheen of purified water.

As if they could blink in a mere moment.

But one thing was lacking.

“Oh, my God…” I prayed softly.

“Open the drapes,” he whispered.

Quickly, I drew back the heavy curtains, and the golden light of day burst through the window. The light shone upon the Golem, reflected off the armbands, but I knew that the armbands were taking in some of the light, enough of the light.

Asher began walking around the Golem. As he walked he prayed, “yodh, he, waw, he…yodh, he, waw, he…yodh, he, waw, he…”

Over and over. Seven times around the body, and these four words were the name of God. And the sun shone down and we could feel the blessed light of life coming in, investing that which it touched with life.

Seven times around the body, and the bands on the biceps of the Golem began to glow. At first I thought it was only a reflection of the sun, but, no, the reflection turned into a glow, and the glow grew larger and larger, until I could feel the light glowing from the arm bands touching me, an actual warmth that was beyond simple light.

Asher stopped walking, stopped talking, and he took a metal rod from his pocket. It was hard metal, and it would scratch a softer metal.

He bent over the gold armband and he began to scratch a single word: bat.

Hebrew for daughter. He took his time, dug the stylus deep into the soft metal. As he scratched I could see what looked like a ripple crossing the body, from one side to the other, from gold to silver.

I was praying silently, watching, waiting for a miracle, expecting a miracle.

Asher finished scratching the word into the armband, and he was done but for one thing. He had to give the breath of life.

The breath of life. Mystical, but, once one understands it, simple.

The breath of life is mouth to mouth resuscitation. It is used to wake those who have drowned, or suffered other mishap, and who have forgotten to breath.

My Asher put his mouth to the Golem’s mouth. He placed his lips upon the clay clips of my daughter’s image. He breathed out.

I saw the chest of my clay daughter suddenly go up, and her eyes opened.

I clapped my hands and cried. Asher pushed air into her new lungs. He breathed out, invested her with life.

The clay figure into which the flesh body of my daughter had been joined began to jerk and twitch, then its arms came up and gripped Asher’s shoulders.

Asher opened his eyes wide, and he stopped pushing air, but the Golem didn’t stop taking. It sucked, and the air went out of Asher and his eyes opened in shock and panic.

For long seconds the Golem sucked, and the clay body began to reshape very slightly. An imperfection in the clay, a shift in the chest, a wiggle of an eyebrow that wasn’t exactly right.

Asher began to push on the Golem, to try and get free, but those banded arms held him, hugged him, and stole the breath out of him.

He tried to yell, to scream, but all that came out was a shrill yelp that went on and on.

I ran to the table and pushed on the Golem, but it ignored me.

And now it was turning lighter, the clay was transforming into flesh, and the flesh was becoming pink with energy, with life, with air drawn in from Sarah’s father.

“Stop!” I screamed. “Stop it! You’re killing him!”

The Golem’s eyes, now a perfect image of Sarah’s eyes, followed me, and it kept sucking the life out of Asher.

I struck Sarah on the side of the head, tried to dislodge her mouth from his. She winced, but when I tried to strike her again she caught my arm in her hand.

Her hand was strong, like a band of iron, and she held me, followed me with her eyes, and kept sucking and sucking.

I don’t know exactly when the life left Asher. I gave up and fell to my knees and sobbed, and suddenly Sarah let go of my wrist.

Asher slipped downward, his knees turning to noodles, his arms to mush, his body to jello. There was simply nothing left alive in him. He puddled on the floor next to me, his eyes opaque, cloudied with the loss of life.

I looked up, and I heard Sarah. “Hello, mother.”

She pulled me up even as she sat up. An amazing show of strength from an awkward position.

She faced me, and my mouth opened in shock.

She was Sarah, my own precious daughter, but she was something more.

A Golem can be male, and it can be female, or it can be both.

This Golem, now my Sarah, had Sarah’s body, but in sucking the life out of her father she had gained his masculinity.

Sarah had Asher’s penis.

I stood there and took in this abomination, and I asked of God, This is your miracle? This…this… and words failed me.

Sarah stood up and smiled at me. And she was Sarah. Her flesh…it was Sarah’s flesh, right down to the little mole on her shoulder, to the scar on her thumb.

I was weak in her grip, but she wouldn’t let me fall. She held me up, and I felt her strength, her energy, making me stay standing.

“Sarah,” I whispered.

She moved in a weird way, a trifle jerky to start, then a smooth transition of limb through space.

She looked at her hand, the one not holding me. She turned it this way and that.

Then she looked at her armbands and smiled. She let go of me, looked at both hands, and I staggered.

“Mother,” she spoke in a soft voice. “Go get my clothes.”

When one is mind shattered, when knows not what to do, it is easier to follow directions. In this way they don’t have to think for themselves.

To not think for myself was a relief, an answer to the stunned disbelief running through my mind. I wobbled away, crossed the floor and entered Sarah’s room.

I was shattered. My husband’s body lay on the floor, not breathing. Dead. He had literally traded his life for our daughter’s.

And yet, it was not my daughter. The Golem was a blend of mud and man and woman. It was a synthesis not allowed in nature. What God had wrought in Adam was reserved only for God, not for man. Not for Asher.

I looked in my daughter’s closet. I took down a dress. I carried it out to the living room.

My daughter’s Golem eyes, a blue muddy, stared at me like frozen marbles. She slapped the dress out of my hand and snarled. “Not rags!” she growled. “Clothes. Real clothes.”

She pushed past me, walked into Sarah’s room. She made a weird noise at the bed where she had so recently lain dying. She opened the closet and pulled clothes out, threw them on the bed.

She went to the dresser and opened a drawer. She pulled out underthings, and every bit of apparel was lacking. She lifted up panties and sniffed. She held up bras and laughed.

Finally, frustrated, no joy in the clothes of her previous life, she struggled into a pair of panties and a bra.

She was bigger in the chest now. In some odd way she had gained mass in her breasts, and they overflowed the once comfortable but no frills bra my daughter had once worn.

“Oh, fuck!” she whined, grabbing her breasts and pulling them. She turned to me. “Don’t you understand?” She was angry, frustrated.

“I…don’t…what…”

She snarled at me, like an animal, then she grabbed a coat and wrapped it around herself. No dress, no blouse nor sweater, just the rough clot of her sturdy outdoors coat. Then she stalked past me into the living room. I followed her, wringing my hands, not sure what to do. iI think I was making sounds, but I didn’t know what.

She opened the door and it was cold outside. A brisk wind was complaining and a light mist was whipping. She stepped into the cauldron of chill without a thought and began walking out to the street.

Stunned, I grabbed my own coat out of the hallway closet and followed her into the grip of the elements.

The wind pulled at the flaps of my coat. My hair was brushed back and fluttered i the breeze. I ran, and caught up to my daughter. “Sarah! Come home!”

The wind dragged at her words, but I could understand her answer. “Back to that hovel! Hah!”

“But you love our home! You love to read your books and drink hot chocolate by the fire.”

She stopped and whirled, grabbed me by the shoulders. Her fingers dug into my flesh. “I’m done reading about life. I’m done reading about murder and sex and all the fun things. I want to do them. And…hot chocolate! HAH!” She shook me. “I want whiskey! I want bourbon, aged in barrels.”

“But Sarah!”

“You stifled my life before, you made me a little girl who didn’t want to go out and live. So I wasted away. But I’m back, and I’m not going to waste away. Not this time!”

She turned walked away, into the cold particles of ice and the fan of the freezing wind.

I followed her, shivering, and the snow began to fall. A light blanket of white that rapidly coated the world, and coated me. Whitened my already grey hair. Froze to my eyelashes. My lips chattered uncontrollably.

She marched down the hill to town, down the center of the street, walking in a stumpy way, a combination of supple flesh and solidly frozen mud.

She walked past a few people, out early in the morning, and the people turned to stare at her.

She came to Main Street, and then the mall. A guard was just opening the gates on the mall, and she strode past him, ignored his shout, and walked through the mall.

The guard stared after her, and I ran past him. Again, he shouted, but I was not going to stop following my daughter.

There were already people in the mall. Mall walkers. Old people who marched around and around, putting on the miles and breaking in their brand new, built for teenager athletic shoes.

I was fifty feet behind her, frozen, and unable to catch her, but determined not to lose her.

She came to a store where the gate was rolled up a few feet. She lay down and rolled through the space, stood up on the other side. She disappeared into the fashions just as I reached the gate.

“You’re not supposed to be here!” I heard as I rolled under the gate.

I walked past racks of clothes. The lights overhead were dim, only every other light turned on. Up ahead I could see my daughter. She was talking to a young girl.

I came closer, leaned against a rack to rest for a moment, and watched my daughter.

Sarah said something, the other girl replied, and pointed towards the entrance.

Sarah grabbed her by one arm and smiled.

The young girl was a pretty thing. Probably 20 years old and just trusted with opening the store.

Sarah pulled her around and whispered something to her. The girl tried to lean away, but Sarah’s other arm caught her shoulder. I watched, and Sarah pulled the girl slowly to her.

She pressed her lips to the girl’s, her eyes were open, as was the girl’s, and…I could feel the girl’s spirit giving up. Not going into Sarah, as my husband’s had done, but just giving up, submitting, and then the girl stopped fighting Sarah’s grip. She pushed herself onto Sarah, put her arms around Sarah, and kissed back.

Stunned, I watched as their eyes closed and their lips did the dance. I could see tongue action, and Sarah’s hands began to strip the clothes off the young woman.

Buttons were ripped and flew into the surrounding racks of clothes. Sarah pulled the girl’s skirt and shimmied it down her frame. She took a hold of the girl’s bra gently, with but a couple of fingers in the front, and pulled the material apart.

The girl gasped, and stepped back, her breasts falling out.

Sarah smiled, a hungry look in her eyes, and moved forward again. She enfolded the woman again, and while the woman pulled her panties down Sarah took off her own underthings. A rip, a throw, and they were both naked.

I had forgotten that Sarah now had a cock, Asher’s cock, but I was reminded as I saw the big thick trunk of meat stretch out and poke at the girl.

The women fell to her knees and took Asher’s cock, Sarah’s cock, in her mouth. She began to suck, voraciously, and her hands gripped Asher’s…Sarah’s balls. One big ball in each hand, and she squeezed them.

Sarah groaned, a guttural sound sound that was more like an animal’s growl than an expression of passion.

Sarah pulled the woman to the side, to a rack of clothes. With one hand, as she kissed the woman, she swept the clothes off the rack. They made a big lump in the middle of the floor, and Sarah lowered the woman to the soft clothes. She laid the woman out, and then, the woman trembling, she sank down between her knees and lowered her penis to the woman’s pussy.

I watched, horror and fascination, as Sarah dove into the woman’s depths. I could see the thick shaft of Asher’s cock sliding into the woman’s vagina, and I remembered how big it was, how much pleasure it had given me.

I could hardly breath for watching Sarah’s buns go up and down. The woman was gasping and moaning loudly.

“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!”

Sarah wiggled her ass, grinned, scoured the depths of the woman’s moist pussy.

“I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna!”

“Of course you are,” Sarah almost howled that out, then she stiffened up, just the way Asher used to, and I knew that big cock was spurting big gobs of sperm into the young woman.

As if that was a signal, the woman started to cum. She arched her back, rose up to meet Sarah’s thrusts, and she spasmed and her muscles began to twitch uncontrollably.

I remembered how it felt. I remembered how my core would feel like somebody had stuffed it into a blender and turned the blender on. The world spinning, the white heat rising, obliterating the world, obliterating my senses, until all that was left was my superheated flesh holding on to Asher’s superheated flesh. Our breath coming in gasps, our throats gulping, dazed out of our minds. Done, but for the desire to do it again.

The woman was moaning now, her body was starting to shoot off trembles. She was almost done.

I stood at the far rack, almost out of sight, and, I admit it, I felt like pulling my own dress up, lowering my own panties, and stuffing a knuckle into my pussy.

I had forgotten how glorious life could be.

All that time spent caring for Sarah, time when Asher and I had been too tired to attend to our own needs, our own desires subjugated to our worry and concern for our daughter.

Watching the two woman—the woman and the mix of man and woman that was my daughter—I was reminded, and I felt loss. I could have been fucking, but…I had given it up for my daughter. And now my daughter, in her perversions, was reminding me of how much I had missed. Watching the woman and the…the Golem…straighten out and untangle and stand up, I gave an inadvertent sob, and Sarah heard me.

She looked back over her shoulder, saw me, and laughed. “Mother?”

I came out from behind the clothes rack. I went to her, placed my hand on her cool, mud/flesh, bracelet enclosed arm. “You’ve got to come home,” I whispered.

She frowned mightily. “You would have me give up life twice?” Yet she was calmer, as if the act of sex had somehow tempered her emotions, made her pleasant.

She turned to the girl she had just fucked and said, “I need bra, panties, sexy clothes. I need to live.”

The woman nodded, “The panties are right over here…” She took Sarah to a section of the store and they went through the panties. Sarah picked out a thong and grinned.

“That’s going to rub your asshole, get you real horny,” the salesgirl stated.

“I can’t wait,” Sarah pulled the panties up snug, wiggled her ass, and smiled. “Bra.”

We stepped into the next aisle and they began going through bras. The girl measured Sarah, and Sarah wound up selecting a half bra. She put it on and her big nipples peeked over the edge of the wispy material.

“You need more support than that,” I observed.

Sarah turned to me with a smile. “Are you still here?”

“Do you want more support?” asked the salesgirl.

“No. I just want enough for a day. I want my nipples stimulated. I want men to see them and suck on them. I don’t give a crap about support. I need garters and nylons.”

They went to another aisle, the other side of the store, and I trailed along, wishing I could get through to my daughter.

Sarah pulled on garters, and the salesgirl helped her unroll nylons and hook them to the garters. Then the saleswoman darted off and returned with a pair of high heels. Sarah stood up and the difference was telling. Her once slender frame was statuesque now. As if her young girl’s body was being blown up, transformed into a sexpot’s body.

She stretched, and laughed, and asked, “Dresses. Something that shows a lot of boob.”

The woman helped Sarah pick out a purple dress. It was silky smooth, stretchy, satiny, everything sexy. Sarah pulled it over her head and slithered into it. She was truly majestic, showing immense mountains of boob, her legs shiny curves, her ass round globes that would make a monk give up God.

They walked towards the front of the shop and Sarah gravitated to the row of fur coats at the side of the store.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered, rubbing the soft fur against her face.

“Take this one,” offered the girl. “It’s our most expensive one.”

So Sarah did. Then she grabbed a small hat, more of a fashion statement, and turned to the girl. She grabbed the woman, bent her back a little, and whispered, “Thank you for sharing your life with me.”

She kissed her, softly, insistently, and the woman bent back further, lost control of her body. Then she passed out and Sarah left her laying on the floor. She walked to the side of the gate and pressed the switch that raised the gate, then walked out into the mall.

I hurried to the girl. I lifted her in my arms and she opened her eyes.

“Oh, my. Where did she go?”

“She left. Are you all right.”

“I’m all right forever. If I live to be a million I will always remember this as the highlight of my life.”

“But why?” I asked. “Why did you let her have her way with you? Why did you…she took all those clothes…and that fur coat!”

The woman smiled. “Small price to pay for life.”

“But…but….why?” I was nearly beyond words.

The woman struggled to sit up, then I helped her to her feet. At the last she turned to me. “Her flesh was so cold, and moist, and her penis was like a tube of something that was wonderful that filled every crevice of my soul. I feel…I feel like I actually understand something of why I am alive now.”

I stared at her, and was aghast. The woman made no sense. She was out of her mind.

I backed away, confused, distraught, then turned and hurried after my daughter.


PART TWO

Sarah hadn’t left the mall. She was wandering down the walk a hundred yards further on. She gazed into shops, stared at window displays, and just sauntered along.

I hurried, but didn’t need to. I approached her and she didn’t even look at me, just said, “Look, mother. See how pretty it all is?”

She was looking at dresses. They were expensive dresses, much. more than we had been able to afford to buy her when she was herself.

“You didn’t pay that woman,” I reproached her.

“I paid her in experience,” she smiled. “Did you see her cum? She’ll remember that the rest of her life. Look at those shoes. Do you like high heels?”

“I don’t wear high heels.”

“Oh, mother. You should. You tip toe, and the world is your carousel. Would you like me to get you a pair of high heels?”

“I’d like you to come home with me.”

Sarah glanced at me, a wry smile on her face. “Now why would I do that? When life is a party…why should I hide in a small room and shiver?”

She continued walking through the mall, marveling at displays, talking to me, even asking my advice. In a way, it reminded me of the bond that mothers and daughters have. In a way. It would have been nicer if I hadn’t known she had mud for a heart.

At 10 p’clock the mall was open proper, and she wandered into a Nordstroms. She headed right for the make up counter.

A young girl was just setting out product, and Sarah strode up to the counter and said, “I need everything.”

The woman turned to her, and I thought she was going to say something, maybe even tell her off, but whatever she started to say, she changed her mind quick. “Stand there and let’s begin.”

A make up counter sells make up. But the girl wasn’t interested in selling anything. She was just interested in doing right by Sarah. She got out the cleanser, then the primer. She worked on Sarah’s face quickly, but efficiently. She laid the foundation, added the color, then worked on her eyes.

“You’ve got such wonderful eyes,” the girl murmured.

I looked at Sarah’s eyes. They were cloudy marbles. Blue, but somehow obscured. Yet there was a glimmer of something, a shine, a twinkle, that made them…fascinating.

Finally, the woman put lipstick on my daughter’s lips.

I stared. I had never done such things for my own daughter, yet I could feel this intimacy between the two women. I could feel a bond, a secret between them.

This is what we do to attract men!

I marveled, and was stunned, and distraught. I had missed out on so much of my daughter’s life.

Done, my daughter stood up proudly. She said to the woman. “I have a cock. Would you like it?”

What an odd way of putting it, a muddy way of putting it that was yet clear as ice. The woman understood perfectly. She looked around, then came out from behind the counter, she grabbed Sarah’s hand and, giggling shyly, she pulled Sarah towards the corner of the store and the restrooms. She didn’t even seem to notice, certainly not to care, as I followed after.

They entered the bathroom, me right after them, and headed for a far stall.

“Why do you have a penis?” asked the sales girl. Her eyes were hungry and her demeanor wanting.

“Oh, you know.” And that was all Sarah said.

The woman opened the door to the far stall and backed in. She lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, giggling excitedly.

Sarah followed her, lifted her own dress and pulled down her  own panties. I could see the garter straps framing her pussy.

“How are we going to do this?” asked the girl.

For answer Sarah picked her up, literally threw her up into the air and caught her around the waist. The woman wrapped her legs around Sarah’s waist, and Sarah gently lowered her on her penis.

“Oh!” The woman’s eyes went wide. “That’s a big one.”

“The better to fuck you with, my dear.”

“All this, and you’re the big, bad wolf, too.”

“That I am!”

Sarah started jumping up and down, and I could see her big balls bouncing under the woman’s ass. Her shaft was being driven up into the woman’s pussy with breath taking force.

“Here you go, baby,” grunted Sarah.

The woman hung on, clung, and I could see her face over Sarah’s shoulder. Her eyes were closed, and I could see the shock splash across her face with each thrust of Sarah’s weenie.

“Oh…oh…oh…!”

For a long time Sarah bounced up and down, and I could imagine Asher’s dick ramming to the hilt. I remember the feeling of those big balls slapping my ass. I especially remembered the way Asher would cum. He would grunt, then…lots of cum.

Sarah grunted, sounding exactly like Asher, then the girl he was bouncing on his dick gave a wail, tightened her grip, and began to cum.

Like the first girl, the one at the dress shop, the orgasm seemed especially deep and fulfilling. The girl’s eyes rolled back, her grip slackened, but Sarah kept holding on, supporting the girl, and I saw semen begin to leak out of the girl’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Sarah. “I like it. I love it.”

Then the girl was done. She was dazed and dizzy, and Sarah lowered her to the ground. The girl huddled against the wall, drained of strength, and I had the feeling that, once again, Sarah had drained her of some bit of life force.

Yet the girl wasn’t damaged, just rendered unconscious for the moment.

Sarah pulled up her panties, tucked her now soft cock into her panties, let her dress down, and grinned at me. She was beautiful. Sexy, aroused, and ready to go. Then she put on her fur coat and left the bathroom.

I gave the girl leaning against the wall a glance, then ran after my daughter.

She was almost out of the store before I caught her.

I grabbed her arm, felt the band of gold under the fur coat, and spun her around.

I think, if she had not wanted to go with my pull, I wouldn’t have been able to move her in a million years. But, maybe she remembered that I was her mother, and she turned easily.

“What are you doing?” I asked intently.

“Living,” she answered.

“But…why are these women letting you…you…”

“Fuck them?”

“Make love to them!”

“Oh, mother,” she patted my cheek. “Your sensibility is showing.”

I gripped her fur coat by the lapels. Both hands, and I would have shook her, except that she was so much stronger than me. Still, I held on and said, “Why?”

She gently took my hands and removed them.

“Because I am alive, mother. I am alive and they want some of that aliveness. Now, be a good girl. You may follow along, if you wish, but I am just getting started.”

She walked out of the mall, her heels click, click, clicking on the hard floor. She didn’t look back, just strode out into the weather.

It was still misty, but there was no snow, just a layer of white blanketing everything.

She walked down the sidewalk, back into the town proper, and I followed along. Even though she wore high heels, she moved quickly. A strange lumpiness, if I can call it that, to her walk.

I followed, but couldn't quite catch up. She was about fifty yards ahead when she turned into a bar.

A bar. At eleven in the morning. It was too early to drink.

But she wasn’t there to drink.

I entered the bar and saw her at the far end of the long stretch of shiny wood. Sparkling bottles lined the wall behind the bar, and a boy was vacuuming the rug on the right. I walked along the center, between the rug and the bar, and heard a commotion behind me.

“Where you want it, Jake?” I turned and a delivery man was pushing a hand truck loaded with boxes. Peanuts, swizzle straws, napkins, all the things that keep a drinking establishment in business.

I turned back, and Sarah was leading the barman into the back.

I hurried after them, and the door to the office closed.

But it was not locked.

I turned the knob and pushed the door open.

Sarah was down on her knees, unzipping the bar man’s pants, pulling his sizable cock out.

“Say, this is pretty good sized!”

“Thanks. Don’t forget my balls.”

Sarah smiled and pulled his balls out even as she bobbed her head on his shaft.

I stared, shocked, and Sarah moved her head back and forth. The barman put his hands behind Sarah’s head and face fucked her.

Sarah didn’t mind being face fucked. That was why she was down on her knees, after all.

Back and forth, the bar man drove his hips, his dick deep into Sarah’s mouth.

Sarah deep throated his penis easily, and the man started groaning.

“Oh, baby! I’m getting close.”

Sarah redoubled her efforts. I could see her slapping his balls gently, and the man started to groan and grunt…and squirt.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!”

He squirted, and the semen entered Sarah’s red-lipped mouth, then poured out. I understood something then.

Sarah was Sarah, but she was also a Golem. She had no internal digestive system. She had a hole for a mouth, but the hole only went back so far. And she would have a pussy, but it would only go so far, then, in place of flesh, would be mud.

And she would have an asshole, but never would shit issue from it.

But all that didn’t bother my daughter. She kept sucking, gobbling, and her mud mouth gasped and sucked and the semen went in and poured out.

“Fuck!” finished the bar man, putting his hands on the desk behind him, bracing himself up so he wouldn’t fall.

“Baby! that was world, fucking class!”

“I know,” said Sarah, standing up. She wiped the white drool off her face and grinned. “if it’s all right I’ll hang out here for a while. Maybe we can do it again.”

“Oh, yeah. Do you want any money?”

“No. No need.”

The bar man grinned, then walked past her, past me, and returned to his bar.

“How can you do this?” I asked, as she straightened her dress and made sure she had no more semen on her face.

“How can I not?”

“But I raised you better than this!”

“Better than this?” Sarah’s mouth twisted in a moue. “Mother, dear, if I was me and not a ball of mud you would be pleased that I fucked everybody, for that would result in a child, and you would love to have grandchildren, wouldn’t you?”

I said nothing to that.

“Answer the question, mother. If I hadn’t died, would you like my grandchildren?”

She asked me again and again, and wouldn’t let me leave the office, and finally, I had to admit. “Yes!” I shouted in frustration.

“Well, I’m sorry about that. I’m sorry I can’t give you grandchildren.”

“But you don’t have to fuck everybody and act like a slut!”

“Oh, so if I don’t fuck for children then I can’t fuck?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” my muddy daughter answered, and she turned and left the little office.

I stood there for a time. I was broken inside, yet…something was driving me, making me want to keep up with her. Making me want to understand her, and maybe, in some way, I could leech a little of that love I had felt for her back again. From wherever it went.

The pain of her death, the joy of her rebirth, soured by her muddy soul…I hurt, and couldn’t cry, and didn’t want to.

I just wanted my daughter back.

I exited the office and re-entered the bar.

Sarah was at the front of the long bar, sitting behind a piano, and as I watched she lowered her fingers to the ivory keyboards.

But Sarah didn’t know how to play the piano!

Sarah couldn’t play any musical instrument!

Yet that sounds that issued from that piano….they were magic.

I moved forward, entranced, as if by a siren, pulled by what I was hearing.

Light, delicate, her fingers twirled a ballet on the stage of keys.

I approached, moved closer, and was almost afraid to move. I didn’t want to jinx this enchantment, this soothing lullaby on my ears.

“Come, mother. Sit by me.”

I came closer, and she, without breaking a note, slid a bit to the side and made room for me.

I sat, and the notes came out of the piano like an avalanche of beauty. Chords and runs, trills and fantasies. A world apart from the world of…mud.

“How can this be?” I said. “You can’t play the piano.”

She chuckled, a throaty sound limned by a polonaise that would have put Chopin to shame.

“I know.” And her hands run up the scales, danced merrily across the black keys, then whimsied down again.

“But I can do many things, now that I am released from the flesh.”

“Released? Are you my Sarah?”

“Sarah? Asher?” She shrugged. “I am mud, and mud is capable of anything. Most of all, I am capable of pleasing you.”

“But you fuck strange men!”

“Sarah wishes that. And Asher wishes to please you.”

I saw the bastardy of their commingling then. I felt how they were combined in this muddy creature, and the result was a child of experience that I never would have asked for.

And, as I sat and marveled at the digital dexterity and the infinite harmony of mud, the notes of the piano were a lure. Only another minute passed and a fellow walked into the bar. And I knew he had been called by the music of the Golem. He had felt the need, and surrendered to it, and he walked in and grinned at Sarah.

“Hey, missy!”

“Wanna fuck?” she answered.

I could have cried when she stood up and rounded the piano and took the man by the hand.

“Would you prefer the ass or the pussy?”

“Can’t I have both?”

“Sorry. When I get done with you there won’t be an ounce of sperm in your body. So, choose.”

“Well, if you say so,” the man doubted Sarah’s prediction. “I’ll take your pussy.”

I followed them as they walked back through the bar.

The bar man grinned.

“We’ll be using your office.”

“Knock yourself out,” he said, wiping a glass and placing it on a rack.

They entered the short hallway and went into the office. As before, I followed, and I opened the door and slipped into the room.

The man took charge, and Sarah let him. He pushed her back against the desk, ripped his zipper down, and his erect penis lurched forth.

Sarah pulled her dress up, turned around, and he pushed her over the desk.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You are truly beautiful.” He pulled her panties down and fitted his dick to her hole. He lurched forward and plumbed her depths.

Sarah groaned loudly. She moved her high heeled feet slightly and braced, and began to shove back.

The man seemed inexhaustible as he pile drived into her. He went back and forth, and I could see his long shaft going in and out. “Hey,” he muttered at one point. “You got a dick, too!”

“I do. Want me to fuck you after this?”

“Maybe, let me think about it. But first, uh…uh…”

Sarah lay across the desk, didn’t try to straighten up. He placed his hands on her waist, held her round buns, and kept sliding in an out, in and out, and then, suddenly he came. With a grunt, with a roar, he let loose a mighty flood of semen. Again, as with her mouth, the semen had no place to go. It entered her pussy, then flowed out again. It made for a messy, wet, slapping sound.

Finally, his balls drained, the man stood back. His cock flopped out and he leaned forward and helped Sarah straighten up. She turned and smiled at him. “Pretty good, slick. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.” Then they laughed, straightened themselves out, and left the office.

I followed them, sad, so much had happened today, and now…this…my daughter in the shape of mud fucking everything that wore pants or a dress…I truly didn’t know what to think.

When I entered the bar she was back at the piano, and the man who had just fucked her was gone. As I approached I heard a melody so beautiful it near stopped the heart. Once again I sat down and watched those slender fingers gyrate across the 88.

“You’ve got to stop this,” I begged.

“No,” she said. “Quite the opposite.”

I said nothing, her hands caressed the keyboard, and she whispered, “I must satisfy Sarah and Asher. And maybe, just maybe, I can satisfy myself.”

I sat, disconsolate, and considered her words. Asher, Sarah, herself. Would it never end? What door to hell had Asher and I opened by constructing the Golem?

Again, the music of the enchanted piano drifted out the door and caught a passerby. Actually, it caught two passersby.

A man and a woman entered the bar, took off their coats and ordered whiskeys. The barman filled their order, then stood behind them, and they all listened to the soft, sweet music that Sarah was creating. The man put his arm around the woman, and from the rings on their fingers I surmised they were man and wife.

Like Asher and I had been man and wife.

Finally, at the end of a piece that sounded like a variation on ‘Comfortably Numb’ by Pink Floyd, Sarah motioned to the man and the woman. Caught by her magnetism, they approached. Before they arrived, Sarah said to me, “I’d invite you to fuck, but…you’re still married.”

I wondered if being married would really stop her from fucking somebody. Then I was caught and drowning in the idea of my husband’s death. I gave a choked up sob.

“Oh, mother. Enjoy. It’s life.” Then, to the man and the woman, “Hey, you guys want to go in the back and fuck a little?”

So much for not fucking a married person. But, maybe fucking both man and wife at the same time alleviated some of the concern.

“Sure,” said the man. Of his wife he asked, “Is that okay with you, honey? You want to fuck a little?”

I marveled at how people who, I assumed, would never respond to such a bold and blatant request, were easily giving in to Sarah’s whims.

“Sure, but…”

“What?”

“Two women and one dick?” She smiled a wry smile.

“Not to worry,” blurted Sarah. “I’ve got both dick and pussy!”

“Hey!” The man grinned.

“Well, if that’s so…”

Sarah got up and put an arm around each of them. They sauntered happily back to the office.

Again, unable to help myself, I followed along.

This time when I reached the door it was locked.

For a moment I stood there, then…I knocked.

The woman opened the door and stared at me.

From inside the room Sarah called, “It’s okay, it’s my mother. She just wants to watch.”

The woman blinked, but I didn’t wait. I pushed through.

The man already had his pants off, and he turned to me. “You want to watch?”

Sarah answered, “She’s getting vicarious thrills. She thinks she lost me, but I’m right here.”

I understood what Sarah was saying, but the man and the woman…I doubted if they did.

But they were already in the throes of horniness, and the man said, “Well, have a seat, mom. Let’s see if we can entertain you.”

The woman said nothing, just started taking off her dress.

Shortly the three of them were naked, and the action began. Sarah, having both penis and pussy, was the center of action. The woman lay down on the desk and Sarah climbed up on the desk and sunk her cock into the woman.

The woman groaned, and grinned, and pushed back a little. “Nice cock,” she chortled.

Then the man climbed up and took a position behind Sarah.

It took a little work, and some shifting of positions, but they managed to do a triple The man was in Sarah and Sarah was in the woman, and all three were grunting and groaning and striving to do their best.

“I love the way you do the piano,” said the man, apropos of nothing.

“Thanks, could you raise up a little?”

“Sure. How you doing under there, honey?”

“Stop talking,” the woman on the bottom grunted.

Sarah and the man laughed, and adjusted their position, and they began to work in earnest.

The man pushed, and Sarah gasped and drove down. The penis half left her pussy even as her own penis drove into the woman.

In and out they went. Or, rather, in and in and out and in. In and in and out and in. Hands groped boobs, balls slapped against fannies, and they were like an ungainly locomotive, the cars banging together only to separate slightly to bang again. On and on they went. And then I heard the woman letting loose. She was on the bottom, getting most of the drive, feeling the weight of two bodies push Sarah’s cock into her.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. She came, thrusting up hard enough to slow down the driving weight of the two bodies on to her.

Then the man, feeling the woman orgasm, started pumping juice into Sarah’s asshole. And, again, the semen filled up her orifice and began pouring out.

Then Sarah came, and she was caught in an orgasm sandwich. She moved up and the man’s cock drove her down. She moved down the woman’s pussy gripped her.

She began to groan and moan, and…I could see her semen leaking out of the woman’s snatch. It wasn’t white. It was sort of brown muddy brown. But nobody cared, nobody noticed. It is said that all cats are black in the dark, but the same is true of semen. All semen is white in the hole.

They ended, and lay there shuddering, giving little laughs of pleasure.

“Wow,” said the woman.

They untwined themselves, got off the desk and began getting dressed. I watched as they kept exchanging glances and smiling.

Then the man and the woman left. Sarah smiled at me and held her hand out. “Come on, Mom. Let’s go play the piano some more.

And so the day went. Sarah played the piano and lured them in, then fucked them to a fare thee well. Sometimes a man, sometimes a woman, every once in a while a man and a woman.

She was inexhaustible, and she came and came and came, and seemed to always have more of that muddy brown semen.

The bar man served drinks, people came and went, and I watched.

What did I think?

On one hand, I felt nothing. That wasn’t my daughter. It was some earthen monster, sating human desires that shouldn’t have existed in it.

On the other hand, it was the shape of my daughter, it was the cock of my man.

My man who was at home, dead.

About four o’clock, Sarah yawned. I blinked. She hadn’t yawned, or acted tired in any way, all day.             

She smiled one more time at me and stood up. “Time to go, Mom.”

She came down from the piano and put her arm around my waist. “I’m tired. Let’s go home.”

We walked to the door, and people yelled good bye, and the barman told us we were welcome back any time.

We stepped into the twilight of a short day. It would be dark in an hour.

Sarah was now moving slowly, and with much effort. All the energy was gone from her, and I ended up supporting her. We walked out of town and up the hill.

It was only a few minutes before sunset, and total blackness, and Sarah clung to me. “Come on, Mom. Get me home.”

We entered the house and Sarah staggered across the room.

Asher lay where he had fallen that morning. Just a lump of man with no life in him.

Sarah went to the table and climbed up. She lay down, and I wondered, “Why not get in your bed, honey?”

“For chocolate and a book?” she smiled wanly. “I’m way past that.”

“But…”

“Mom…Mommy, come here.”

I went to her, and she hooked my dress with her index finger and pulled me down to her. She whispered, “Psalms 139:16.” Then she kissed my cheek and pushed me away.

The window drapes had never been closed, and the black of night was complete. The last trace of the sun, that golden light, disappeared. And with the sunlight the essence of life whistled out of my daughter. I felt her go. I felt the spirit, that invisible aura of magic, God inspired rays, leave.

Suddenly panicked, I plugged in a lamp. The electric light illuminated the room, and I watched as the mud of my daughter lost its moisture, turned first to clay, then to dust. And the dust, as if there was an actual wind in the room, swirled and drifted into the air, but it wasn’t a wind, it was the spirit of my daughter, and the Golem, dancing as they floated into the air, looked for another home, another embrace, another place to be…to celebrate life.

The two arm bracelets that had been on Sarah’s arms settled to the table as the dust drifted, then they rolled…off the edge of the table…onto the floor.

CLUNK! CLUNK!

I would have cried then, but I heard a sound, a sound awakened by the dissipation of dust and the clunking of two metal bands on the floor.

“Uhhh!”

I ran to Asher. He was stirring.

“Asher!” I held him, and he began to move.

Only Sarah had died, and the Golem…he was just mud, anyway. He had no life to give up, to die from.

And I held Asher, and now cried.


EPILOGUE

Many years have passed since Asher constructed the Golem.

Asher and I have lived long, and he passed last year. Yet, it wasn’t a sad passing. Such a wonderful life, and all I can do is celebrate, in memory, the days of our lives.

And…Sarah.

I think about the passing of my daughter, returned to dust and accompanied by the Golem to…somewhere.

Heaven, I would presume, for since my experience with the Golem I have stopped considering hell as a viable alternative.

And over the years I have thought about what Sarah had told me. ‘Psalms 139:16.’

She understood, but she knew she couldn’t just tell me. Some things, especially the mystical, must be experienced, not explained.

So she gave me a clue.

Psalms 139:16:

Your eyes saw my unformed body;

all the days ordained for me were written

in your book before one of them came to be.

I saw Sarah, unformed, and the union of Asher and I created the form of her. But she was slated to die, and when the Golem absorbed her, gave her but a bit more life, she knew it was for just one day. And she knew that all the days of her life would have to be lived in one day.

So she lived, and she shared her life with me, and now I will never forget her. And now she is somewhere, heaven, probably, and chuckling at me, and saying, “Don’t be so sensible, mother!”

END
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Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world.


OOPS!

A torrid tale of first time feminization


PART ONE

“Hi, big boy,” she was a knock out. I mean, one look at her and your eyeballs turned to steam. Long legs, a flare of the hips then a dive into a tight waistline, then the fun started. World class breasts, and she wore them right. A high bra and low cleavage, I could see her large and erect nipples looking right at me.

“Like what you see?” she chuckled at me.

Her face was a gentle oval, her nose pert, which served to emphasize her juicy lips.

“Very much,” I managed to answer.

“Then stop gawking like a tourist and buy me a drink.”

I raised a couple of fingers to the bartender and he nodded. While we waited for him to get to us I asked, “What are you drinking?”

“Coke High.”

“Hey! That’s my drink!”

“Great minds think alike,” she murmured.

Joey the bartender sauntered over, we ordered two bourbon and Cokes, and traded names.

“Tina,” she said.

“Kirk.”

“Well, Kirk, what are you into?”

And that was the start. I gave her a capsule history, college, the army, a few jobs and now I finally owned my own company. 30 years old and I was the proud papa of a box company.

“A box company?”

Cardboard, packing supplies, tape, foam, the whole bit. And what do you do?”

“I help balance the scales.”

“Huh?”

I help people deal with trauma in their lives.”

“Oh, sort of like a therapist.”

“Yep. Just like. Tell me, have you ever done something bad to somebody?”

I almost sobered up and walked out. Good looking or not, I had a history.

She placed a cool hand on my arm. “Relax, be honest. Just tell me.”

I stared at her. I could see her caring, professional side coming out. She must be one hell of a therapist.

“I’ve done things I’m not proud of, I’ve done bad things to people, but I don’t talk about it.” I could feel myself shrinking back, withdrawing into myself.

She took her hand off my arm and sipped her drink. “Too bad. Sounds like you need to cleanse your soul.”

I changed the subject, thank God, and we kept chatting, had another drink, and things were feeling pretty good, then… “Huh.”

“What?”

“I don’t feel so good.”

The room tilted a bit and I stood up.

“Want to take a walk?”

“Yeah, I think I’d better.”

She linked her arm in mine, and that was good. I was starting to feel a bit woozy.

We walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. She guided me around the side and back where there were few cars.

“Is it getting better?”

“I think it’s worse. I don’t…I’ve never felt like this before…”

“That’s my van over there. Let’s sit down for a minute.”

I was staggering slightly now, and the world was turning about me. I was trying desperately to stay upright.

She led me to the van, opened the side panel and I sat on the lip. Behind me was an empty van. I looked up her, confused, in pain, and she pushed me. I fell on my back, the van door slid shut, and I closed my eyes.

Life became a kaleidoscope of whirling images.

Bouncing around in the back of the van. My head lolling, touching the floor, bouncing, but not caring because I felt like I was built of rubber.

The van door sliding open and Tina pulling on my arm, trying to get me turned around and on my feet.

Staggering a few feet to a door, Tina under my arm. The door opening.

Bright lights, slanted pictures on walls, the dull sound of far away music.

A chair. Sitting in a chair. Tina looking into my face.

“Do what I say. You have to do what I say.”

I had to…I had to…and it all started to come together. I had to do what Tina said.

I had to.

“Ohhh,” somebody groaned.

I was aware that I was laying on a bed.

“Ohhh!”

Oh, that was me. It was me that was groaning.

“Rise and shine, pretty girl.”

I opened my eyes. Or rather, my eyes opened. I wasn’t doing anything. The world was happening and I wasn’t involved.

The bed shook. Earthquake.

“Come on. Up and at ‘em.”

Another earthquake.

Oh, not earthquake. Somebody was kicking the bed I was on.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, then the pain set it.

My body was stiff, my joints all had super arthritis, my head had been filled with glue and the glue had dried.

I turned on my side, doubled up and tried to barf.

Laughter.

It sure as hell wasn’t me that was laughing.

I started to focus on the room.

A room. 8 by 12. Pink. White baseboards and molding.

“Come on, sit up.”

A figure came into focus. It was the girl I had been drinking with last…last night? My sense of time was totally skewed.

“When is it?” I croaked.

“There’s a glass of water on the table, and a couple of aspirin. Take your medicine and come on out.

She walked away, her round butt was still sexy, but I wasn’t feeling very sexy. I felt like I needed some aspirin. Like maybe a boxcar of it. I started to sit up, everything felt weird, I was off balance, my chest felt like somebody had tied a pair of pillows to it, and reached for the…

AAAIIIIIEEEE!

That wasn’t somebody else screaming, that was me. That was me looking at my hands.

I have spatulate hands, a little rough from ripping boxes and moving stuff in a warehouse.

These weren’t my hands. Well, they were, but they had long, red nails on them. Which made them look slender and feminine.

“What’s happening!” I yelled.

I stood up, suddenly shocked out of my hangover. My chest bounced. I looked at my chest. I had breasts! And my hair was long! It hung over my face. I brushed my long hair aside with my long, red-tipped fingers, and my hair actually got hung up in my long eyelashes!

I was now standing in the center of the room, turning, looking down at myself, trying to figure out how I had come to look like a woman.

I felt my face. My lips were slightly numb, but they felt…big. Huge, in fact.

I looked over my tits and examined my manhood. Oh, fuck! I still had it. But it was…not right. My normal 8 inch dick was now about an inch long, and my balls were tiny, little marbles.

“What the fuck…what the fuck…?” I was whimpering as I turned and examined myself.

Finally, I slowed down. I tried to think, but couldn’t, but I did see the water and the aspirin on the end table. I grabbed the little pellets and threw them down my throat, then tossed the water after them.

Fuck. What had happened to me? I remembered drinking, and feeling bad, then…images flittered through my mind. Being in the van, getting out, Tina telling me I had to do what she said.

Tina. She was in the next room, or at least she had told me to go in the next room.

But I was naked.

I looked around the room. No clothes. Okay. Birthday suit it was. I went to the door and opened it.

“Well, well, good morning, Miss Sunshine.”

She was sitting on a divan, back up against a wall. Next to her was a mousy girl whom I had never seen before. The girl had an okay face. Her lips were a little thin, but she had okay eyes, but she obviously didn’t take any pride in her appearance.

Her body was slender, almost a rail, with a bit of flare for hips, but a flat chest.

“What the fuck is going on?”

The girl I had never seen before jumped up and yelled, “No!”

Tina looked at her quizzically, “What?”

“That’s not him!”

Tina sat up and her face became very concerned. No more cheerful bantering, no more ‘how you doing good morning ain’t we got fun’ bullshit.

“What?”

“That’s not Kirk!”

“I’m Kirk,” I said, enraged, but confused.

“He’s not Kirk?” She stood up and faced the smaller girl.

“He’s the wrong one!”

“But you said Kirk would be at the bar!”

“He was! I followed him there!”

“What did you do to me?” I managed to gurgle out.

“Oh, fuck,” said Tina.

“What’d you do?” I blurted, and at the same time, the other girl turned to Tina and aid, “What did you do?”

Tina stood there for a long moment, then she grinned, then she began to chuckle, and finally…she laughed.

“Oh, God! this is good! I don’t believe it!”

Laugh, laugh, laugh.

Hah hah.

I was enraged, but didn’t know what to do, and my confusion was getting even larger.

Another Kirk? And they intended to do to him what they had done to me? What the fuck was going on and why?

At last Tina stopped laughing. She was shaking her head and chuckling.

I took a step towards her, my anger plain on my face, and looked into the barrel of a gun.

It wasn’t a big gun. And it was pink. Probably a .22, which wouldn’t stop me, but would certainly cause me to think, especially as it was pointed right at my nose.

“Okay, Captain Kirk,” Tina’s mouth made a little snarl. “Back up.”

I backed. She tracked me with the little pistol. The girl stared at her with big eyes.

“Sit down.”

I sat. She lowered the gun and kept it aimed, then she suddenly took a step to the left, turned and aimed the gun at the girl. “Now, you. Sit next to him.”

“Me?” But…”

Tina lifted the pistol and pointed it at her noise. Tina was closer than I had been, and her eyes crossed slightly, then she moved gingerly over next to me and sat down.

The gun momentarily off me, I was looking at my body, my arms, my legs. My little manhood. “What did you do to me?” I whispered.

Tina sat down on the edge of the divan and contemplated us.

“Well, kids, looks like we’ve got a problem. Correction. You’ve got the problem. I’ve got the gun so I don’t have a problem.”

“Who are you?” I asked the girl.

“Janice.”

“She’s Janice, you’re Kirk and I’m Tina. So what?”

“But what happened to me?” My head was swiveling back and forth between the two.

“You’re the wrong Kirk. I’m…I’m sorry. I never intended…”

I looked at Tina, who had a twisted grin on her face. “Okay, Captain Kirk, time to find out the facts of life. You raped her. Gave her a roofie and you and your friends abused her. She came to me and wanted a little revenge…”

“They ruined my life,” Janice whispered, her head down.”

“But why me?”

“Haven’t you been listening? Bonehead? Mistaken identity. Happens all the time. Happened to you this time.”

“But what did you do to me?”

Her grin got bigger.

“Vacation boobs. Saline injected into your chest and you’ve got nice, big boobs. We glued eyelashes on you, gave you hair extensions, long nails, and lipstick that lasts. Your lips have been plumped and stained. The color is designed to last at least a month, and it will probably be three months before it fades completely.”

“But…” now I was whispering, “What about…what about…”

“Your dick? That’s the best part. I gave you a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It’s a chemical castrator. Good for three months. So you’ve got about three months before your little pecker can spit again.”

“But I’ll return to normal?”

“What’s normal?” She leaned over to a table. There was a little bowl of M&Ms there, and she popped a couple in her mouth.

“What am I supposed to do in the meantime?”

She shrugged. “What do I care? I’m done with you.”

“You…you do this to me, and…and…”

“Hey, I delivered Janice’s revenge. That’s what I was contracted to do, and that is what I did. I delivered, I’m done, don’t let the doorknob hit your ass on the way out.”

“What?” My eyes, already widened, opened even more.

“What what?” She snapped, her grin becoming tighter.

“You’re just going to kick me out like this?”

“What’s it to me? Now get, and take Miss Stupid with you.”

“Stupid?” Janice’s voice quavered.

Tina laughed.

“But…I need to cover myself…don’t you have some clothes?”

“Nope.”

“But…but…”

“That was part of the plan. We were going to take you to a bad part of town and set you free. Can you imagine what would have been done to you?” She was laughing again. She really was a jolly person.

“Now…GET UP!” She stiffened her arm and pointed the pistol at us.

We stood.

“And don’t try to find me. If I ever see you again I’ll shoot first and laugh later.”

I didn’t doubt that.

I turned towards the door, Janice was in front of me. A shocked expression on her face. The best plans of mouseys and men.

She moved to the door, turned the knob and exited.

I glanced back at Tina. She laughed yet again and made a ‘shooing’ motion with the barrel of the gun.

We were in an apartment house, and we didn’t have far to go to find a shabby section of town. We were there.

We descended the stairs slowly. She had on flats and made a little noise. I was bare-footed and made no noise.

We reached the bottom and she stopped and we looked at each other.

“I’m sorry.”

I opened and closed my mouth. My large, red lips were quivering. I was naked, looked like a girl, and…and I was in a section of town that would not be too friendly to people of my apparent persuasion.

“I can take you home.”

I nodded, becoming aware of how long my hair was.

Her car was on the other side of an alley, and she led me to it. It was a red Honda Prelude, and she slipped behind the wheel and keyed my door open. I got in.

She leaned around and reached into the backseat. She handed me a thin sweater. “Here.”

I took the sweater and had my first adventure with women’s clothes. The material was thin, my shoulders were too large. The sweater wouldn’t come together in the front and it looked like I was wearing something deliberately provocative, showing off my tits, as it were.

She started the car, glanced at me, and drove.

Shock was starting to lessen now, but tears were starting up. I’m not the kind of guy that cries, so it was a very unfamiliar feeling as the tears ducts pushed rain down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered again.

I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. I had gone to a bar for a drink, and now my life…my life was over.

“It’ll be okay,” she said, turning a corner.

I was sobbing louder now, and she suddenly pulled over. She reached across the console and hugged me.

I cried on her shoulder, my whole body shaking with emotion. Finally, I managed, “Why…why did you…why me?”

But I knew why. Mistaken identity. I was just an innocent passerby, collateral damage.

“I’m sorry,” she said, yet again.

Finally, not sobbed out, but at least the edge of the storm done, I sat back. Tears still streamed, but I was able to take note of the world.

“40th street,” I murmured.

Janice drove quickly, but she kept looking at me. She seemed about to say something several times, but the only thing that came out was a muted, “I’m sorry.”

We arrived at my place of business. It’s a small brick warehouse with a parking area in the back. I have a cot in the back of the warehouse from when I first got started, and I have a trailer nudged up against the building. It’s cheaper than an apartment and I get lots of silence.

I need lots of silence.

She stopped her car next to the big back roll door. Several pallets had been deposited there, I estimated I had been gone two days. I stepped out of the car.

“Wait!”

Janice stepped out of the car and came to me.

“What?”

“What are you going to do?”

“Go to work.” Tears starting up again. How was I going to handle customers looking like this?

“What do you do? What is this place?”

“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. I turned and went to the trailer, holding her sweater closed over my chest. She was walking behind me.

I stepped up the two steps, opened the door and stepped into my trailer.

Gloomy from all the shades drawn. Comfortable for one guy, maybe even a couple. Right now all I wanted to do was take a shower, put on some clothes, and sit in the darkness.

Janice was behind me. I turned around and looked at her. I took off the sweater and handed it to her. I closed the door.

I showered, and was almost afraid to touch my boobs. Simple saline that would fade away, be absorbed by the body, I guessed, in a month or three.

My cock. Just a dangling string. It would start growing in three months.

Fuck.

I opened my small closet and took out clothes. Shorts. A tee shirt. I pulled on the shirt and realized something: my boobs hurt. Well, not my boobs, but the muscles, the skin, that supported them. So, what? I needed a bra?

I sat down at the table and tears came again. Outside the window I could see Janice’s red Prelude. She was in the front seat, hands on the wheel and head bowed. She was in a ‘crying’ posture.

Good. Let her cry.

I bent over my boobs and put on some tennis shoes. My boobs hit my knees and my hair hung down and obscured my vision. I managed the task, however, and sat up.

I ate. I was hungry from not eating for the two or whatever days they had me, but I wasn’t hungry from my depression. I settled for waffles and apple juice. I had to force myself to eat.

Then it was time to go to work.

I opened the door and stepped down to the ground, and my boobs bounced so hard I was reminded of the pain.

Janice sprang from the car and ran around to me. “Look! I’m sorry!”

“Okay,” I walked past her.

I opened the big roll up doors, and walked into the gloom.

The familiar smell of cardboard. I walked into the front office and unlocked the door. Hopefully I hadn’t lost too many customers.

I returned to the warehouse and she stepped in front of me. “You can’t do this.”

“What?”

“You can’t…I did this to you. Let me help you.”

“You can help by leaving me alone.

I went to the hand forks and rolled them out to the parking lot. I pulled the pallets in. It was hard, I was awkward because the big tits messed with my balance. I started lifting boxes onto shelves.

Janice stepped in and started lifting boxes.

I didn’t say anything. Tell the truth, I was so immersed in my misery I didn’t care.

Fifteen minutes the pallets were done, the boxes stacked, and I took the empty pallets outside to put them in a stack. When I placed one pallet  on the stack it rubbed against my boob. “OW!” I grabbed my boob and stood there, not knowing what to do.

“Let me look at that,” she pulled up my tee shirt. Fortunately, it was just a bare scratch.

“Let me get a first aid kit.” She ran into the warehouse.

I didn’t need a first aid kit. I didn’t need anything but to be left alone. I sat down on a chair next to the order table and put my head in my hands.

DING!

Oh, shit! I looked up. Somebody had entered the office. A customer.

“Hi, what can I do for you?”

“I need some foot square boxes. Cubes, I guess. For moving.”

“No problem. Have a seat and I’ll get them.”

She started back towards the warehouse, then stopped and turned back to the customer. “How many?”

“Twenty?”

She said something I couldn’t hear, then re-entered the warehouse and ran up to me. “Foot square boxes.”

I motioned towards a pallet.

She grabbed twenty and started back for the office. She stopped and asked, “How much do I charge?”

“Three bucks each.”

“Got it.”

She trotted into the office, placed them on the counter and said, “Do you need tape? A dolly?”

Inside my far away mind I registered this. She was bright. She had checked out the front room and knew what the business was about.

“Oh, tape. Glad you reminded me.”

She came and asked about the tape. Three rolls would be enough, and they were $6.98.

She returned to the office, completed the sale, then came back to me.

“Look, I’ll help you. Maybe we can figure something out so you can…” she didn’t finish. It was obvious what she was thinking. So I could look more manly.

But, whatever. I just sat there and stewed.

Three more customers. Then she ran across the street for hamburgers for lunch.

We sat at the work table and munched our burgers. I was hungry, and the burgers were good. And I found it really, really weird to pick up French fries with long, red fingernails.

I stared at my hands when I picked up my cup of Coke.

She ate across the table from me. Watching me. Not saying a word. It was like asking me about products and prices had worn out her ability to talk.

Finished. I crumpled everything into a bag and tossed it into the big trash can.

“How come?” I asked in a low voice. “How come you did this?”

She knew what I was talking about. “I had a boyfriend. I thought I loved him. He gave me a roofie and shared me with his friends. I…I wanted revenge.”

“And you got me, instead.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Is the revenge good?”

She was near frozen with that one. She stared at me, and, thank the Gods, didn’t say she was sorry. I didn’t think I could handle one more, ‘I’m sorry.’

“It…I think it was wrong.”

“So if you had managed to do this to your ex-boyfriend you wouldn’t be happy?”

“I don’t know. The way it turned out…I’m totally miserable.”

We sat for a while.

Another customer. Another one. Then she came back and sat down.

“”Why are you miserable?”

We entered into the conversation as if no customers had interrupted it.

“Because, I know this may not be believable, I’m not a mean person.”

“Fooled me.”

“Look,” she said. “They hurt me. I’m not just a woman scorned, I’m a woman that was laid out like a piece of meat. They did things to me. Yes, I’m guilty and I’m…I’m more sorry than I can tell you. But I still hate what they did to me.”

I didn’t say anything.

A few more customers and she locked the front door. She had seen the hours on the little sign in the window and knew I closed at five.

I stood up and walked out of the warehouse. She followed me. I rolled down the big door and locked it, then turned to my trailer. She was right behind me.

I walked into my trailer and sat at the table. She was outside, looking at the trailer, then she made up her mind. She went up the stairs, opened the door, and walked in.

“What?”

“We’re not done.”

I looked at her quizzically.

“I have totally fucked your life, and I need to do something. I need to make it right.”

I watched her. “So, what, you’re going to work for me?”

“Until you’re back to normal.”

“What about your own job?”

“I can get a job anytime. Believe it or not, I’ve got skills.”

“What kind of skills?”

“I’m a paralegal.”

“Oh.”

“Why don’t you sit down and watch TV. I need to go get some things. I’ll be back in about an hour.”

I looked up at the big screen TV that occupied the back wall of my trailer. I looked at her.

“Well, sit down, dammit!”

I heaved a sigh.

She turned around and walked out. I heard her car zoom out of the parking area. Good riddance.

And, yet, she had helped me.

Yes, she had totally fucked me up the ass, but…I needed help. I knew that.

I sat down in the recliner, picked up the remote and turned on the TV.

An hour later I heard her car zoom back into the lot. I looked out the window.

She got out of her car and trotted towards the trailer. She entered, without knocking, and placed a bag in front of me.

“I’ll figure out something other than burgers. But I had to go to my apartment, and I had to get a few things for you.”

For me?

I looked in the bag. Never Say Die Burgers. My favorite. I looked up at her with a bit of surprise in my eyes. “They’re my favorite.”

“They’re everybody’s favorite. I’ve got to get a couple of things.”

She ran out to the car, got some bags out of the bag, and hurried back in. She put the bags down on the couch and sat next to them. She watched me grunt and drool.

Never Say Die Burgers is on Silverlake, and they serve what are called ‘smash burgers.’ They smash two burgers flat, which causes a juicy, tasty burger, MUCH better than your normal burger.

“Is there another burger for me?”

I grabbed the bag and held it and shook my head ‘no.’

She actually giggled, and I handed the bag back to her. The very significant thing that had just happened was that we had shared a laugh. I was living in a body that was severely altered, my dick was limp as a dead noodle, but we had joked.

Huh!

She reached into the bag and extracted her own smash burger, shortly she was grunting like me, absorbing that delicious construction and washing it down with Pepsi.

And, we finished. Crumpled up our papers and threw them in the bag. Then we sat back and I belched.

So she belched.

Fuck.

I was miserable, altered, hated life, and we were having fun.

Well, not real fun. Looking at her after the belch, my mood rapidly sank down and I lived in sadness again.

She became solemn. “I messed you up bad, and all for stupid revenge. And…you are a nice guy.”

“I’ve done bad things.”

“Like what.”

I was in the army. Mid-east. I did some bad things.

“What were you in the army?”

“Sniper.”

She grew very silent. Then, “Shit.”

“Don’t worry.”

“I should. If anybody deserves to get sniped it is me.”

“I was thinking more of that twisted fuck who kidnapped me.”

“Tina.”

“Tina.”

“Well, don’t. She’s hooked up to some big criminals. That’s how I found her.”

“You hang around big criminals?”

“My boss represents them. Sometimes. And sometimes I meet people.” She shrugged.

“Huh!”

We were silent then for a while, just looking at each other. She really wasn’t a bad looking person. She just wasn’t made up, and, of course, she had no real chest.

“Okay, are you ready for your surprise?”

“Surprise?” I raised my eyebrows.

She smiled, reached into one of the bags on the couch, and took out an item. She held it up and grinned.

“No,” I whispered.


PART TWO

She was holding a bra. It was flimsy, the top sort of cut off, I think they call it a shelf bra. It was white, and the cups were big.

“What is this?” I asked, sounding rather stupid.

“Go on, tell me your muscles aren’t sore from carrying those mothers around.”

“They’re not.”

“They are, and if you don’t have support those boobs are going to ruin your muscles, and your skin will sag down and when your chest returns to normal…you will have stretch marks and saggy skin and everything.

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“Why not?”

“Only girls wear those.”

“Hell,” she laughed ruefully, “I don’t wear a bra.”

“You don’t…” I stopped myself.

“I don’t have a pair of super big mammary glands, like you do.”

“I’m not wearing a bra.”

“I actually thought you might say that.”

She reached into another bag and pulled out…bourbon!

“Fuck.” On one hand I had a bad memory of the last time I had gotten drunk. but, what was she going to do? Make them bigger?

On the other hand, I was a pretty much crushed individual, and I wanted a drink. Badly.

She went to the sink and found a couple of glasses. She came back with a Coke High for me.

“How did you know I liked Coke and bourbon?” I asked as I sipped.

“What real man doesn’t.”

Real man. I liked that. I didn’t really look like a real man right then, and it was nice to be reminded of what I was.

We sipped, and she placed the bra to one side. Shortly, courtesy of the liquid lucidity of bourbon, we were chatting away.

We traded college stories. We talked about jobs we held. We actually found a lot of stuff in common.

She held up the bra. “Are you ready for a test run?”

“Oh, God.” But I was loosened up. I nodded and put my glass down.

She put the bra on me, adjusted the straps, and there I was. A girly upper body. Sure, my shoulders were still a little wide, but there are girls these days who lift weights and that sort of thing. So I was acceptable.

“Take your pants off.”

“What?”

“Drop your drawers, soldier,” she giggled.

I thought about it. I couldn’t even feel my little pecker bouncing around in my pants. I dropped.

She tossed me a pair of panties. White. High sides, a thong up the butt.

“Are you serious?”

“Try it. You’ll like it.”

I stepped into the panties and snugged them up. My reduced package fit in easily, and…it felt better.

And, I have to say it, the little string running up my butt was sort of exciting.

Janice nodded. “Nice. Here.”

She handed me a dress. An actual dress.

I held the thing and looked at her. She shrugged.

“You’ll be able to work without getting crazy stares.”

I figured out how to put it on.

“Oh, man. This is juicy,” Janice licked her lips.

“What? You’re getting turned on by this?”

“I…yes.”

I stared at her.

“Go look in a mirror.”

I went to the bathroom. It wasn’t a big bathroom, but I was able to see about 3/4s of myself in the mirror.

“Holy fuck!”

She came and stood next to me. “I used to work in a dress shop. I know sizes. But…”

“But what?”

“But I don’t wear make up…and I don’t know a lot about make up.”

“I’m not wearing make up!”

“Oh, yes. You are.”

“You can’t make me.”

“Don’t have to. Look at yourself again. Can you see the potential there? Your face is still a bit masculine, but with a little make up…you have to do it. If you’re going to fool your customers.”

Fool my customers. Crap. And I thought about it. If I went in looking like a drag queen, that would be bad. Versus a full make up job…I could pull it off.

“But you said you don’t know much about make up?”

“I know a little, and you’ve got the internet here, right?”

“So you’re going to take make up lessons on the internet and make me up. Like, right now.”

“Yep.”

We were facing each other now, and we were standing close together because the trailer encourages that. And the moment actually began to fill with an emotion. An attraction.

I quickly moved into the living room.

Janice went to the computer and asked for my password.

She was right. She did understand something about make up, must be in girl’s DNA, and what she didn’t understand she got off the net. Shortly she was cleansing my face, sorting through creams and powders, and changing my face.

It was sort of neat. Being pampered was enjoyable, feeling somebody doing intimate things to my face was a kink, and even though my dick was as good as dead, I could feel a budding closeness.

No. I didn’t want to kiss her. I didn’t want a girlfriend. But we were growing closer. Sitting there, breathing each others air, watching me turn into a woman…it was…cool.

“This is supposed to hide imperfections in your skin. It’s called Primer.”

I watched as little marks disappeared, as my skin became smoother.

“This is foundation.” She brushed it on my face. “It smooths color out, that sort of thing.”

She worked for a long minute, then gave a sigh of aggravation.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

She went to the sink and washed her hands, then came back and used her fingers on my skin. She was standing between my legs, my face close to her chest, and I looked up and studied her.

She had chocolate eyes. Dark chocolate. They were the kind of eyes that, in the right light, looked like black pools. And they had a cheerful gleam to them.

She rubbed her fingers against my skin, smoothed the foundation in, and, I swear, if I had had a working dick it would have been working. There is just something so…cool…about letting somebody work your face.

She became aware of how intently I was studying her, or perhaps of a growing emotion. “What?”

“Nothing.”

But she knew there was something, and she kept putting on the make up.

“This is concealer. We can hide those big bags under your eyes.”

“I don’t have big bags.”

“Huge sacks, black as night. Testifying to your evil essence.”

“Fuck you.”

She giggled, and I think she was thinking about how limp my dick was. She certainly didn’t have to worry about being raped by me.

“Okay, powder,” she was studying a page on the internet. Too little and it doesn’t work. Too much and it’ll look like you’ve been putting on pancake make up.”

“Pancake?”

“Used on TV. Heavy duty stuff to withstand hot, klieg lights.”

“Oh.”

We continued, and she put on bronzer to make me sunshine-y, then blush.

“Weird,” I said, at one point. “Why would anybody want to blush all the time?”

She chuckled. “You men don’t understand anything.”

“We don’t?”

“You lust after girls who blush. Now do you understand why we put it on?”

“We not including you?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

That seemed to lessen her cheer. I decided to avoid that subject.

We reached the eye shadow and eye liner and mascara stage, and it felt weird to have somebody working a pencil that close to my eyes. A little frightening, actually. Janice didn’t seem to pick up on that emotion, however.

“You have the most glorious lashes.” She remarked.

“Oh.”

Then she was putting on the coup de grace…lipstick.

“Tina stained my lips.”

“She did. But stain isn’t as bright as regular lipstick, and especially not gloss. We want your lips to pop out. Every man will want to—“

She stopped.

I asked. “Every man will want to what?”

She grew bright red. She whispered, “Kiss you.”

It was a bright moment, clearly outlined. I said, “No thanks.”

She blurted, “Every woman will want to kiss you.”

“Hah!”

She was done. She stopped her making up and looked me in the eyes. “You’re hot. It’s not just men…I know that’s not your thing…it’s women. Women love women.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

She laughed. “God, no. I’m just saying there’s a lot of women who will be attracted to you.”

There it was. A dramatic statement. I should have asked, if it was a normal situation and I hadn’t been forced into it, I would have asked…’are you attracted to me?’

I let the moment pass.

Done, we sat back and talked. Had another drink. Discussed girls and girly things.

“Do girls do this every day?”

“Most girls do.”

“But you don’t.”

“I’m a wall flower. I was always more interested in school, and reading, and…and I never got into the make up thing.

“Well, you’re certainly into it now.”

“I guess so.”

A short pause. A little awkward, but not much. We were getting used to each other.

“So now I’ll do you.”

“What?” It almost looked like she panicked.

“You just talked me through it, I’m probably going to have to learn it anyway, and what better way than to do it to somebody else, to see how everything works.”

She was silent.

“Chicken?”

“I just…I never liked all that goop on my face.”

“Sounds like you never gave it a chance.”

She didn’t say anything to that, and it sounded like I had hit it right on the head.

“It feels sort of neat.”

She said nothing.

“Come on, have another drink, and I’ll try my hand at making you up.”

Well, it took a drink, but she finally agreed. She sat on the kitchen chair and I stood between her legs, so very aware of my limpness, and began putting make up on her.

“This is cleaning.” I scrubbed her pores gently. “And this is primer.”

I told her what each item was for, and made a lot of mistakes, but between her advice, the internet, and even a little observation and common sense from me, she began to look like a girl.

I mean, she already looked like a girl, but now her face was becoming more colorful, more feminine, and…more sexy.

I was standing between her legs, leaning into her, trying to get the shadow on her eyes right, and she said, “How do you stand those big milk sacks?”

I realized that I was too close and I stepped back. “You should try some. It feels sort of sexy to bounce around a little.

“You’re kidding!” I think she was surprised that I would defend them.

“Hey, Tina gave me some vacation boobs, why not you? Eh?”

“Come on.”

“Hey, you’d look good with a nice, big set of tits on you.”

She blinked, but that conversation dried out.

But it felt like she was thinking about what I had said.

Big boobs aren’t necessary to make a woman look good. Heck, good looks are the product of a state of mind. But they certainly help.

Finally, I was done. “There you go.”

“You know,” she said, looking in the bathroom mirror. “Not half bad for a man.”

“I bet you say that to all the cross dressers.”

She giggled. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“What? Cross dresser?”

She stared at me. “This morning you looked ready to kill yourself. Now you’re joking about it, and saying…weird things.”

“I’m drunk,” I said.

“Not that drunk.”

“Oh, well, maybe I am.”

But I wasn’t. I was just having fun.

I woke up in my own bed, and realization washed over me, and when I rolled over my tits flopped a bit. Fuck.

Yet. Cool.

I got up, put on a bra, combed my hair, got dressed, then ate a little mush while waiting for Janice to arrive.

Janice. Beautiful Janice without boobs. I wondered what she would look like with big boobs. And if she fixed herself up.

Huh.

She arrived a half hour before work and I was startled to see her already sporting make up.

She breezed into the trailer, sat me down and started to work.

“You wore ‘goop’ today.”

“Shut up,” she said pleasantly.

“Are you hung over?”

“Just feeling good.”

I stepped out of the trailer and felt…good looking. Like I had just swallowed a pill that said ‘pride.’

I walked over to the warehouse and rolled up the door and went to work.

There was actually a bit of work to do. I had to make up for not being there for a couple of days. It went fast, dealing with stock, cleaning the front window, that sort of thing, because Janice was working with me.

I saw our reflection in the freshly cleaned window. Two girls. Good looking. One with big boobs.

I turned sideways and found myself admiring my shape.

Sure, I was a bit wide at the shoulders, but nothing unusual or offsetting.

Several customers came in, one asked where the owner was.

“He went on vacation,” I explained, stunned that I wasn’t recognized.

Then there were no customers for a while, we had an early lunch, then more customers, and I was being a woman all day long. I was wearing shorts and a tee, and my heavy chest was up and proud, and I checked my lipstick occasionally, and…and I was passing for a woman.

I was stunned to find how much I liked it.

“You have to wear a dress tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“So you can feel fresh air touching your under parts.”

“Huh.”

“Of course, we need to get rid of your hair.”

“What?”

“I have to tell you, freshly shaved legs feel sexy, and nylons feel even better.”

I didn’t say anything, but I was thinking.

That night I fixed dinner. Being a bachelor I knew how to cook, and I was pretty good. I served a tasty spaghetti and we each had a drink and we chuckled and talked about movies.

Then, later, we watched a Disney movie. Mulan. I liked all the swordplay, and the idea of a woman passing as a man…I didn’t expect it to get to me…but it did.

But the worst thing was an ad for, of all things, Lady and the Tramp. And you know which scene I refer to. The scene where the two dogs are eating spaghetti and they suck a noodle until their lips meet.

Man, that image was printed on my mind like the indentation a shoe stamped in concrete makes.

“What did you think?” asked Janice.

I was about to tell her I liked the martial arts, but I blurted, “Can a woman pass for a man?”

“Asks the man passing as a woman.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t have any choice.”

She frowned. Everybody thinks you have choice about everything, but she had proved that wrong. She changed the subject.

“So let’s practice our make up.”

So we did. We whiled away a couple of hours talking about colors and shadows and facial features and stuff, and we explored the effects of make up on our faces.

I was making her up, against standing between her legs, my big boobs almost shoved into her, and I said, “Why don’t you get some big boobs?”

“What?”

“You’ve got a good body, you just need a little up topside.”

“Little like you?”

“Well, I might be a bit much,” I spoke wryly. “But, you could get some vacation boobs, see what they look like. Then, choose what you want, make them permanent.”

“Would you like me better with bigger boobs?”

It was said innocently, but the undercurrents were tremendous.

I blithely said. “I like you fine.”

I was almost done, I was painting her lips. She was staring up at me. She wasn’t just resting her eyes on me, she was scrutinizing me, analyzing me.

“Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” she blurted.

I froze for an instant. Then I stepped back, screwed the base of the lipstick I was holding and put it aside.

“There, all done.”

She wouldn’t let me off so easily. “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?”

“Because I’m a man.”

“You could have fooled me,” but, oddly, she wasn’t speaking unkindly.

“What?” I said, not sure which way to go.

“I’ve seen you looking at yourself. You like what you see. I certainly like what I see.”

“You do?”

She didn’t answer, she just looked at me. I was aware that we were breathing harder.

“Kirk, I’m going to ask you something weird.”

Huh. What could be weirder than being a girl?

“What?”

“Can you…would you…”

“Would I what?”

“Can I see your…your package.”

I snorted. “You mean my tiny, weenie, little package.”

“Yes.”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel much down there. But sex isn’t in your package. Sex is in your mind. Sex is in your feelings. Your emotions.

For answer I unbuckled my shorts, dropped them, and pulled down my panties.

“Oh, my God.”

My dick looked even smaller. It was like a little pinkie. And my balls, I might as well not have had any.

“Can I touch?”

She was looking up at me avidly. There was an excitement in her gaze that was so powerful it was almost frightening.

“Sure,” and I found that I was out of breath, slightly hoarse, wondering what was happening.

She reached forward and took my penis in her hand. She moved forward and gazed at my crotch. With her other hand she felt for my nuts.

“I think by balls have gone up into the…the place where they are before they drop.”

“Probably,” she whispered. Then: “It’s so beautiful. It’s so…small.”

“Yeah.” Why was this so exciting?

“She looked up at me. “Can I…can I suck it?”

“Uh…” hard to breath, “Uh…yeah.” God, I WANTED her to suck it.

She leaned forward slowly and took me in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around it. It didn’t get hard, it didn’t feel like I was going to orgasm, but it was incredibly exciting.

“Oh, Heysoos forked a dork,” I breathed.

Her eyes were focused on nothing, half closed, and her mouth worked around Mr. Happy.

For a long minute she sucked on me, and her hand went between my legs and stroked my buns, then I felt her finger sliding down between my crack.

Like I said, I did’t get hard, but, like I said, sex is in the mind. In my mind this was sexier than any squirt I had ever had.

“Fuck!” My knees were shaking. I could hardly stand.

Then she was on her feet and kissing me. I could taste my groin in her mouth, an earthy smell that did nothing but make me horny.

My boobs were pressed into her slender chest, and her hands groped them, felt them, hefted them, and searched out the nipples.

We broke for air, stunned by what we were doing.

“I knew that bra was right for you.”

“How can this be?” I responded.

Then we were back at it, sucking each other’s face, gobbling lips and feeling each other.

And, somewhere in there my hand found her snatch. I slipped a finger inside here and marveled at her wetness. I had had sex before, but this woman was gushing. I had never felt anything so erotic in my life.

I pushed her back across the table, then we were on the couch, kissing and feeling, and my hand began to work. I rubbed her clit, searched for her g-spot, and she began to pump her hips into me.

I kissed her breasts, was amazed at how much bigger her nipples were than mine, and, suddenly, she began to gasp and lurch.

“I’m cumming!”

Then, “Oh….oh…unhh!”
For a long minute she came. Most women are done in 10 seconds, but she went on and on. I kept rubbing her spot, and she was looking up at me, her face open and astonished.

Then she came down.

We lay there then, not moving, just thinking about what we had done.

“Oh, my God,” she finally whispered against my neck.

Moving cautiously, we untangled, straightened our clothing.

“Do you always cum like that?”

“No. Never.” She actually gave another shudder. She was still getting aftershocks.

She looked at me, “But you didn’t cum.”

“I can’t.”

“But it felt good?”

“I’ve never felt anything so incredible, but…three months.”

“Wow,” and her eyes were shining.

“What?”

“I…it’s…exciting.”

“Me not cumming?”

“Yes.”

“You’re weird, you know?” But I wasn’t speaking harshly. Heck, she was getting off on it…and so was I.

“There’s a lot to think about here.”

“Tell me about it.”

We stood up, awkward yet comfortable, and she poured us a couple of Coke Highs. We sat down at the table and stared at each other.

“What if you never came again?”

I answered, “I want to cum again, but…but this feeling I have right now. I’ve never felt so…complete. And I’m horny without all the mess of it all.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m horny, but in a relaxed, comfortable way. I’m not driven by my dick.”

“You feel like…that’s like…”

“What?”

“That’s like what a woman feels. Sometimes.”

“Men are driven, they have the testosterone, and sometimes we get…obnoxious.”

She grunted, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking of a boyfriend that had used her like candy at a party. Drugged her and thrown her to his friends.

“Guy was an asshole,” I said.

“Yes.” Then: “You’re not.”

“But what if it’s just the castration chemical in me? If I had my full load of testosterone…would you like me?”

“I’d always like you.”

But we were both wondering.

“We could let me get back to having hard ons, screw a few times, like with me all manly and everything, and if you don’t like it we could, you know…”

“Give you a month of the chemical again.”

God, that was an exciting thought, and we just stared at each other and let our minds wander.

Then: “There’s another way of having sex.”

“What do you mean?”

“We could get a strap on. Then…then I could have a penis, and you…”

“What about me?”

“We could use it on you.”

“On me?”

“Anal sex. Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms.”

I sat back and contemplated her. “And that would keep me…testosteroneless.”

“We could try.”

“What if we try and I don’t like it?”

“Then you don’t. Look, we know we like you this way, so we could always come back to this. But we can try things.”

I nodded slowly.

“We could.”

“Let’s look at dildos on the net.”

Suddenly we were both excited. I flipped on the computer and we began searching.

Man, there are a LOT of dildos in the world.

Short ones, tall ones, fat ones, skinny ones. Dog dildos, pig dildos and, scary, horse dildos. Red ones, pink ones, black ones. Dildos with small heads, glass dildos, vibrating dildos. Within a short time I felt like Cheech in the movie ‘Dusk to Dawn,’ talking about all the pussy in the world. But now we were talking about dick.

We finally ordered three. A regular sized one, a specialized one that was for ‘prostate massage,’ and a big one. Real big. But not as big as a horse.

“This is for you? I assume?”

She laughed. “Who knows, once you see how much I like a big dick…you’ll want it, too.”

Finally, done with make up and drinks and sex, we watched a little TV. Arms around each other. And thinking more than we were watching.

I woke up, and it was weird, but not so weird. My tits were big, my penis was small, and I had a lump of woman in my arms.

She awoke, saw me staring at her, and smiled.

“God,” she said, then she was on me, insatiable, grinding her hips onto my rather dickless crotch.

But I liked it. I know this is going to sound strange, but it was love without the messy sex. And it felt good. And I was horny all day. Working side by side with her I kept looking at her and grinning.

And she was grinning at me.

And after lunch she got down and nibbled on my teeny peeny again. Nibbled a lot.

Amazingly, it was hard, but…well, it couldn’t do anything. Anything but make Janice horny.

I laughed at her when she was done. She was scrunched over a little and grabbing her pud, right through her pants, and wanting to cum.

“Hold on, slick. Wait for tonight and I’ll get you off.”

She kissed me, near chewed my tonsils out, and whispered, “And you won’t cum. But you’ll wish you could. And I’ll keep you there, on the edge but unable, for months and months.”

“Maybe years,” I whispered into her ear.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “I’ve got to cum! Now!”

“Nope. Time to go to work.”

So we worked through the afternoon, an Amazon truck came by, overnight delivery, and we stared at each other in glee.

“This is going to be good.” She was standing over me, stroking the dick in her hand, slathering it with lube.

“I hope so,” I agreed, feeling a joyous excitement lancing through my chest.

“You want it missionary or doggy?”

Now that was an interesting choice. I finally said, “Doggy. The net says it’s easier for the man to come if he takes it doggy.”

“Okay, roll over, Rover.”

I got on all fours and looked over my shoulder at her. I quipped,

“Old Mother Hubbard

went to the cupboard

to get her poor doggy a bone

when she bent over

old rover took over

and gave her a bone of his…OWN!”

She had slapped a bunch of lube into my asshole and she laughed at my yelp.

“All right, Rover, you ready to experience the other side?”

I felt my big tits hanging down, my tiny, little ‘clitoris all erect, and I said, “Yep.”

She entered me slowly, and there was a moment of pain, but she was gentle, read me right, and took her time. Soon she was in me. I marveled at the feeling of a dick in my ass. It wasn’t a real dick, but I could feel the veins. More important, I could feel the warmth and caring of the woman on the other end of the dildo.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Feel good?”

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good.” She began to saw back and forth, and it felt like she was turning me inside out. I groaned loudly.

“That’s it, baby,” she crooned.

In and out. A wiggle here and there, the feel of that big thing going around and around as if it was trying to hollow me out.

“Fuck…fuck…”

“Yes.”

She held my hips, controlled me, owned me, used me.

Then I felt it start to build. It was weird, not like a normal orgasm, normal for a male, that is. Instead of a little click and the quick rocket ride, it was like a warmth that seeped into me, elevated me, inundated me.

I could feel Janice’s thrusts become different, like she was stirring energy inside my body, an ocean of energy. An ocean that built higher and higher, like the ocean was becoming a tsunami, and I felt like I was being lifted up to the top of the waves, then smashed down on the ocean floor, again and again, and I was crying and sobbing, and I didn’t even know how it had happened.

Then I was done. Exhausted. Lying on the bed, her lying on top of me. The dick in me, but the ocean gone. Gone but not forgotten, gone but desired again. And again. And again…for the rest of my life.

And I thought: Why would I want to go back to a puny, little male orgasm?

She did a push up, got off my back, pulled the dildo out of me, and it felt like she was leaving a monstrous cave in its wake. I wondered about the big dildo then.

I rolled over, and she laid down beside me. We lay there, staring at the roof of the trailer, awed and in wonder.

“Okay,” I said. “Okay.”

She just smiled.


EPILOGUE

Janice continued to work with me, and we got married.

We found that it was fun to experience male orgasms, so we would let the castration chemical wear off, have our jollies for a few weeks, then I would get a shot and everything would go limp, just the way we liked it.

She tried vacation boobs, and she liked them. We both have a monster set of jugs. And all of our monsters are permanent.

Oh, and as for Tina?

I bought a rifle, tracked her down and…had my revenge.

Heck, I’m a sniper.

And, like I told her way back in the beginning, I’ve done bad things.

But she had thought I was hiding a past as a bad guy who abused women. She didn’t know I was talking about war and being a sniper and feeling guilty about it.

I guess she didn’t really know who I was.

Just another case of mistaken identity.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


The Upward Path

She took him upward…to feminization


PART ONE

“High in the Himalayas there is a valley. In the valley is a city. In the city is a temple. In the temple is a God.”

I stared at the woman. In my right thinking mind I was scoffing. Yeah, right. Some mystical Shangri-la. As if I hadn’t heard that before.

Her name was Misha and she was a chocolate skinned beauty.

I’ve always thought Asian woman were stunning, and Misha convinced me of that. And perhaps that why my left thinking mind was not scoffing, was, in fact, listening.

Her face was oval, her hair black as midnight in a coal mine, her eyes were flashes of spirit, and her lips were like delicate flowers, waiting to be kissed. She studied me thoughtfully. I think she knew she had me, but she wanted to be sure.

“The God is Kishnatami, he is the God of the Upward Path, and just to look upon him is to be blessed.” She looked around, as if somebody in the joint was shooting an ear towards us. Then: “Riches beyond imagining. Never have you seen such treasure.”

I sat back and sipped some more beer. This was home made stuff, potent, and I was feeling a bit dizzy. “So why are you cutting me in on this?”

“It is a rugged trip, many days, and I must go there. I can’t go alone.”

“What, it’s your home town or something?”

She said nothing, her eyes glittered in the gloom of the bar.

Huh, to call it a bar was generous. It was a shack where they served tea to the locals and piss beer to the tourists.

Truth, if this was the US I would expect to get rolled. But this place, high in the mountains of Nepal, was more circumspect. The natives were all polite, Americans, and other nationalities, traveled through without incident, and everything was hunky dory.

“Please,” she placed a hand on my forearm. She was such a beauty…it was sensual, intimate, and I felt an instant lurch of the heart. And…a lurch somewhere else.

The fact was I wasn’t so interested in trekking right now. I had just got back and wanted a little sack time. A liaison or two with a local gal I knew, and just to sit back and put my clodhoppers up on a table and swill beer.

But her hand, my horniness, damn! But I guess I’m not the first Shmoe to be taken in by a skirt. And a pair of luring eyes. And a world class set of ta tas.

“What’s in it for me?”

“I told you, a treasure beyond compare! What your heart truly desires!”

I smiled. “Well, tell the truth, sweetheart, there’s only one thing I desire right now, and that’s—“

“If you take me to Sanshasi I will sleep with you.”

I stared at her. Was she for real?

As if she was reading my mind she said, “This for real. Bring big sleeping bag. Every night you may have me if you take me to Sanshasi.”

Oh, I was gone already, but I had to make a show of being difficult, right? “Sanshasi…that’s the name of the city? Or the temple? Or what?”

She had both hands holding mine now. She was stroking my flesh, making me hard.

“Sanshasi name of valley, of city, of temple. God is Kishnatami. God of Upward Path. Many riches…fabulous treasure. You take me?”

Oh, God, would I!

“Well, it’s late. Can’t start now, besides, I need to get my whistle just a bit wetter.”

“But you take me tomorrow morning? We leave at five?”

Huh, five was pretty early. Still, it wouldn’t be the first time I had braved the local brew and done a full day’s work.

“Well, maybe. Tell me again about this deal.”

She knew what deal. She scooted around and sat on the bench next to me. I was against the wall and she reached her hand right down my pants and took me in hand.

“I love you every night. We march all day…we fuck all night.” She had a funny accent, and fuck came out ‘fock,’ and that sounded so sexy to me. Of course, maybe I was influenced by the way her little hand was having a field day with my package.

She fondled my balls, she stroked my shaft, she palmed my skull, and, I kid you not, with her other hand she held my beer up so I could drink it.

“I make you so happy…I make you cum again and again and again….”

I chuckled. This was sort of a win win for me. I had an appointment to take a bunch of professor types up Everest, I had to travel up that way anyway. So now I would not only get paid, I would get laid, and I would still get to where I was going.

“You take me Sanshasi.”

I laughed, “Okay, honey. You got me. We’re going to Sanshasi. Tomorrow. Nine o’clock.”

“Five o’clock. Here, you drink more. Get up early.”

I took a big quaff out of the mug she was holding to my lips. Her hands worked me to a frothy pitch, I was already half loopy, and…and…

“Oh….uhhh,” I groaned. I was laying on my belly, all bent over. I was jouncing on something, or rather, something was jouncing under me…oh, I was…what the heck?

I was laid over the saddle of a pack. A mule. One of my mules!

“Hey!” It came out sort of gargled, but it worked. The animal stopped leaping over peaks, which meant stepping over rocks on the trail, and I struggled to get loose.

“You wake! Good!”

Misha lifted my hair and looked into my face.

Heysoos in a closet with no hangers. I had images of drinking, of carousing, of dancing on tables while people laughed and clapped. And staggering down to the stables where I kept my mules.

And Misha had staggered with me. She had poured never ending rivers of beer down my gullet, and she had supported me to the stables, and now…now I was here. Strapped to the back of my own mule and imitating a load of Himalaya freight.

“What…what happened?”

She worked the knots and helped me slide off the mule.

“You party. You fun. Five o’clock we go.”

Oh, crap. I groaned, my head felt like somebody was drilling a hole  in my skull and pissing in it. And I translated her words.

I had drank all night. Then she had tied me to the back of my own mule and…here I was.

“Let me sit.” She couldn’t have stopped me if she tried. I collapsed onto a boulder at the side of a trail.

“No rest. Must hurry. Sanshasi big celebration. Kishnatami open Upward Path. Must get there in time.”

“Oh, man.” I looked at her. My eyes must have been like roadmaps, full of red, squiggly lines.

And, I still had a hard on. My pants were bulging, and it was the only reason I didn’t just lay back and die. My dick wouldn’t let me.

Misha gave me water. I gulped and felt one ounce of cure…for a ten thousand pound sickness. “You drink. Eat this…” she twisted a root in her hands, actually crumbled it. I tell ya, she was a strong, little wench.

She pushed the twisted up fibers of the root into my mouth. “Chew. You get better. We go.”

For a minute she watched me, and I dutifully chewed on the root. I had been up country enough not to laugh at native cures. Heck, their roots and herbs had been there a lot longer than American Pharmaceutical companies.

And, it worked! Within five minutes I felt the headache dim down. The growling in my stomach resided and I no longer felt like spewing my guts.

Meanwhile, Misha saw to my mules, and she knew her way around a pack animal. She watered them, fed them a handful of grain, talked sweet to them, and the cantakerous bitches were suddenly light on their feet and happy as clams.

Huh. They never did that for me!

“You come, we go,” she pulled and pushed me to my feet.

I stretched, and just stood there, realizing that I was alive.

“Fast we go, faster we get to night. You need sleep, right?”

I looked at her, and I smiled. And she smiled. We smiled. Yeah, nighttime, and a little time in the sack. The little happy pal down below my belt was telling me that I had gotten drunk all night, and that I hadn’t had even the first installment of our deal.

“Okay,” I managed a sappy grin. “We go.”

We began walking up the winding path, and I tell ya, Nepal, the Himalayas, they are one curvy, twisty, windy bitch.

One second we would be walking through a meadow, the next minute we would be walking sideways, backs to a wall and looking over a thousand foot drop, the mules laughing at our irrational fear. And the next second we would be in a lush valley, with farms and crops and a happy, singing people.

And always upward…upward.

For a change, my three mules didn’t complain. In fact, they actually looked back at me like they were saying ‘hurry up,’ and pulled on the reins.

Or, if I was in front, they would nuzzle my back and push me along.

Damn mules. They fight me for a hundred trips, thousands of miles, and now they were treating me like I was the recalcitrant one.

“We hurry…we hurry,” that was Misha’s constant contribution to our trip. It would have been tiring, except that she kept glancing at me, looking at my pants, and damned if my bulge didn’t come back every time she looked at me.

Let’s see, I had been two weeks…no, three weeks, on the last trip. And I had been in jail for two weeks before that—just a drunk charge, I’m no criminal—so that meant…five weeks since I had last had a woman!

Fuck! No wonder Mr. Happy was so insistent!

And, the exortations of Misha, the happy hauling and shovings of my stupid mules, and the pulsing in my pants, I began to pick up speed.

Misha gave me some rice cakes to chew on, they make ‘em with lots of butter and honey, and I had some beef jerky in my pack, so I lunched on the run.

Misha frowned at me. Which was strange, but I understood. Up here in the Himalayas the people don’t care if you get drunk off your ass every night all night, but eating meat…that was frowned upon.

Still, Misha didn’t say anything, and we kept up our pace, even passing slower travelers.

I heard that Nepal used to be a lonely place, that you wouldn’t see a soul on the high paths for a month. But now it’s like a highway. Tourists, mountain climbers—lots of mountain climbers—professors and student types, surveys, all sorts of people. Makes the place like a darn freeway. Not an hour passed when we didn’t meet somebody coming down, or going up.

Funny, the people going up looked…nervous. Unless they were natives, who always looked happy.

But the people coming down…they always had this sort of sublime expression on their faces.

But that’s the top of the world. Closer to God, I guess. Which made me chuckle.

I was going after treasure. A fool’s errand at best. But, hey, a guy’s got to have a dream, right?

We stopped for lunch at a little outpost on a slab of rock that jutted out and looked down over the way we had come.

“Oh, good,” I rubbed my hands.

Misha stepped in front of me. “No beer. They got no beer. We got long way to go.”

“Hey, but—“

She stopped me by taking my hand and placing it on her chest.

Through the thick jacket I could feel her warm heart beating. Beating fast. Well, of course, exercise in the high mountains and the thin air will do that, will make your heart pulse, but…but it was more than that. It was the look in her eyes. The promise.

If I got drunk…I wasn’t going to get any of that wonderful pussy.

“You water mules. I get food. You wait. We go.”

I sighed. I was tempted to push on past her.

She reached down and placed her hand on my crotch.

Boing.

“Please.”

I’d like to think it was the ‘please’ that did it, me being such a polite fellow, but, you know…I grinned.

She went into the mountain shack and came out two minutes later, barely gave me time to water the mules.

We had barely any sit down time before she was pushing me again. “Come on…we late!”

“Heysoos,” I muttered.

Up into the higher mountains, which is sort of redundant. Everything is higher mountains in Nepal. Up, up, up.

We reached a meadow at sunset, and just in time. I had the trots.

Yuck, disgusting, but that lunch must have disagreed with me.

While Misha set up the camp I wandered off behind a tree and gave my offering to nature.

And, I don’t mean to be disgusting, but it was a wet offering. Splattered on the rocks and smelled to high heaven.

Holding my belly I returned to camp.

“You get wood,” Misha stood with hands on hips. You pick up. No cut, no break.

Most people brought little stoves with them, a bit of propane. I was surprised to find out that Misha had discarded my stove.

“Hey! Where’s my stove?”

She didn’t even address the issue.

But, native girl, she didn’t need to. I brought back some dry wood and she had a fire going in quicksnap time. And she had a pot of tea boiling over it, and she was breaking up little chunks of roots and herbs.

“You drink. Feel good.” She pushed a bowl into my hands.

God, I felt pukey. My stomach was roiling, and it felt like I needed to take another trip to Mother Nature.

She felt my head and nodded. “You sick. You hot. Drink tea.”

“Oh, man,” I muttered.

I drank, and ate, but she actually had to help me. She held the tea to my lips and forked bits of gruel into my mouth.

I felt so out of it. I wanted to puke, but she kept feeding me.

“Eat. Eat. More go down than come up.”

“Yeah,” I managed to say, “but more come out.”

She actually giggled.

Here I was, sick and dying, and she was giggling.

“No worry. You make pure. Good pure. Sanshasi like pure.”

If pure was crapping your guts out this Sanshasi thing was going to have a very pure fellow on her doorstep. I spent the night, every half hour, outside the tent, squatting.

Misha seemed to understand, however, and she watched over me, helped me, tucked me back into bed until the next time.

And we didn’t make love.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but Mr. Happy wasn’t feeling so happy. He just hung down, limp, and waited for my back hole to finish singing.

God, I felt punk.

“Oh…” I groaned. She had tied the front flap of the tent back and the harsh Nepal sun cut through the thin air and knifed my eyes.

I was tired. I had gotten drunk before we started, then I had crapped my heart out—I didn’t think there was anything left in me—and my stomach growled and felt like the insides were rubbing together.

And I had a lot of fluid build up in my eyes, and snot. Whatever this bug was, I had it.

“We gotta go back,” I whispered to Misha.

“No go back. Up…up.” She pointed up the trail. “You feel better up there. Up there we cure.”

“Oh, God. How far?”

“Just a day.”

Well, she was lying through her pretty, little teeth. We walked all that day. Me staggering, her pulling and pushing. And we camped that night—another night of the trots, another night of emptying my body of…nothing. I was dry squeaking, and dribbling fluid. I could smell the gruel I had eaten the night before. And she just shoved more roots and herbs down me.

“You good. Make pure.” She explained while stuffing my mouth with stuff. Gack.

But I was too weak to fight.

Besides, I knew I needed to eat. A lot more was coming out than going in.

I watched as she dumped supplies. We were at a small village, just through, sitting outside a stable.

I was miserable, hunched over, having wracked coughs every once in a while.

She placed my dried foods, my cans, even my MREs, on a table at the side of the stable. Somebody else would get that nourishment.

She helped me onto the mule. I was too weak to walk.

Up, up, up.

I sat astride my mule, king of the Himalayas, so weak Misha actually tied me on. She ran a rope under the mule’s belly and tied my feet together, then put a rope around my waist and tied it to the pack saddle. I still flopped back and forth a bit, side to side, but Misha walked next to me and kept me upright.

I lay in the tent that night, feverish, and Misha fed me with a spoon.

“I think I’m going to die,” I whispered.

She fed me her roots and herbs, wiped my mouth, cared for me like a mother cares for her child. “You not die. You pure. You get better now. Three days sick…you get better.”

I had been sick for three days? I felt like I had been sick all my life, the last few days were just a slogging of nightmare. I felt like there was nothing but puking and the trots.

“I want to go home.”

I was delirious. Out of my mind. I never wanted to go home. I didn’t want to go back to flat Indiana and the never ending fields. I loved the mountains.

But I was sick, and images of my mother shaking her finger at me…my father…’you’ll never be a real man.’

My brothers, older and bigger than me, laughing when I had tried to keep up with them.

“You’re just a girl!” They had teased me.

But I had shown them. I had conquered the world’s highest peaks. I was a man.

“Shhh,” Misha crooned to me. “Shhh. All right. Everything right.”

I drifted off to sleep.

Morning. Sunlight shot through the opening flap and assaulted my eyes. I lay there, waiting for the pain to overwhelm me. I had crapped in my sleep the night before, and I waited for that. I waited for the pain in my stomach, my head…but nothing came.

I wasn’t sick anymore.

I wasn’t strong, however. Three days of emptying your body will do that to you.

I crawled out of my sleeping bag. Pew. What a smell. I dragged it out after me when I exited the tent.

Misha was squatting at a fire crumbling up herbs and things and putting them into a boiling pot. She looked up at me and grinned. “You all better. See? Three day and you pure.”

“Pure, huh?” I moved slowly across the clearing to a stream. I washed my sleeping bag. All the dried, and not so dry, crap, sluiced down the stream. It was brisk, but I took off my clothes and washed them. I hung everything on branches and returned to the tent.

Misha looked at my naked body with a grin on her face. She took note of Mr. Limp. “We fuck night? We fuck? Yes?”

I groaned.

She laughed.

I had no interest. I was too weak. My dick could go rot for all I cared.

I put on fresh clothes, funny, they felt a little loose, and sat down.

“You clean. Good. Good. You eat.”

She handed me a bowl of her special gruel, and for the first time in three days I was actually able to lift my own spoon.

She squatted, and I sat Indian style, and we ate.

Well, I ate. Truth, I hadn’t actually seen her eat much more than a few rice cakes. What did that woman exist on?

“Tell me about Sanshasi?”

She rocked a bit, smiled, and said, “Enter Sanshasi through cliffs. Dangerous. We get there,” she reassured me.

“What does it look like?”

A far away look came into her eyes. “In morning light hit temple. Gold.” She looked at me. “Real gold inside…gold of Upward Path.”

Real gold? My interest perked. But it was a wan interest. I still felt so damned weak.

“Sun hit village during day, but not much. Many storms. Rainy days we stay inside. Much pray. We pray much. We pray Kishnatami. We go upward. See Goddess.”

Goddess? Before she had referred to a God.

“So is Kishnatami male? Female?”

“Male for female, female for male. Balance…balance. You find out.”

“Huh.” I thought about what she had said. Hidden valley, those high mountains were treacherous, and…a lifestyle in accord with those harsh conditions.

“Where does your food come from?”

“Food from ground. Food in caves. Plenty food. Too much food. burn food to keep warm.”

Now that was an interesting tidbit. I had never heard of such a thing.

“Are there a lot of children in Sanshasi?”

She shook her head. “No children. You eat. We go.”

She stopped my interrogation and began packing up. My sleeping bag was still wet, and my clothes. She just bundled up the clothes and tied them to a pannier, and actually hung my sleeping bag over the back of the mule.

“He’s going to get cranky if you do that.”

She stepped in front of the mule and whispered something. I don’t know what, it was Nepalese…a dialect that I had never heard, but she turned and smiled at me. “I tell him. I ‘splain. He good.”

And, damned if that stupid mule didn’t seem to mind toting wet clothes.

Heck, for me if we came to a mud puddle he balked. but for her…stupid mule.

We walked, and now the country became extra vicious. The trail was broken, causing even the mules trouble. The sheer sides threatened to push us over sheer drops. Rain squalls came and went, we picked our way through a trail that wended, disappeared, appeared again.

Now I was sorry for all the food that Misha had dumped. Somebody somewhere was eating good, but I was feeling weaker and weaker. I was almost ready to be tied to the mule again, when we came to the a hidden slot canyon.

It was hidden by the curve of the cliff face, behind a thicket, over a quick rise.

“Cripes,” I muttered. “No wonder I never heard of this place.

Misha just smiled and pushed harder. It was obvious; the closer we got to Sanshasi the more she wanted to get there.

Through the twists and turns of the slot canyon, the sides but four feet apart at times. Once one of the mules actually panicked and kicked, but she shushed him and managed to calm him down enough to get him past the tight spot.

We came to a wide spot. A few bushes clung to life in crumbling crevices, and Misha called a halt for the night.

Huh. Night. It was so dark in the slot canyon, so always night, that I wondered how she knew it was night time.

Still, I was glad for the rest. Oddly, though I was more tired, and weaker, than I had ever been in my life, I felt good.

I had no aches and pains now, and my terrible sickness was well over. But I felt so weak, and I actually felt…different.

Like my arms were thinner in the sleeves. And my chest ached. Well, not ached, but itched. I was constantly scratching, as best I could, through my thick jacket.

Misha noticed, but she just smiled.

“Tomorrow,” she nodded as she stirred her soup.

“We get there, eh?”

“Sanshasi,” she grinned.

“”I can’t wait. I need some real food. I feel weak. I need to rebuild my strength.”

“You rebuild,” she smiled.

“You know, we never…we haven’t…”

She looked at me, and she had the most inscrutable look on her face. “We no fuck.”

“No.”

“You up for it? Big man?” She laughed, and it was a delighted titter.

“Well, not really.”

“Too bad. I good.”

“Huh.”

Disappointed, I thought I’d never find out. But I was wrong. Sort of.

She came to me that night.

I was sleeping. A sound sleep…I was sleeping better than I ever had, now that the illness was past, and I felt her touch my sleeping bag.

I was awake instantly.

“Shhh,” she whispered, and I could feel her smile in the darkness.

She unzipped my bag, all the way down, and flung the cover back.

In the high mountains we always sleep fully clothed, and she began stripping my pants and jacket from my body.

I waited, too weak to even help, but excited for all that.

Excited…but limp.

Heysoos, was I disappointed.

“No matter,” she said, taking off her own clothes. “No matter.”

She lay next to me. Funny, she wasn’t as short as I had thought she was. Or, maybe I wasn’t as tall as I thought I was. I snickered at the thought.

She felt my chest. She squeezed, and it felt good. It felt…fiery.

“You good. Good.”

Then she was kissing my nipples.

God, it felt good. Little sparks of lightening shot out from my nipples, and they felt large, and she sucked.

I groaned and put my hands over her head. I arched my back.

She reached down and cupped me.

Damn! I still wasn’t hard!

“No worry…” she soothed me. “No worry.”

She slithered down and took me in her mouth. Oh, God, the heaven. Her magic tongue stroked the under part of my dick. Her lips captured the lid of my skull. She inserted her tongue right into my slit.

“Oh!” I gasped. It actually felt like her tongue was going into my slit!

Then she was back up, kissing me.

I took her breasts in hand and massaged. Her nipples were large and I pulled them and made her moan.

She took my hand and pushed it down to her pussy.

God, that woman had the biggest clit I had ever seen. Well, felt. It was an inch long, and it felt like a miniature dick. Thank God she had no balls. That would have freaked me out.

But she did have a juicy, very juicy, little slit under the clit.

“Oh…oh…” she moaned. Then she was pushing my head down.

My face dove into her snatch and I clamped onto that clit with my lips. Mmm. Bigger was better. I could suck it easier. I could use my tongue and work it.

She groaned and actually hit me on the back.

“Use finger! Use finger!”

And, sadly, I had to. My dick was still limp. Just sat there like a noodle. Damned traitor.

And I didn’t understand why because I was hot. I was so fucking hot…and I went to my knees for better leverage and pushed two fingers into her.

“Oh! OHHH!”

I rammed her, sliding my fingers into her until my knuckles rimmed out.

She bucked and twisted and tried to reach for me.

No way, baby. You’re going on the rocket ride.

I redoubled my efforts, used three fingers, and she was gasping and mumbling in her foreign language.

“Go for it, bitch,” I crooned. “Just because I can’t cum doesn’t mean you shouldn’t.”

Yet she lingered, right on the edge, and wasn’t able to get over.

Finally, I took my tired fingers out and tried the ‘bowling ball’ technique.

I put my middle finger in her asshole and my thumb in her pussy, and I began to shake her by the crotch.

“Gah!” She was screaming almost immediately.

I kept shaking, and she kept yelling. She grabbed my wrist and held on for dear life.

I made her cum again, and again. And then I was tired.

Damned it. I was usually good for a night of lovemaking. A night of drinking and fucking, and here I was, already tired.

I withdrew my hand, and she lay there in the darkness, sated, unable to do anything.

It wasn’t too cold in the slot canyon, I think a breeze might have sprung up somewhere, so I just spread my bag out, and pulled hers over us, and we slept, all cuddled up and comfy.

Morning, and I woke up and stretched. Dully, I realized that the exertions of the night before, as little as they were, had tired me out.

No wonder I wasn’t getting boners.

I crawled out of the tent.

Misha was cooking, and she looked up at me and smiled.

A happy smile. A satisfied smile.

I grinned. No matter that I couldn’t…I had done my duty.

We ate her gruel. Funny thing, while I had thought it mildly distasteful in the beginning, it was starting to taste better.

I guess it was an acquired taste.

So we ate, and it didn’t do much for giving me my strength back, and we broke camp.

Today. On this day, we were going to finally see this mysterious valley. And city and temple.

And…a God? Or Goddess?

Huh.

I wasn’t much on the religion thing.

Oh, I believe in a God, but not in some doofus in robes that throws lightening bolts, or some other trite and over used image.

I believed more in a force, pervasive throughout the universe.

And there was no way I thought that that force, that God or Goddess, cared much about the little ants called ‘humans.’

Well, no matter what I believed, today we would see, and today I would be a rich man.

I mean, what kind of gold treasure was hidden in this valley?

Nobody knew about it, so it would be unplundered.

What would I find? Gold statues? Vases studded with precious gems? Necklaces and rings and such?

Maybe the natives were all decked out in gold. They could trade me a suit of their clothes, and I could go home and trade it for a million.

Yeah, baby. And I could envision myself walking back out through the slot canyon with a golden jockstrap. Heavy, gold armor. Maybe a bow and arrow made of gold!

So thinking, I happily followed Misha through the final turns of the slot canyon, and the sides opened up and we suddenly stood on a high ledge. And I saw the valley.


PART TWO

Sanshasi, the valley, was a long, slender gouge, as if by a spoon into ice cream, out of the earth.

The soil was probably quite rich, as there was a tropical feel to the place. Warm, humid.

And there were a couple of farms, on the floor just as the valley descended, flat plateaus, but the whole left side was a riot of jungle.

Jungle? This high up?

Then I realized, the way the mountains curved around, the angle of the slopes, this was a natural trap for water, and the whole cliff face on one side of the valley acted as a heat trap.

That was why we had a warm breeze in the slot canyon. That was why Misha suddenly took off her jacket and tied it onto one of the pack mules.

I looked down and saw that we would wind our way down a series of switchbacks, come to the very bottom of the valley, and a small lake, which lake had fishermen in it, and then slowly ascend through a series of low terraces.

There was the village. Sanshasi. A collection of rock huts, built over generations, passed down over generations. An eternal people undisturbed by the outside world.

And, at the far end of the valley, brooding over the village, built against the mountain itself, was a golden temple.

The morning light was striking the top of the temple, and the spires reflected golden sunlight into the valley. It gave the impression of godliness, of being blessed, of spirituality.

Huh. Even I, sort of a denier, was impressed. Whoever had built this…whoever…

I noticed action to my side and turned. Misha was on her knees bowing towards the Sanshasi temple, the home of Kishnatami. No, she wasn’t just bowing, she was kissing the soil!

I stared for a moment, then turned back to my inspection of the valley. I traced the few far roads, just trails between the stone huts. I figured out where the market was. Just a small clearing with a few tents already set up.

And a herd of mountain goats.

Heck, the way this place was there was no need to tend them. Just go grab one and milk it and gather its fleece, or whatever you call goat hair, and…what a place!

Probably hadn’t seen a white man in centuries. Perhaps ever.

Could I actually be the first?

Of course, the natives would have seen white men, or knew about them. After all, Misha was, now that I took the time to think about it, a native. And other natives must have made the trip through the slot canyon and down to civilization.

Huh. Civilization. That’s what we call it.

This place had likely never seen a war.

Would they even have crime?

Such a large and golden temple, and this diety guy or gal called Kishnatami, they probably had plenty of priests reading the scriptures to them.

Would they have a sort of ten commandments thing? No murder, no wife stealing, none of that stuff?

Or, and this was a dour thought, did they have human sacrifices?

Being off alone…maybe they went outside the slot and caught  and cooked white men. Brought them back in slices and hung the pieces to dry.

Human jerky. Now there was a thought.

Misha giggled.

I turned to her and grinned.

She said, “You have funny thoughts.”

That sort of soothed me, and I wondered why I had even entertained such grisly concepts.

Too much TV, I thought. Even though I hadn’t see a TV for a couple of years.

“Well,” I said, “Shall we go have some fun?”

After the up and down and over and under and side to side insanity of the upward trail to the slot canyon, the trip down to the valley was easy. The path was clear of debris, the mules were happy, and we simply sauntered down the slight slope.

The only thing was that my gait was off. By that I mean we had to go down a couple of steps, and I jounced. Normally I would have stepped, but I guess these steps were a little higher than normal. Or maybe I was shrinking. Ha. The thought made me laugh.

People saw us coming. A fisherman waved, and we waved back.

We reached bottom, a little landing where a boat was tied…to the far shore.

That’s right. We had to pull the boat back from the far shore, get in it, and pull ourselves across the lake. No oars. A wonderful way to cut off an invading army. And while inflatables could be brought through the slit, not much else could be. Inflatables, of course, could be deal with with arrows. Then I had a thought, how difficult was it going to be to carry my gold out of the valley? Hmm. Something to think about.

More fishermen waved, and a couple of them shouted greetings, which Misha answered easily. There was a big smile on her face.

I dragged my hand in the water. It was cool, but ready for a swim. In far shallows I saw a couple of mothers watching over a half a dozen children.

The kids started shouting at us, and the mothers waved.

What a friendly place.

And I felt guilty. I was planning on stealing their gold.

We pulled the boat right into a little dock and stepped out.

“Isn’t it wonderful?” Misha took a breath of fresh air.

“It is pretty cool,” I answered, tamping down my guilt. Gold is gold, after all.

We walked up a trail, a nice, easy pathway. It curved slightly to the left, and I had a look at the jungle.

Yes, it was a jungle. The trapped warm air, the rain, that’s all it takes. And I realized something: this bit of jungle must have existed since before the mountains. How else would this type of growth get up here? How else would big fronds and creepers come to be in the high Himalayas?

We circled back toward the village, past a couple of farms, and entered the village proper.

Everything was clean. The stone huts had fresh mortar, or were fitted so tightly they didn’t need any ‘glue.’ The roofs were thatched, and sloped, and I had the feeling that a few thousand years of rain would teach people how to make rainproof roofs.

There were a few people on the streets, and a few people opened windows and waved to us, and spoke to Misha.

“What are they saying?” I asked.

“Welcome home. Where have you been.”

I noticed a few people looking at me when they spoke. It didn’t sound like greetings, but questions. It made me wonder.

But wonder about what? Experiencing the wonderful camaraderie and friendliness it was hard to be suspicious.

Misha glanced up at me with a grin.

“What?”

“You have such funny thoughts.”

“How do you know what I’m thinking?”

And she said, “Practice silence enough and you hear thought.”

I blinked at that one.

“So you grew up here?”

“Oh, no. I came here, like you.”

“You were a wanderer? How did you find this valley?”

“A friend brought me here, like I brought you. Do you like it? Sanshasi?”

“It is beautiful,” I agreed. And, in my head; but I don’t know if I would ever want to stay here.

After all. No modern conveniences. No cars or TVs or…funny, I had no use for such things, yet…I missed them?

Or maybe I just missed…what? I was having trouble thinking about this subject.

Misha giggled.

“What?”

She just said, “Come. We must go temple. Kishnatami wait.”

She took my hand then, and like boyfriend and girlfriend we walked up the path, through the market and the town, and approached the temple.

Up close the temple was massive. Like a mountain to itself.

We walked up low steps, a lot of low steps, and approached the huge double doors.

A priest was sweeping the landing in front of the door. He was wearing red robes and wielded a home made broom. He was humming, and he turned and saw us.

“Misha!” He held the broom with one hand and embraced her with the other.

Huh! I thought priests never hugged. They just nodded and bowed and stuff. But he hugged, and mightily. And, here was a blessing, he spoke in English!

“We missed you.”

“And I you, great father.”

He turned to me, a huge beaming smile on his face. “And you have brought a friend.”

Misha: “This is Thomas Smithfield.”

“Hi—“ I started to put out a hand, but he embraced me. Just moved right in and gave me the mother of all hugs. Both arms.

God, it was funny, sort of unnerving, but not in a bad way.

I was stunned for a moment, then I managed to close my arms about him and hug him back.

And, weird, my arms barely went around him. And he didn’t look so much shorter than me, like most of the people in Nepal did.

Of course, maybe people were taller in this valley.

But Misha didn’t look…she was…I frowned.

I had started out this journey nearly a foot taller than the woman, now I was…she had grown?

And something in me denied the more obvious conclusion…that I had shrunk.

The priest moved back and held me at arm’s length. “You are a handsome fellow. Very handsome. We have big feast for you. Welcome you home.”

I grinned. He had better English than Misha, but the idea that he was welcoming me home? I guess he didn’t understand certain subtleties of language. Like what the word home meant.

Misha giggled. Then she took my hand.

“Come, I show you room.”

“Here? We’re going to stay here?” Better and better. I could wander around a little tonight and find some of this gold stuff.

“Yes. Come.”

The priest nodded at us, beamed some more, and we entered through a small side door, I guess the big doors were reserved for trolls and ogres and things.

Misha led me through the main room, stopping to bow to a monstrous statue of a diety.

I stood, hands clasped, and waited respectfully.

She bowed, kissed the floor, then stood up and moved forward and put her arms around one huge leg of the statue.

Well, not all the way around. It was sitting Yoga style, lotus position, and the legs were so big it was like embracing a wall.

“This is Kishnatami?” I asked when she was done with her ritual.

“This is he.”

I looked up at the huge thing.

He. Hmm. It was curiously…between.

It had folds of fat that might have been breasts. The genitals were enclosed by stone carved loincloth. The hair was braided and could have been male or female. How interesting.

“I know what you thinking.”

“What?” I asked.

“I say ‘he,’ you can’t tell.”

I grunted. She was a perceptive wench.

“You touch.”

I looked at her. She nodded and motioned me forward with a sweep of the hand.

I stepped forward and reached out a hand. Oddly, there was trepidation in me. Well, heck. I was going to touch a God. Or a Goddess. Shouldn’t that give you the willies?

I placed my hand on the cool stone leg, a low spot in the front of the statue, and waited.

Nothing.

Except…except…it was like I could hear a far away sound, like the rushing of a waterfall. Like words tumbling too fast to be distinguished. Like a river of images so fast I couldn’t…quite…

Misha touched my arm, pulled my hand off of Kishnatami.

I blinked. I realized that I had been standing and just…listening. For a while. What the fuck?

“Come…I show you.”

I thought she would take me to a room. But she gave me the cook’s tour of the temple. She took me up winding stairs into the spire that reflected light.

And it was gold! Pure, fucking gold!

I marveled at the yellow stone-like material and touched it. No trepidation here. This was my real God. Gold. Money. Moolah.

Misha giggled some more, and I had the weird feeling that she was laughing at my thoughts.

But this whole idea of hearing me thinking? That was just so much rubbish.

Inside a room the top of the spire were sacred artifacts. A stone that Kishnatami had touched. A rusty rake. Said to have scraped over Kishnatami’s grave for a thousand years. A necklace made out of shells. Shells? Like from the sea? Up here? This place really was old.

And other things. But nothing of value. Nothing like precious stones. And the only gold I saw was in the actual walls.

Huh! I began thinking about how I could pick up an entire wall or two and carry it through the slot canyon. Maybe huge helicopters could fly in and lift the whole thin—

Heh heh heh!

I turned. Misha was laughing merrily. “You funny. You so funny!”

We descended the winding stairs and she took me into the back of the temple. Here were living quarters, and we passed dozens, scores, of room with monks and nuns sitting in the lotus position and praying. We were quiet when we passed them, respectful of their prayers.

And we met many monks and nuns. They embraced me as had the priest sweeping the front, and spoke to me in English.

Oh, some of it was atrocious, but some of it was quite good.

The odd thing, they were curiously asexual. I guess they were trying to emulate Kishnatami and be man or woman at the same time. Or maybe neither. There were things I didn’t understand about this place.

Behind the small rooms in which the monks had their existence were the caves.

“We go back you like…but it just grow mushrooms.”

“Mushrooms?”

“Mushrooms good food.” She frowned and thought her way through a concept. “Mushrooms good, make think…make…” she stopped. Then she smiled. “I no explain. Ask Father priest.”

I smiled, and happily forwent the tour of the mushroom farms. But as we walked back through the monk’s quarters I had some interesting thoughts.

‘Shrooms. For food. And…Misha had talked about burning the food…hmmm.

And I wondered if this place specialized in smoky rituals that included mushrooms. Mushrooms that were more like peyote than mushrooms.

Deep in thought, I barely noticed Misha watching me, judging me.

We came back to the temple proper and descended to the ground floor, and then to the basement.

The basement was a vast labyrinth. I could see cells, and chains, so these people weren’t entirely peaceful. But there were no signs of recent habitation.

“Do you ever use these dungeons?” I asked.

“Not long time.”

“No criminals here?”

She smiled. “Everybody criminal here once. Kishnatami help. Kishnatami make people understand. Kishnatami…change.”

Change, huh? Change criminals into law abiding citizens? I guess this cat was pretty powerful as Gods went. Or Goddesses.

We walked back up the stairs and she led me to a small room.

“You stay here.”

“What about you? I thought we were going to…” I raised my eyebrows hopefully.

She giggled. “Oh, you silly. She reached for my crotch, got a good hunk of it. “You get hard I stay.”

I grunted. Her hand felt so good. It was so sexual it was downright electrical, but the vine just laid there. Limp. Not even trying.

She kissed me lightly on the lips. “You rest. Tonight feast.” She walked me into the room, almost tucked me into bed.

She went to the door, then stopped and turned around. Her eyes had that terribly inscrutable look again.

Then she came back into the cell, came to where I was sitting on the rude rack that went for a bed. She bent and hugged me. And she actually shed tears on my shoulders. “You good. You make so happy.”

Then she was gone

So I lay down on the bed and, darned if I didn’t feel tired.

Well, heck, the long hike up the mountains, the sickness I had endured. I was still weak, and I did need a little rest. I closed my eyes.

And opened them. It was darker, even more silent, and I sat up.

I felt good. I rubbed my eyes, and my hair fell over my face.

What the fuck? I brushed my hair back. I guess I needed a hair cut. Well, I had been on the trail a long time. I just didn’t remember it being this long.

I stood up, I still felt a little weak, and walked to the door. I pushed, and it opened. Nobody was there.

I walked down the corridor, and became aware of distant chanting.

I smiled. I guess they had started the feast without me.

I stopped and thought. I could go looking for gold.

But I had had the tour, and except for walls made of giant gold bricks, there wasn't anything of value in this place.

Man, what a bust.

But maybe the gold was back in the caves? Maybe I should have taken the tour? Maybe they had taken the gold out of the caves, and the really good stuff was back there.

Shovels made of gold. Fans made of gold. Heck, the posts that supported the tunnels might be made of gold!

I exited the corridor, and Misha was waiting for me.

She was wearing a robe, like the priest and the monks and the nuns, and she came and took my hand.

She looked…bigger. What the hell was happening here? But I didn’t have time to wonder, for she dragged me down another long corridor.

“You sleep long.”

“Sorry. I was tired.”

“No…no. Good you sleep. You ready for ceremo—feast.

She had been about to say ceremony, had started to say it, but then had changed to feast. Huh? But I didn’t really have any time to wonder or ask her.

We entered the main hall. Tables had been brought in and set up, and Kishnatami sat at the end of the room, watching over the tables and all the monks gathered around them. His eyes seemed curiously alive in the flickering torchlight, like they were flickering and darting and…watching.

“You come here.”

She dragged me to the head of the table and placed me right next to the broom sweeper guy. I sat down, and everybody nodded and grinned at me.

Now, for a feast, I expected steaks smothered in onions, potatoes drowning in butter, and liquor. Lots and lots of liquor.

What I got was…gruel.

Yep, the same stuff Misha had given me all the way up the trail.

Well, crap. When in Rome, and I looked up at the other people in the room. I guess they were all done eating, for I was the only one with a bowl. They sat there so politely though, and I figured they were waiting for me to eat so they could get on with…whatever they were going to get on with.

I grabbed a spoon and lifted a glop of thick gruel out of my bowl.

The head priest, the Sweeper—and I thought it was funny that nobody had ever told me his name—grinned joyously and watched me.

I slipped the spoon of goop into my mouth and, you know? It was pretty good!

In fact, it was delicious. I guess the stuff was fresh cooked or something. But I ate the whole thing. In fact, I gobbled it, slurped it, and totally forgot my manners.

The monks didn’t seem to mind, however, they just looked at me and grinned.

I grinned back, and I suddenly felt goofy. Like, real goofy. Like I had just taken too much Vicodin.

Sweeper, that’s the name I gave him, turned to me. “Would you like to know our religion?”

“Sure.”

“Kishnatami give choice. You choose when born. You choose when die. You choose when you man…or woman.”

“A goddess of choice. I like that.”

“You already make choice.”

“I did?”

“You choose come valley. You choose Kishnatami. Kishnatami choose you.”

“Huh.”

Not much I could say to that. Besides, the room was spinning. They must have put something extra in that slop they gave me.

Across the table Misha was laughing at me.

I looked around. The monks and nuns were eating, talking, and, weird, I could see, behind them, cartoon versions of themselves, all over imposed over  themselves, over imposed cartoons. Laughing.

Laughing at me?

No. They were too kind here. They were laughing with me.

“What’s so funny? I asked, and I think my words slurred a little.

“You funny.” Misha giggled. The girl was turning into an inveterate giggler. Which thought made her giggle again.

Which thought? Yeah, I could see that. Just as I saw the cartoon monks of the monks co-existing in the same place their bodies did…I could see thought.

“I haven’t had enough silence,” I remarked.

Sweeper nodded. “We give you more.” He clapped his hands.

Instantly all the monks stopped talking. Even their cartoon selves, standing slightly behind themselves, as if sprouting out of their bodies, stopped laughing at me, and two monks came out carrying two trays. They placed the trays in front of me and backed away.

I looked around. Everybody in the place was pretty intent now, and they were watching me.

Sweeper said: “You choice.”

Huh? Then I realized what he had said. You choose.

I looked at the trays.

On one was a dildo. On the other one was a cup overturned.

What the fuck? A dildo? In a religious place? What the hell?

“You choose.”

I stared at Sweeper. He smiled at me and indicated that I should pick either the dildo or the overturned cup.

I looked at Misha. For once she wasn’t giggling, or smiling, or anything. In fact, there was a total lack of expression. Just a waitingness, a rapt interest. Which would I take?

I looked at the monks. They were equally stone-faced. No thought, no judgement, nothing. Just waiting.

“You pick.”

I looked at Sweeper. I was dizzy, the room was going around. “I don’t understand.”

“You understand. Now you have to know what you understand. Take pick.”

I studied the two objects before me.

A prick and a cup. What the fuck.

I started to reach for the cup. I started to, but I was so dizzy, and the room gave a sudden lurch, and I found myself sliding sideways, and my arm went sideways, and I touched the big, stone penis.

Cheers erupted in the room. Suddenly the monks were laughing and clapping each other on the back.

“Hey,” I blurted, trying to sit up straight. “I didn’t mean to…I meant to choose the cup. I slipped!”

Sweeper said, “Kishnatami know. Now you know. No lie.”

“No…no! I really…”

Misha was suddenly by my side, and she placed her hand over my mouth. “Shhh.”

She helped me stand up and walked me back to the big statue of Kishnatami.

“I’m sorry. I’m dizzy. I can’t walk…”

Right in front of the statue she pushed me. Not hard, but I was unbalanced anyway, and I lay into Kishnatami’s lap. I was over the curve of his crossed legs and looking directly at his groin.

Yes. It was covered by a carved stone loincloth, but, still. It was almost like I could see under the loincloth.

And I saw…I saw…a dick! But like a cartoon over-imposed, I could see…a snatch!

And I understood that Kishnatami could be either, but that I was seeing him as a man.

I tried to get up, but Misha had crawled over me, right into Kishnatami’s lap, and she was sitting, crossed legged, in front of me. holding my hands so I couldn’t stand up.

“Hey!”

She covered my mouth with hers. She kissed me, she swallowed my mouth with hers.

Drunk, dazed, I kissed back.

For a long minute we kissed, then I felt somebody messing with my pants!

“Hey!”

“Shhh!” Misha said, and tried to kiss me.

“But somebody is…”

I tried to stand up, but now, in addition to Misha holding my hands, I felt hands holding my back down.

“Hey!” I struggled and I kicked, but I was weak, and then somebody was holding legs.

And pulling them apart.

And I knew what it was as soon as it touched my brown button.

The dildo.

The stone dick.

“Hey!” I screamed.

But the hands didn’t listen to me. They listened to Kishnatami. They held my legs apart and somebody, probably Sweeper, pushed the stone phallus into me.

I jerked and arched and screamed.

I mean, they didn’t hurt me, they must have used a lot of lube, goat butter or whatever the horny people used up here, but, still, they fucked me!

In and out, stretching me.

Misha held on, kissing me. Her mouth holding mine captive, silencing my screams and cries for help.

And the big penis went inexorably in and out.

Rubbing me, filling me, exciting my nerves, and…and…it started to feel good.

Misha smiled, and I found myself kissing her harder.

“You cum now,” she whispered to me. “Cum last time. Cum for Kishnatami. Then Kishnatami give you gift.”

I was out of it. Drunk on something no drug dealer had ever heard of, spinning through space, my mouth on fire, and I started to feel something. My chest. It was growing.

“Thomas,” she whispered to me in the darkness of Kishnatami’s lap, saying my name for the last time I would ever hear it, or even remember it.

“You choose dick, you get dick. You become woman. But you already chose.”

As time and space coalesced about me I saw the truth. I had been shrinking. Getting smaller. And my chest had been trying to grow. I was growing breasts.

I thought, but what if I had chosen the cup?

Then you fill the cup with semen. You be the dick. She thought back at me.

So if I chose the dildo I got the dildo. I got fucked until I was a woman. And if I chose the cup I would probably be fucking women, until I had filled a cup, and I would be a…a man.

But I had already chosen. She had been feeding me that stuff, probably a super estrogen of some kind, the whole trip, and I had shrunk, and my chest had tried to grow, and…and I had grown weaker. I was no long male strong, but female strong, which was weak comparatively.

See. You understand. Kishnatami understand. Now you understand Kishnatami.

And the stone dildo consumed me, changed me, and I began to cum. Like a woman. I ascended to an ocean of hot desire. I felt the waves washing me, filling me up with woman essence.

Just as the stone dick in my behind filled me up with…Kishnatami’s desire.

And my orgasm went on into the night, and it didn’t end until I was completely changed.


EPILOGUE

My name…I can’t remember my name, but I work in the valley of Sanshasi. I labor in the caves and help grow mushrooms.

Misha…I dimly remember her name…someone who loved me…she has gone again. Out of the valley, looking for people who are ready for the truth of themselves, who are ready to give themselves up to Kishnatami.

I am a woman, and sometimes the men come to me in the night. They all have large cocks. They all spurt much semen. They fill me up and give me so much pleasure.

And I give them pleasure.

And there is no crime here, for we are all feeling pleasurable all the time.

And there are no children. For Kishnatami has not given us that choice.

And I study with Sweeper. I remember his name, but I don’t know from where. I have just always known him.

He teaches me the language of the valley, and sometimes it seems like I am forgetting something…something called English.

But that is okay.

I am learning about Kishnatami, and I looked forward to working deeper in the caves. Once I have completed my training, and can speak the language, I will be allowed to go deeper, past the mushroom farms to where the gold is.

There is much gold there. Clothes and furniture made out of gold. A whole underground cavern, a city of gold, sculptured Gods and Goddesses, and entire buildings made of gold.

It is rich back there, and I would like to see it.

But I can wait, for I have found the true treasure. It is not gold…it is the choice Kishnatami gives us.

Choice. That is the blessings of the Gods, or Goddesses.

And I know that…because I have made my choice.

END
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CHAPTER ONE

I thought Covid was bad, but it was nothing compared to what happened next. It started with planes flying overhead, gaseous clouds trailing after them. The gas spread out, seemed to dissipate into nothing.

I was driving down the street at the time, the top was down on my Mustang, and I was going to Sally Benton’s house. Sally was my honey, and we were going to go to the beach, play in the waves, and then play in each other, if you get my drift.

Then the planes came, flying low, a picture of a Blue Jack Ass laughing on the fuselage. Gas spewed out of the tails of the planes, and everything came apart. I felt faint, but managed to guide my car to the side of the road. I was conscious of an accident down the road, some people weren’t lucky, and then I passed out.

I came to a few minutes later.

I tried to start my car, but it wouldn’t work. So I got out and started walking down the street. There were other people out walking, and no cars were running, so I figured the gas had messed with mechanical things.

But who could it have been? The Russians? The Chinese? But we had early warning systems! No way it could have been either of them.

Engrossed in thought, I wasn’t far from Sally’s house, and I kept putting one foot in front of the other. Then things got weird.

My first clue was my feet. I was wearing athletic shoes, and suddenly they didn’t fit. They just started flopping, and I actually stepped out of one. When I bent over to put it back on and tie the laces tighter, I almost fell over. My clothes were too big.

The first thing that went through my mind was that my clothes had stretched out. I thought that the gas…maybe it was causing the cotton to come apart, and the first stage was that the material got all stretchy.

Then I thought about my shoes. Then I looked at the world, really looked, and realized that I was shrinking.

Then I felt a terrible pain in my groin. I fell on the ground and grabbed my nuts. They hurt, and they felt like they were getting smaller!

At that moment the pain lessened, and I could feel my package. Yep, it was okay…wait a minute! My dick was shrinking! My balls were getting smaller! WTF!

I tried to get up, I tried to feel my package through my now falling off pants. I was honest to God terrified!

The planes! The Gas! My body shrinking! And now my manhood? What was happening to me?

Suddenly a man ran past me. He was shrieking and pulling his hair. I took note that he had really long hair, and he was shrieking like a girl.

Then the pain started in my groin area again, and my chest hurt like I was having a heart attack.

I keeled back over on the ground, puddled into my clothes and passed out. The last thing I remember, before I went unconscious, was: why is hair in my face?

I awoke with hair in my face. Long blonde hair, like my hair, but long.

I just lay where I was, and knew that things were different. I could feel that my body was smaller. I knew this because I was still in my clothes, and my clothes were too big. I was laying in them like they were a puddle.

My shirt was like it was ten sizes too large. The familiar feel of a tight belt was gone. One shoe was gone, and the other felt like I was a child and tried to wear my father’s shoes.

“Ohh,” I groaned. My head hurt, and I felt like I had some kind of dread disease. Bitten by a tetse tetse fly, and changed into a shrinking man.

The confusion, the struggle to understand, went through my head. I tried to sit up, and that’s when I realized the true extent of my problems.

“Oh!” My chest felt like something had been attached to it, and it was dragging me down.

Inside my shirt my hands were free and I felt for my chest.

BOOBS!

I had breasts! I had tits! Bazoombas! Those things that are fun when they’re on girls, but…what were they doing on my chest?

I felt them and tried to understand.

They were big. They were bigger than my girlfriend’s, and she had big ones.

And the nipples…they stood straight up, big as thimbles! And when I touched them a sexual shock went down to my groin.

Through my panic I realized that it felt good. I instinctively  reached to my groin and…MY DICK WAS GONE!

My penis was absent, as were my balls, and all I had was a slender, little slit with big lips, or labias, or whatever they were called.

I felt myself frantically.

Oh, God! What had happened to me?

I was becoming more aware by the second, and I realized that I could see. Light was coming in through the weave of my shirt, and through the neck hole over my head.

I struggled around and examined my body with my eyes.

I was short, and big boobed. I had a vagina. My hair was long and blonde.

Yes. Whatever that gas had done…it had changed me into a girl!

Now, I don’t know why I didn’t freak. I remembered that fellow with the long blonde hair who had run past me screaming. He had freaked. He must have been freaked because he was changing.

I held on. I tired not to freak. I tried to control myself.

I was terrified, my thoughts were scattered and shaken and didn’t make sense. I was trying to cope. But, then, I was always the kind of guy who coped.

When my father had tried to talk me into being a Democrat, I had refused.

When my mother had wept for my soul because I wanted to meditate instead of pray, I had held my ground.

And I was working my way through college, holding down a job, and I was coping.

So I held it together…in a freaking out sort of way.

I began to wiggle. I pushed my hand up through my shirt neck and pulled, and I began to shimmy out of my over sized clothes.

I got my head up, but I couldn’t get my shoulders through. I pushed out of my jeans and stood up.

The world was going crazy.

People were sobbing and crying.

A couple of girls near me were naked. They were looking around like the world had come to an end. Which, of course, it had.

No cars worked.

People were coming out of stores and standing around on the street. A lot of them were girls, like me, in over-sized clothes.

I looked at my car. It just sat there, and I wondered what was wrong with it. Such an odd thought. What’s wrong with the car, when the real problem was what was wrong with me.

I was next to a parking meter. Comparing my height to the meter height I judged that I was about five feet. Not a very tall girl.

I saw my reflection in a store window on the other side of the sidewalk. I looked like a waif. I had big, blue eyes, long eyelashes, smooth, tanned skin.

Well, I had been tanned before, so it stood to reason that I would still retain that tan. I guess.

My shirt was a denim shirt with snaps on the pockets. It hung off my body and exposed one slender shoulder. Under the shirt, I had very large tits. My nipples poked out through the material.

I had been six foot four, and now I was five foot, and the shirt hung to my knees. Almost like a gown, or dress, or something.

And my face was rounder, softer. My hair was a long, golden frazzle. When it had gotten longer it hadn’t grown into a fashionable style. It looked like some cavewoman’s hair.

Unconsciously, wanting order in something in this new and crazy world, I pulled my fingers through my hair. But I needed a good brushing.

People were starting to move around me.

Two girls, small as me, walked past. One was holding up loose pants and the other was wearing a shirt like mine, no pants. Their hair was messy, too, and they were crying and asking each other what happened.

A guy rode past on a bicycle, and he leered at me.

A store keeper came out of an imported cheese store. He looked at me and said, “You better get yourself home, missy.”

Missy. I was ‘Missy’ now. I had been Brad Longstreet. I had been the envy of guys with short dicks, and the guys on my swim team had called me ‘long dick.’

What was I now? ‘Short snatch?’

I know. I know. Measuring a guy by the size of his dick is worse than childish, but when you spend a lifetime being something, and then find that you are not that something, it’s rough.

The old guy from the cheese store had walked down the street and was talking to other people. His advice was good, though, and I headed for Sally’s apartment.

I was too far away from my own, and I was only a couple of blocks. from hers. I figured she could help me sort this mess out.


CHAPTER TWO

“Sally! Sally!” My voice was high pitched, a girl’s voice, and I knocked on her door. Well, actually, I pounded on it. While walking to her apartment I noticed people staring and pointing, and it looked like a couple of guys were even following me.

Normally, I wouldn’t care. But normally I was six foot four and 200 pounds. Normally I would have eaten a couple of punks like those that were falling me up. I was young, strong, practiced in the martial arts, an athlete in good condition. But now I was five feet tall, maybe 120 pounds, and most of that seemed to be centered in the big, round globes on my chest.

“Hold on!” came Sally’s voice, and I sagged against the door in relief.

“Hey! there she is!”

I turned around and looked down the stairs. Three punks, and I do mean punks, were starting up the flight of steps. They were dirty, ragged, and unshaved. They were the kind of men who wore their pants so low you could see their ass cracks.

“Sally!” I yelped, pounding on the door again.

The door opened and I pushed forward, and Sally pushed back! “Get out of here!”

“Sally, it’s me! Brad!” But I was talking to a door that had been slammed in my face.

“Ha! Gotcha!”

The punks were crowding onto the landing and I screamed. I tried to fight, but their hands were everywhere. They groped my tits and pushed me on my back, and I had the sudden and terrible feeling that I was about to lose my virginity. My female virginity. My male virtue had long since passed.

“Feel those titties!”

“I get to fuck her first!”

“I get sloppy seconds!”

I was crying. I couldn’t fight back. I didn’t have the muscles, and they parted my legs and one of them pulled down his pants and moved forward. My eyes widened in horror at the sight of his scabby manhood. It wasn’t big, but it looked diseased and filthy.

“Hey! Asshole!” We all looked up. Sally stood over us and she let loose with a spray of pepper spray.

“Fuck! Hey! OOOOWWW!” The three punks fled down the stairs, tripping and falling and screaming insults.

“Oh, thank God!”

Sally grabbed my arm and hoisted me to my feet. A bit of the pepper spray had gotten me and I was crying. But I was safe. At least, I thought I was.

“I don’t know who you think you are,” she dragged me into the apartment. “But I couldn’t let those assholes rape you.”

“But, Sally, it’s me, Brad!”

“Sit there and don’t move. I’ll get a wet towel for your eyes.”

“I swear! I’m Brad.”

She stopped, turned to me with a big frown. “My Brad is six foot four, a hunk with muscles. You better stop talking right there, sister.”

I tried to calm down then. I was still sobbing, but only lightly, when she came back with a towel. I rubbed my eyes and tried to collect myself, and I finally said.

“I was gassed, by a plane. I managed to stop my Mustang on the side of the road, but I started changing. I shrunk, and I got these…these…big boobs!” I almost shouted as I held them up for her to see.

Sally started to laugh, and I stared at her. “That’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard! Mysterious planes gassing everybody. How come I didn’t change?”

“I don’t know. Maybe because you’re already a girl. But I saw other people change, but not everybody. Just some guys. Not girls. Maybe it doesn’t effect girls.”

She chuckled, “That’s so stupid. You’ll have a fine career as a science fiction writer…if you get the fuck out of my apartment and go somewhere else.” She snarled the last, and I cringed.

I said, “I drive a blue Mustang with a black top. License plate number 1ABH334. I’m in college, the city college, majoring in literature. I have a job teaching surfing.”

She got a mean look on her face. “Have you been stalking Brad?”

I tried again. “I met you when I attended a pep rally. Our team got beat 7 to 6. You like pink underwear, and you have a big, pink teddy bear on your bed. I have to move him every time I spend the night. And you always laugh and say my manhood is threatened. Your mother’s name is Florence, and she’s got Diabetes. We visited her last April, and she asked you ‘How did you ever find such a hunk.’ She—“

Sally slapped me in the face. She was enraged, and she said, “You’ve been spying on us! Nobody could know those things!” She grabbed me by the arm and began pulling me towards the door. She’s a big girl, four inches under my old Brad body, but a foot taller than my ‘Missy’ body.

“But I know them because I was…I am…Brad!”

She yanked open the door and pushed me out. I tripped as I went out and fell on my face. Well, my boobs.

“Oof!” And I looked down twenty steep steps.

“If you ever come back here and I’ll have you arrested!” She slammed the door.

Sniffling, I got to my feet and began walking down the steps. By the time I reached the bottom I was sobbing. My shoulders were shaking, and I descended another short flight of steps to the street.

I didn’t know where to go. I was weak and fragile. I was…a girl! And, realizing this, I sobbed even harder.

I crossed the street slowly, my world destroyed, and headed back towards my Mustang. I turned once, at the far corner, and looked back towards Sally’s apartment. She was standing behind the sliding door on the balcony, and when she saw I was looking up at her she drew the drapes.

I walked up the street, trying to control my emotions, but failing. I reached the street where my Mustang was parked, turned towards it, and saw a tow truck hooking it up.

“Hey!” I ran down the street, then slowed. My boobs were flopping, and they were so heavy it hurt.

“Hey!” I reached the tow truck. “That’s my car!”

The driver was a big fellow wearing dirty overalls. He had a day[s growth of scraggly beard and fleshy features. “Sorry, lady, I got orders to clear the street.”

“But the plane! The gas!”
He frowned. “You show me the keys and I’ll let her down.”

“The keys! They’re in the cup holder in the center console!”

He shook his head and said, “I ain’t got time for this.”

The two truck pulled away from the curb, my beautiful blue Mustang behind it.

I ran behind him, my arms flailing, then I had to slow down again. The boobs were starting to bounce.

And there I stood. Crying, helpless, nowhere to go.

I would have had to walk five miles to get to my apartment. And I didn’t have the keys. And the apartment manager wasn’t going to believe I was me. No way in Hell.

So my run after the tow truck became a trudge. A sad walk of shame. I headed towards Sally’s apartment. Not because I intended going there, but because it was the only place I knew.

I didn’t make it very far, though. I was just too distraught. I sat down on a lawn and just started crying.

And crying.

Seemed like I couldn’t stop.

But, eventually, I did.

And I just sat there and the afternoon whiled away.

Then I saw the three punks again. And they saw me.

I could see their crooked grins from a block away, and I got up and started running. I held my boobs with one arm and ran as fast as I could.

Which wasn’t very fast. As Brad I had a good, long stride, loved to run in 5K and 10K races. And I did pretty well.

As Missy I had short legs, and my chest was a load to carry.

I turned down the street Sally lived on. When I passed her apartment the punks were only 50 yards behind me, and gaining fast.

On the next block they caught me. One of them tackled me, threw me to one side and I slid and rolled across a stubby lawn. Then all three were on me. Again, they groped my breasts. They shoved my legs apart, and the one with the scabby dick was on his knees and pushing forward, and—

“Hey! Asshole!”

We looked up, and Sally was there, and she let loose with the pepper spray again. They scrambled back but she didn’t let up. She kicked one of them between the legs. He leaped into the air and fell, then scrambled to his feet and ran away with his hands cupping his testicles. She kicked another one in the butt, and he sprawled, then scrambled to his feet and kept running. Then she turned and came back towards me.

I cringed and tried to back away from her. My hands scrabbled at the grass and my eyes were wide with fear. She squatted in front of me.

“It’s okay. I know who you are.”

“You…you do?” Again, I couldn’t stop crying.

She held out her hand.

“Yes. Now let’s get you safe, and I’ll tell you what happened.” I put out my hand, and she took it and helped me to my feet. Then she put an arm around my shoulders and walked me back to her apartment.

“It’s on all the news. We can watch it in a sec, but let me give you the capsule version.” She washed my forearm, which had rashed when the punks had tackled me.

“The United States has been attacked. The enemy flew overhead and sprayed everybody with gas. We haven’t found out where the planes came from, but apparently the gas turned certain men into girls. Here, this will sting.”

She dabbed my scrape with hydrogen peroxide. As a guy I would have laughed. As a girl I flinched.

“You want to eat something?”

“Sure.”

She went to the kitchen and put together a grilled cheese sandwich with sliced hot dogs and pieces of onion. The smell was delicious.

“Why don’t you turn on the TV?”

I sat on the couch and watched the newsies describe the tragedy.

“…unknown assailants…”

“…not sure why certain males have changed…”

“…reports are still coming in…”

It was a whole lot of nothing.

Sally brought me the grilled cheese, and then watched while I ate it.

“I can’t believe it,” she said, as I licked my fingers. “You eat the same way as Brad. The way you move…it’s girly, but it’s also Brad.”

“But I’m so short!” I protested.

She smiled a wan smile. “And stacked. I guess being hung as a man must have transferred over to being stacked as a woman.”

I looked down at my boobs. They were big.

I started to cry.

Sally slid over next to me and put an arm around me. I turned my face into her and cried tears over her boobs.

“It’s okay. We’ll figure this out.”

After a while I snuffled out and moved back a little. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be. You’ve had the shock of all shocks. That you’re still sane says something about you.”

Outside it was full dark. The TV sound was off and the flashing images cast flickers of light over us.

“What now?” I asked.

“Now? Now we sleep. You need to rest. Tomorrow you’ll be more relaxed, able to think, and we can make a plan. Maybe the stupid TV will actually say something intelligent by then.

Suddenly, I was shy. “Where do I…I mean…”

“Where do you sleep?” she had a wry grin on her face.

I nodded.

“You’ll sleep in my bed. Same as you always have. Come on.”

She took my hand and led me into her bedroom. She had a big bed and she looked at me and said, “Which side does Brad sleep on.”

“Nearest the door. He wants to protect you in case anybody breaks in.”

She nodded, a small smile on her face. “Don’t mind me, I’ll be quizzing you every once in a while, making sure you remember. You have to remember that this is all pretty weird to me, too.”

I nodded, and I stood there, not knowing what to do.

“You want to sleep with Pinkie?”

I looked at her teddy. He was huge, big as me.

“I guarantee, you’ll feel safe and protected. Pinkie is a bad ass. Come on, take that shirt off and get in.”

Slowly, I pulled my big shirt off and slid under the covers. Sally pushed me a little, all the way over. “You can sleep between me and Pinkie tonight.”

I cuddled up to Pinkie, then turned over. Sally had turned out the lights and was going back into the living room.

“Where are you going?” I had fear in my voice.

She turned. “I need to do a little work. I want to watch the news some more. I’ll come to bed in a half. And when you wake up tomorrow morning, if you wake up before me I might not be here. I have to do a little shopping. Okay?”

“Okay,” I whispered back.

“Good. Say hello to Pinkie now, and sweet dreams. Every thing is going to be all right.”

Then she gently closed the door and I was alone in the darkness. Except for a big, pink teddy bear.

I turned to him, and his button eyes glinted in the low light. Funny thing, as Brad I dismissed the idea of a teddy bear being a comfort. That was for kids. But now…now things were different. I slid over, and reached past his arms. I snuggled into his grasp, and Sally was right. There was something living and warm and protecting about the big guy.

I slept.


CHAPTER THREE

I awoke at ten in the morning. I had slept straight through, which was logical because of the shock to my system. For a moment I just lay in bed. Secure in the arms of Pinkie the Great. I felt my body. I felt my tits. Yes, they were still big. Double DDs, maybe larger. I had a much smaller chest size, so my boob size…I would have to measure. And I would have to measure height and weight. I needed to see what I had to work with.

Though, to be sure, I felt healthier than all get out.

I even felt a little horny, and that was weird.

Girls get horny different than guys. I had heard people say that, but now it was real. Instead of getting a white hot boner, I had a slow build up of heat, but it was as undeniable as a hard on.

I reached down and felt my snatch. Oh my God! It felt just like a girl’s pussy!

I touched around my vagina. I felt the lips, and then the clitoris, and a sexual shock went through me. I quickly withdrew my hand. I felt like a 12 year old, discovering something dirty. Then I realized I wasn’t 12. I was grown up, and I could ditch all the societal conditioning. Sex was good.

But I still chickened out. Simple truth? I was afraid.

I couldn’t believe how afraid I was. The body was so small. It was…sexy, and that freaked me out. I was used to lusting after, not being lusting for.

Having to pee, I got up and went into the bathroom, and that was an adventure.

As a guy I just whip it out and hose it.

But as a girl…I had to actually sit down! How inconvenient!

Then, I had to figure out where to put the urge, what muscle to tighten, before any pee came out.

I finally figured it out, and sighed in relief as I heard the delicate tinkle. As opposed to the heavy stream. Weird.

I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. I was beautiful Maybe a little round in the hips, but the size of my breasts balanced it all out. I leaned forward and examined my skin. Female skin. Fine and bronzed by the sun.

But my hair was a fucking mess. And my eyebrows…I suddenly realized why girls pluck them. I looked like I had caterpillars crawling over my eyes.

“Brad?”

“Yes,” and my voice freaked me out. It was high pitched. Girly as all get out, but I was unaccustomed to being a soprano. I went back into the bedroom. Sally was poking her head in the door. I suddenly felt embarrassed. I had no clothes on, and the only clothes I had was the shirt I wore the day before, and it was dirty and grass stained and even ripped.

“I thought I heard you stirring. Come on in. Breakfast is ready.”

I looked at the shirt, picked it up and looked at it in disgust.

“Oh, don’t bother with that. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

“Just come out…naked?”

She laughed. “Remember, I’ve seen you naked before.”

“But not like this!”

She entered the room then. She was wearing jeans and a sweat shirt, and I envied here in that moment.

She took my hands and looked me in the eyes. I was so scared I almost flinched, but I managed to look back.

“Honey, you’ve been changed, and we’re going to have to go through some changes, and we start right now. You may never be embarrassed in front of me. Got it?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I’ll never be embarrassed in front of you.”

“Excellent. Now come on.” She tugged my hand and led me into the living room. The breakfast nook was on the other side, and she led me, bouncing boobs and all, to the table. “Sit.”

I sat, and she served me sausage and biscuits. And poured a glop of syrup on everything. My favorite…when I was Brad.

The smell hit me then, and I realized I was starving.

Well, of course. Going through a body change like I had had probably taken a lot of energy.

“Oh my God! Thank you.” And I dove into that breakfast like it was my last meal.

Sally sat down opposite me and watched me. And I kept raising my eyes to look at her.

I was Brad. Brad had loved Sally. I loved Sally. But everything was so…weird.

“I love watching you eat.”

“I put in mouth. I chew. I swallow. I don’t understand.”

She laughed. “How Brad you are.” Then she sobered. “And we have to talk about that.”

“About what?”

“The TV. It’s going crazy.”

I frowned.

“The news is saying people who have changed have to be rounded up. They say it’s a health crisis, that you might infect somebody. So they’re rounding up all the people who have changed into girls and taking them to a big Walmart that they changed into a FEMA camp.”

I blinked. “I read about that!”

“What?”

“Before the planes gassed me. I read that the government was making refugee camps and they were going to round up all the Republicans and lock them up.

Sally smiled. “I had forgotten what a conspiracy nut you were.”

“But doesn’t this sort of prove it?”

“It proves that the government is over reacting, and it means we have to protect you.”

“How do we do that?”

“First, all the girls being rounded up are easily recognized because they don’t know how to be girls. They have bushy, untrimmed  eyebrows. They don’t know how to care for their hair. They don’t know the first thing about make up, and…Lord, the clothes they’re wearing!

I sort of slumped in on myself. “That describes me to a T.”

“It won’t in an hour.”

“Huh?”

“We’re going to teach you how to be a woman. No way they’re going to take my boyfriend and lock him…” she stopped. It hit us both.

We stared at each other for a long minute. I almost broke out in tears when I blurted: “But I’m not your…your boyfriend!”

She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine. “You are, and you aren’t. And we’ll figure that all out. Right now you have to follow my directions; I’m in charge if we’re going to make this work.”

I nodded. It was a jerky sort of a nod, but it was agreement.

“So, first things first, what is your name?”

“Missy,” I blurted.

Sally was surprised at how quickly I had answered. “You’ve been thinking about this?”

“No. It’s just that when I first changed an old guy came out of a store and he said something like, ‘You’d better go home, Missy,’ or something like that. And from that moment I just started thinking of myself as a Missy.”

Sally nodded. “I like that. Intuitive and logical, and…” she moved her head and inspected me, “It sort of fits you.”

By now I was finished eating, and I realized something else. “Eating makes you feel fat, doesn’t it.”

She grinned. “And if you eat like that every day you’re going to get fat. Consider that your last meal.”

That statement sort of made me sad. As Brad I was used to eating anything and everything, and seconds and thirds. Now I was going to have to, what? Eat salads? Eat like a bird.”

Sally giggled at the expression on my face. “You look like you lost your best friend.”

“I think maybe food was my best best friend.”

“Well, you’ve got me now. We’re not only boy friend girlfriend…we’re girlfriend girlfriend, and it’s time to save your bacon.”

“Oh, don’t mention that word! It makes me hungry all over again.”

She just smiled, got up and put the dishes in the sink. “I went shopping while you were sleeping. I knew we were going to have to do this. Are you ready for the new you?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“Try not to look so happy, okay?”

She led me to the couch, and a half dozen bags.

“What’s this?”

She opened the bags and poured out clothes. And undergarments. and in one small leather sack with a fancy name on it was make up.

“Oh my gosh!”

“You remember when you lent me your credit card? Told me I could keep it if I ever had an emergency?”

I looked at her.

“This was an emergency. So I not only spent freely, I took out $800. You’re going to need cash, and the TV is telling everybody to be aware of girls who don’t have the correct IDs. Since you no longer match your picture…” she shrugged.

“Oh, oh. Thank you.” I held up garment after garment and inspected it.

“I’m pretty good with sizes, so most everything should fit. Are you ready?”

I wasn’t. Sally had been so kind, and I was so messed up, I just bent my head down and started sobbing.

“What? What?” She slid across the couch to me and hugged me.

“You’re so good. Doing all this for. Taking care of me.”

“Heck, you would have done for me. In fact, you were definitely on the track to taking care of me…for the rest of my life.”

I hugged her back, and cried all over her sweat shirt, and was embarrassed. Finally, she moved back, put up a hand with the sleeve of the sweatshirt clutched in her fingers. She began wiping the tears, and it hit.

Like a boner.

That connection.

That magic.

I felt it, and was confused, it was more girly than I had experienced as Brad, but she got it right away.

“Oh…”

And we stared at each other.

Horny.

And this big barrier between us, at least in my mind. I was a girl now. How could we…?

She placed her hand along side my jaw. Her hand felt so much bigger now, and she gazed into my eyes. “I’ve been wondering about this.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Shush now. We needed to address this some time, why not now?”

“But I’m a girl, and—“

“And I have been wondering what it would be like to kiss you.”

I froze. I was a girl, but in my mind there was so much male, and the heat generated by my groin, and my heart, it was taking over me.

“So we’re going to find out.”

“What?”

“This.” She leaned forward and placed her lips on mine.

My heart suddenly felt like somebody had booted it up into my throat.

Our eyes were wide and wondering.

And her lips felt so good. In fact, they felt better to me as a female than they had to me as a male. And I realized that girls are built differently.

Oh, not just the dick and tit stuff, but in the way their nervous system works. They are so much more sensitive. And now I was sensitive, and I felt the perfection of her lips on mine, and I felt like I had been thrown in a washing machine and was spinning dry.

Our eyes were still open, shock and aw, and she reached up and held my boob.

I jerked slightly, but it was good. Then she palmed my boob, rubbed her soft hand across my nipples. It was like electricity blowing out my chest, and suddenly I knew what girls meant when they talked about being ‘wet.’

We parted, and we stared at each other. I have never been so hungry in my life.

“Fuck,” she breathed softly on me. “I’m not a lesbian, but this is amazing.”

“I…I…” And then I kissed her again, and this time we closed our eyes and lost ourselves in each other. Feeling the texture, the smoothness. Our tongues did a short dance, and then we broke for air. And we were both gasping, and we started laughing.

She took my hand and led me into the bedroom. “I’ve never made love to a woman. I think I may have been missing something.”

We lay on the bed, on our sides, facing each other, and we explored each others bodies.

She was taller, more muscular, her long black hair was like spun silk.

I was rounder, and my boobs were bigger, and my hair was an unruly splashing waterfall.

Together, there was a certain yin and yang to us. Whereas I had once been aggressive, the alpha, now she was in control. She was bigger and stronger, and it was only natural that she would assert herself.

We kissed, and we felt each others tits, and finally she lowered her hand to my pussy.

Now I gasped. I was scared, and fascinated, and helpless under the sensations rocking me.

She smiled as she looked down on me, playing with one nipple and tickling my clitoris. “This is so weird…but so right.”

“Oh, God,” was all I could manage to say. She knew about sex. I didn’t. Not in this body.

She slid down the bed, separated my legs, and began to lick. Her tongue was long and talented, and she knew how to use it. She took long licks at first, right up my slit, and I could feel the roughness of her tastebuds, I was now that sensitive. Then she latched on to my clitoris and began to suck it.

I was going crazy, and not in a slow and lackadaisical manner. I clutched her hair, and she had to tell me not to pull. Then I held her head, too hard, but all she did was giggle.

And then I felt the beginning of creation. I felt it as God separated the deep and caused a spark to come into existence. My hips were lurching, out of control, and she had to put weight on me to hold me still. And the heat became white hot. Not a quick explosion, like Brad had had, but a slow turn up of the juice, raising me up like a wave, higher, and higher, and then I fell over the edge. I felt like I was surfing in the sun, and life had ended, and God was standing right in front of me, waiting to lead me into paradise.

And then it all started to speed up, and I became aware that I was crying out words. Utter nonsense, but it had all made sense now that I had shaken hands with God.

I collapsed.

Sally crawled back up to my side. “Holy God damn!” She said. “I have never seen anybody shoot off like that?”

“I…no…I…”

She laughed. “Man, you are truly a fuck. You are like sexually a bomb and you blew up!”

Slowly, I began breathing again, and I realized that I was in the world.

“Okay, girlfriend. It’s my turn.”

Oh, that was easy. As Brad I was quite good at eating pussy., and now I had had the experience of being eaten out I knew what to do, and about ten times better.

I slid down, pulled my hair out of the way, and began to duplicate what she had done. I spent a long time just licking her slit, my hands reaching up to play with her nipples.

She was breathing, and her hips were moving, and after a long time, a time in which she actually begged me to hurry up, I began to nibble on the clitoris.

“Ah!” she groaned. “At last!”

“Yes, at last, but I wasn’t going to let her off so easy. This girl had to  do some real suffering before I exploded her.

The clitoris is like a little cone, and I took my time, sucking on it, swirling it with my tongue, and reaching up and rubbing it with my finger.

Now she wasn’t talking, unless guttural grunts and moans count as some kind of language. And I guess they do, and I started marking my progress by how much nonsense I could make her spew.

“Ah…Gah…please…oh…hunh hunh…” On and on she went, her hips bucking, her back arching. She had gripped my hair, but just held on. She didn’t pull it like I had, and I marveled at her presence of mind.

Then she said: “The dresser! The dresser!”

Curious, I opened a drawer and saw…DILDO!

There was a tangle of straps, it was a strap on, but I didn’t bother with that. That would come later. Right then I just grabbed the dildo and touched it to her pussy lips.

She went wild. She was crying now, actually crying, little tears leaking out of her closed eyes. “Fuck me! Like Brad! Don’t be gentle!”

I slid it in, softly, but she kept moaning and groaning, so I began to wiggle it around, to jam it in and corkscrew it out.

I had her so warmed up so it didn’t take long. She yelled something I couldn’t understand and all her muscles arched up and froze. Just her hips jerked then, again and again. Her mouth was open and her eyes were closed, and she spasmed uncontrollably.

For a whole minute.

Then she started to come down.

Finally, breathing hard, gasping, she muttered. “Fuck!”

Then another minute passed, and she was able to speak, and she pulled me up and spoke into my face. “Brad, or Missy, or whoever the hell you are. That was fucking amazing!”

We started to laugh then. The sheer joy of perfect sex does that to you, makes you laugh. Though I hadn’t known that before.

Before I had been Brad, and I had tried to be considerate, especially in sex, but I hadn’t known what I was doing. Nobody does…until they’ve been both sexes.


CHAPTER FOUR

First, she sat me down and spruced me up.

Getting my eyebrows plucked wasn’t fun, but when she was done I had nice, little arches over me eyes. It framed my eyes, made me ten times neater, and it was just the start.

Long hair takes work. A lot of work. We jumped in the shower and washed and shampooed and conditioned…and then she put big curlers in my hair.

I was half freaked. I had seen women do this but to have it done to myself…that was weird.

Then, make up. And, man, this was an education. I mean, washing the skin, moisturizing the skin, laying a foundation, putting in blush, the eyelids, the lips…it was too much!

Funny, she did it in literally seconds for her self. Split splat splot, and her face looked like Rembrandt had done it. When I tried it, however, oh, Lord! Too much, too little, brush this way and not that, too hard, too soft, too tight, too loose…it was like trying to paint a bird in flight.

But, after an afternoon of playing around, I was getting the idea. Oh, she had to help me, and I mean a lot, and she would have to continue to help me, but I was learning.

But, once done, I was amazed when looking at myself in the mirror.

“That can’t be me!” I muttered.

She grinned. You must have good genes, because you were handsome as a man, and now you’re gorgeous as a woman.

Then the curls came out, and she dressed me, and…wowie! I gave me a hard on! Or, I would have, if I still had a dick.

I was wearing culottes, a bra that lifted me right up into the stratosphere, and a sweat shirt.

A plain old sweat shirt, with the collar cut off so it hung slightly to the side and exposed one shoulder, and the bottom cut off to expose my midriff.

“Ooh, ooh!” she exclaimed, studying the final product. “We need to get your belly button pierced!”

“No way!”

“Way! It will set your skin off and make it extra golden. Besides, we have to pierce your ears, anyway. Can’t you just see a line of diamonds hanging from your lobs?”

She brushed my hair back with one hand, and suddenly we looked at each other. We had been playing with my body all morning, and now we felt the sexual spark hit us.

The spark. The hunger. The magic.

The desire to nibble on clit and use that dildo and suck on tit and—

“Not now,” she said, disappointment in her voice.

“Why?”

“We just spent all morning making you up, and now you want to mess it all up? Sex is a dirty business, girlfriend. Besides, we have to go out.”             

Panic set in. She could see it in my wide eyes.

“Don’t worry. I’ll coach you on how to act. We can pull this off.”

“But the TV, it said I would be arrested and put in a…a refugee camp!”

“Not if you don’t look like a cavewoman, and you don’t. You look like a woman who has been a woman forever. And with a little attitude, you’re going to knock ‘em dead.”

But I wasn’t sure.

“Besides, we have to.”

“Why?”

“We have to rescue your car.”

And she was right. My poor blue Mustang, my pride and joy that let me ride amongst the peasants with the top down and the wind blowing my surfer hair…I needed it!

We showed up at City Tow, which did all the towing for the city, and walked into the front office.

As a guy I wouldn’t have noticed, but it was filthy. There were dirty thumbed magazines strewn on the couch, including car mags and porn mags. There was a layer of dust over everything. There was a refrigerator that was full of so much old food it had mold growing around the edges of the door. And grease. There was grease on EVERYTHING!

I looked around distastefully. “Are men really this dirty?”

“Were you?”

“Not this dirty!”

She just laughed.

Then an old bald man came to the window. He was grouchy, looked like half a heart attack, and, of course, dirty. He had grease down one cheek, his clothes were filthy, and he looked like he was hung over.

“I’d like Brad Longstreet’s Mustang brought up.”

He looked at me. And then he looked at me.

I thought Sally had prepared me, but she had only prepped me by half.

“Hey, baby.” And the slob actually drooled.

Sally nudged me. I spoke most haughtily. “I’m his sister. I was driving it when one of your morons towed it, and I want it back.”

“Well, I, uh,” he looked at a computer screen, “yeah. But I need to release it to him.”

“I’m his sister. He lent it to me. Don’t make me get a cop.”

He blinked. But he didn’t get mad. Sally had told me that no man would ever get mad at me. It wasn’t in their DNA.

“Well, I don’t know. I could get in trouble.”

Sally nudged me again. She had told me to be haughty, and when he showed any resistance, to go soft on him.

I sighed. I pursed my lips in frustration, and they were red and plump and delicious.

He licked his lips.

I put one hand on my hip struck a pose.

His eyes lowered to my breasts.

I sighed.

He looked up.

Then I opened up the big, baby blues on him.

“I know you’re busy. And I know this is such an imposition.”

Sally nudged me one last time, and I did the unthinkable. I placed my small, soft hand on top of his gnarly, dirty one.

Oh, geez. The slob melted like a popsicle thrown into an oven. You could just see his face transmogrify.

“Maybe you could help me out? Just this once?”

My eye lashes fluttered like butterflies on a spring day.

“Well, yeah. sure. I can do that.”

And then the most astounding thing happened.

“Heck, I can even waive the charges.”

I could feel Sally suck in her breath behind me.

Then, two minutes later, he was handing me the keys, and sliding his pudgy, greasy palm over my delicate flower of a hand. I had to do everything in my power not to jerk away from him…I was a guy, dammit! But, then, was I?

“Oh! My! God!” blurted Sally, as we drove down the street. “Did he just waive a four hundred dollar towing fee for you?”

“So I did good?” I stupidly asked.

She laughed, and then pounded on the dash. “Girl friend! You got the magic in you! I have NEVER seen a man fall that hard. And believe me, I have done what you did a lot. But when you did it…” she shook her head.

“So I did good!”

She just laughed.

We drove down the main drag, and I had my first inkling of what was really happening in the world.

We saw two police cars at the side of the road, picking up distraught looking females. Females who hadn’t had the good fortune to be rescued by their girlfriends.

We saw a girl hiding in some bushes, and another one walking fast down the street, leaving a wake of pointing people.

Yes, people who had been changed by the gas were being picked up and locked away.

“Wow!” I said, observing the pursuits and arrests. “You weren’t kidding.

“The TV wasn’t kidding. We need to go home and catch up on the news.”

And it was true. We had spent so much time making me over that we had neglected basic reconnaissance on the enemy. And I did consider the police, and anybody who was locking up small, disheveled girls as the enemy.

It was the Republican in me. I believed in courts of law and due process. I believed everybody had basic rights. But what was going on abrogated all that.

People rounded up without charges, under the guise of sickness. But was it sickness? Or was it some kind of gas weapon?

So we drove to a Chinese take out, made some jokes about ‘cream of sum dum guy,’ and went home with a couple of cartons of orange chicken and rice.

Then eating with forks, the heck with those stupid chopsticks, we sat down in front of the boob tube and relaxed.

And I had to learn to eat with lipstick, and she promised to give me lessons on how to touch up my make up after a meal. Frustrating.

And the news said:

More news on the attack on our country. No other country has stepped forth and claimed responsibility, but suspicious run high that it was the Russians.

“Of course,” I murmured. “It’s always the Russians.”

The news went on…

Apparently, there is an actual difference in DNA when it comes to belief systems.

Sally and I jerked our heads and looked at each other, then swiveled back to the TV.

People afflicted by this new disease are all male, and all Republicans. Scientists claim that…

I was on my feet and yelling at the TV. Sally was still sitting, but she had a hold on my wrist and was pulling me down.

“There’s no such thing! that’s impossible! You can’t tell the difference between a Republican and a Democrat like that!”’

“It’s okay…it’s okay. Be quiet. Neighbors.”

I came to myself. I turned to Sally and spoke in a lower voice. “That’s impossible.”

“Is it?”

And I stopped. Her calm voice was the voice of reason. I was a Republican, and I was now a girl. And a lot of men hadn’t been affected. Were they Democrats?

“It’s impossible.” but now I wasn’t sure.

“Let’s call your father.”

“Why?”

“He’s a Democrat. A vocal one. If he hasn’t changed…”

“I can’t talk to him like this. He won’t recognize my voice.”

“I’ll talk to him. He knows me. All you have to do is listen.”

I stared at her for a long minute, then nodded.

She took my cell phone and pulled up the contacts and hit my father’s number.

“Hi, Brad.” His voice was his normal gruff male voice.

“Hi, Mr. Longstreet. It’s Sally.”

“Hi, Sally. what’s up? Why are you calling me on Brad’s phone?”

“He’s out right now, and he thinks he lost his phone. But it was stuck in my cushions. If he calls can you tell him I’ve got it?”

“Sure.”

Then, Sally glanced at me, and I knew she had had a thought. “What do you think of all this disease stuff going around?”

My dad’s voice changed tenor, became a little more no nonsense.

“Damn Republicans got what’s coming to them.”

“I know! Do you know anybody who got changed?”

“I’ve been on the phone the last few hours. It seems the news is right on. Men are changing into women, and from what I’ve been told every last one of them was one of those damned Republicans.”

“Well, it sure is weird,” Sally said, and then she wiggled out of the conversation. “Oh, I’ve got to pick up a friend at the college.”

“Oh, sure. We’ll talk again. And you make sure you don’t go near any of those damned Republicans.”

“I sure won’t.” And then she hung up and looked at me.

“Oh my God.” I whispered. And, “I still think it’s impossible.”

“But the impossible seems to be happening.”

“But…but what will we do?”

She had no answer. And I had no answer, or I wouldn’t have asked the question.


CHAPTER FIVE

“You need to learn about dick.”

“Dick? Who’s he?”

“Dick. Penis. Meat pole. Cock. Long dong. Pussy Pleaser.”

I raised a hand, “Okay. I get it. But I’ve had a dick…so what are you going to teach me that I don’t already know?”

“How to take one.”

I grew silent at that.

“Look, you did well today with that gorilla at the tow garage, but what if things go further? What if you need to suck somebody? Or fuck somebody?”

“Why would I do that?”

“Maybe to get your way…maybe because you want to.” She shrugged. “At any rate, tonight’s lesson is going to be about how to fuck a cock. And suck it, of course.”

“So I have to use my…my vagina?” I was aghast. I had had it played with, and finger banged, and sucked. And I had peed through it, but this was way further than that.

“You have to learn how to use that pussy. For fun or profit. Hopefully for fun…with profit.”

“But that means putting a dick into my pussy!”

“You betcha.”

“You’re not going to have some guy fuck me, are you?”

She laughed, “Oh, puh-leeze. We’re just going to use my dildo. A little strap on action, if you get my drift.”

“Oh.” The odd thing was that I actually felt a little disappointment. Oh, I didn’t want dick, but there was a fascination for the unknown, and even though the idea of having some slob stick his penis in me was…scary. It was also…possible. But I would have to overcome certain male elements of my personality. And, truth, I didn’t know if I wanted to do that.

In my mind of minds I wanted my own dick back. I mean, this girl stuff was blowing my mind. But when one has been a stud for a couple of decades it’s hard to give that up.

“So what do we do?”

“Well, first I have to get a few things to stretch you out. I could start with a turkey baster, but we’re going to want to work up to a baseball bat, or maybe the head of a golf club.”

My eyes went wide, my jaw dropped. Stupid me, I believed her.

She began laughing and laughing. “I really had you. A golf club! And you believed me!”

I looked sheepish. “Well, I’m new to this fucking stuff.”

“You did all right when you were a man.”

I shrugged, and liked the compliment.

“Okay, first things first, we’re going to relax you. Let’s have a drink, maybe make out a little, then I’ll give you a massage, complete with dicking, and then we’ll give you the real dicking, strap on style.”

It sounded overwhelming to me, like everything I was reading in a porn magazine was coming true at the same time. But I said, “Okay.”

So Sally poured us a couple of tequilas, and we put out some salt and lemons, Sally didn’t have any limes, and we stared at each other, and we couldn’t help but grin.

We licked the back of our hands and put salt on it. the salt adhered. We each picked up a shot glass and tossed the liquor down our throats. It burned, it whooshed, and we grabbed for the slices of lemon like they were fire hoses and we were on fire, which is an apt analogy.

“Whoa!”

“Yeah!”

Another shot, and we could feel the potent brew roiling in our stomaches. I wondered how much liquor this smaller body I had could take. Then I had a thought.

“I’ve got another way of drinking tequila.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, hold on.” I ran in the other room, grabbed a tube of lipstick, it happened to be bright red, my favorite color, and ran back.

“Watch.” I applied the lipstick, thick, then I poured a little salt on a saucer, and pressed my lips against the saucer. Sally stared at the white granules on my lips. She was absolutely fascinated.

“Now,” I spoke carefully, lisping, trying not to lose any of the salt. “Take a sip, a small sip, then kiss the salt off my lips. When it gets to be too much you can quit and go for the lemon.

“You’re kidding,” but she was already moving forward. She moved her face close to mine, sipped a half shot, and pushed her lips against mine. I could feel the salt sliding between our lips. I could feel her tongue lapping, trying to get some salt. I could feel a bit of tequila seeping out of the corner of her mouth. I grabbed her by the hair and licked at the tequila, not wanting to waste a drop.

Then she pushed me away and slammed a wedge of lemon into her mouth. Tears were coming from her eyes. Her mouth was red with my lipstick, and she was…what kind of word can I use to describe her feelings? Blown out? Enraptured? Captivated?

I don’t know, but she was looking at me as with new eyes. Eyes of respect.

“Where did you ever learn that?” She finally managed to ask. She was fanning her mouth and breathing hard. Her chest was heaving, and it wasn’t just from the drink and lack of breathing while we kissed. It was horniness, pure and simple.

“I knew a girl who read a book. It was in the book. The book was called ‘The Bomber’s Story.’ So I tried it.”

Suddenly, her eyes thinned. “With who? With that girl?”

My mouth opened but I didn’t say anything. Then I squeaked out, “This was before I met you.”

She gave me the eye, but she was laughing, too. Everybody has a life before their life.

“Okay, your turn.”

She applied lipstick, pressed her lips against the salt, and got ready for me.

I too a small sip, then attacked her lips. I licked, I sucked, I tasted her. I ‘drank’ Sally.

And she ate me up right back. She caught some of the dribble of tequila from my mouth, and then I had had enough. It was too hot, I needed relief, and I grabbed a lemon wedge and sucked it like it was the last canteen in the desert.

Sally laughed, her eyes were alight with fire and tequila, and she handed the lipstick to me.

We drank like that for a half hour. Laughing and giggling, our faces turning bright red around our mouths, being too drunk to care.

Surprisingly, we only drank maybe a quarter of the bottle. Little sips go a long way, but we were loopy as all get out.

So we lay in each other’s arms and kissed. And occasionally put fresh lipstick on, and occasionally sipped straight from the bottle. And we were too drunk to need salt or lemon.

Finally, stoned on love and guava piss, we stood up, swayed, held each other’s hands, and retired to the boudoir.

I sat on the bed, brushed my hair out of my eyes, and watched as she took out her dildo and handed it to me.

It looked huge to me. “I can take all of this?”

“I can, and, to tell the truth, Brad’s dick was about this size. In fact, this is why I bought it. It’s like Brad’s.”

I giggled as I heft the big, purple tool. “We’re talking about me as if I’m a separate person.”

Sally smiled, but didn’t say anything. But what was there to say? Deep currents were running here. We were a man and a woman, and a woman and a woman, and we were lesbians, and we were going to perform hetero sex.

“Lay back,” she said, and she pushed me back on the bed.

I fell back, laughing, and grabbed my boobs when they moved around on my chest.

She sat down next to me. “Spread,” and she pushed my knees apart.

For a second I resisted that simple command, then I gave in. I was a consenting adult, and I spread my legs.

“Nice,” she said. And she ran a finger up my slit.

I jerked from the sexual charge that resulted. I felt like electricity was gobbling up my innards.

She switched hands, held the dildo in one hand, and placed the other hand on my snatch. She spread my labia and began trailing the dildo over my flesh.

We were laughing, drunk, and then we were not laughing, and it was serious, but we were still drunk.

“These are the labia,” she leaned forward and sucked the lip on one side of my pussy, then the other.

“This is the clitoris.” She sucked on it, then she drew back and used her fingers to push it around.

I groaned and tilted my hips in want.

“Now, you’ve got to be wet. So make the man eat you. You can’t rely on just your own juices, or his little drizzle of pre-cum.”

“Make him eat me,” my tones were awed. The sensations were making me grow weak and my groin heat up.

She licked me then, sucked noisily, and slobbered. Then she backed up and said, “Okay, let me know if it hurts.”

She began to insert the dildo into me.

I gasped, and she stopped. “Hurt?”

“No, God no!”

She smiled and pushed it a little further, and then it stopped. Which is to say she stopped because the dildo hit an obstruction.

“I thought so,” she murmured. “Hold on.” She ran into the bathroom and came out with a fluffy towel. “Lift your hips,” and she slid the towel under me.

“What?”

“You’ve got a hymen.”

“A…a cherry?”

“Yes, and it’s going to pop, and there’s going to be a little blood.”

“Oh.” And I was worried, but too drunk to give credence to my worry.

She began to work the dildo into me again, but she was slow, and she wiggling it and corkscrewed it, feeling for the hymen. The tip of the dildo suddenly stopped, and I could feel a very, very slight pain, and resistance.

“We could do this like ripping a band aid off fast,” she spoke conversationally. “But I want you to love sex with your new pussy.”

I was groaning and moaning, and even pushing my hips, and hymen, into her hand.

“Easy, now.”

“It’s just too…too—“

She leaned up to me and kissed me, a slow, tender kiss, and it calmed me down. I realized that I wanted the pleasure, but not the pain, and I was getting both. I had to relax, to let her do me the right way. And, with that realization my hymen broke.

I could feel the thin membrane separate, and the dildo slide through, and it didn’t hurt, but I felt a gush of liquid shooting down my channel.

“There we go. Got it. You’re bleeding.”

I lay there, she didn’t move the dildo, and it felt big inside me, and we stared at each other. And I hadn’t realized how big such a thing could be.

Now I was a woman. I was full and complete, even though it was with fake dick, and I had bled for my enlightenment.

After a minute Sally wiped my thighs with the towel. Then dropped the towel on the floor. “Okay, it’s still going to be messy, but are you ready to experience dick?”

My eyes were huge, and I nodded and gulped.

She smiled, and she began to work the dildo in and out of me.

I felt it slide in, I felt all the nerves screaming with pleasure. I wanted to hunch over and go into the fetal position with the wonderfulness of it all.

She pulled it out, and I wanted to arch my back, tilt my hips and grab that wonderful cock with my pussy.

In and out, driving me more and more into white hot pleasure. This was different than jilling off, like we had done the previous night. This was real sex. It was hole and cork. Pussy and plow.

She took her hand off my nipple and put it on the bottom of the dildo. “Grab your own tits. Give yourself some pleasure.”

I grabbed for my tits, pulled on the nipples.

She slapped me on the pussy, and I grunted and lurched. I was out of control, and she knew it, and she controlled me, manipulated me, moved me closer and closer to ‘the moment.’

“Oh…fuck…I never…”

She was grinning happily, shoving that big thing into me, yanking it out. Now that I was broken in she was showing no mercy.

I began to make weird sounds, little grunts and even whistles. My hips were lurching, my tits were on fire, and then I felt it start.

My eyes snapped open and I stopped moving. It was like there was a dragon crawling down my sex tube, looking for something to eat, trying to obliterate my awareness and replace it with sublimity. With heaven. With the truth of the universe.

“Oh…OH…OH…!

And it broke over me, my hips convulsed like somebody was shooting electricity through them.

My back arched and my hands went down to my gap, and then I folded in on myself. I just bent in half and held my pussy, and my mind…where was my mind? Oh, yeah, over there, the other side of paradise.

Sally stood up, tossed the bloody towel into the bathroom, and went to her the bed stand and opened the drawer. She pulled out the tangle of straps and began untangling it, then she stepped into it.

I came down sufficient to watch her, but my mind was not registering, or, rather, it was registering, but there was not thought. I was observing without thinking, or judgement or any of those stupid human things.

She took the dildo and fit it into the strap on. As she screwed the dildo into place she grinned at me. “There’s a nub on the back end. So even while I’m fucking you, you’re going to be fucking me. If you’re a good, little bitch…I can get off, too.”

She came to the bed and stood in front of me. “Sit up,” and she took my hand and pulled me upright.

The dildo was right in my face. It was glistening with my juices, there was even a trace of red on it, but I didn’t care. As a prissy bitch I wanted an orderly world, but as a lust hungry wench, I just wanted the world.

“Suck it. Get it wet. You want lubrication, and spit ain’t bad.”

I moved my head forward, was astounded when my lips slid over the head. I held the head in my mouth for a moment, savoring the experience. As a man I couldn’t do this. But as a woman…I had to do it.

“Yeah” Sally whispered, then she reached down and adjusted the strap on slightly. “Gobble me,” she commanded.

I did, and she groaned again. “That’s it. Now suck me. Suck me off. Pretend this is a real dick. Close your eyes and do your duty.”

And I did. I slobbered, and my plump lips slithered up and down, and I took the dick halfway into my mouth.

“Don’t bother trying to deep throat me. That’s takes practice and discipline. That can come with time.”

I nodded, and my head bobbed, and she thrust her hips gently forward, and she held the back of my head and controlled me.

For a long minute I just sucked, getting the feel of the thing, trying to understand what I was doing.

“Okay,” Sally pushed my head away. I looked up at her. “Now lay back and get ready for poppa.”

I lay back, and watched as she pushed my knees apart and crawled up between my legs.

In this moment I was scared again. She was going to fuck me. She was going to put that dick in me, and with her whole weight.

But I was a man! I thought weakly.

Then I felt her arms on each side of me, and the dick touched my pussy. Now not powered by hand, but the whole weight of her body.

Her body, a woman’s body, but now it was being a man’s body. Sally was, for a the moment, a man. And she had something for me.

It was different when she pushed the dick in. It was more powerful, more stable, and it seemed to split me apart.

Not like being inserted, but like being split in two.

Then she was in, and I felt her lying on me. I felt her tits on mine. And we looked in each other’s eyes. And she said, “Brad or Missy. I don’t care. I love you.”

“And I love you.”

And then she began to move. Not small jerks and motions, as if with a hand, but full powered lungings into my core. I felt her hips inside mine.

I grabbed her tits then, and I pulled them, hard.

She groaned. “Oh, you bitch!” And then she laughed and pushed into me hard. So hard I let go of her breasts. And she collapsed on me, laid on me with her whole weight, and it took my breath away and I put my arms around her body and hugged her. I held on for dear life.

“Here we go, baby.”

She began to saw into me. I had no defense. I couldn’t hold on to anything but her, and she drilled into me like a nail into wood. She savaged my hole. She ruptured my soul with her hard love.

I could feel myself draining away, becoming a rag doll to her force, her power.

This is what it feels like when a man takes a woman! I realized. This is fucking! This is what it feels like to give up, to give in, and to take, to accept, a man complete.

And Sally thrust and thrust, so much power, so much love. And the more I gave up, the closer the super nova came.

And it rose up in me, a bright light that obliterated reality and showed me the truth of love. It felt like I was floating in space, and the big dick inside me was a rocket ship, shooting me higher, taking me to places I hadn’t even imagined.

I held on, and then I felt her. The nub on her end of the dildo had worked, and it had gotten her off. Yet I felt sorry for her…as a man. No man could ever hope to understand this completion, this resurrection of pure spirit.

All they could do was spit a little and grunt, and think they had experienced something.

Sally locked up, her back arched, the prick as far into me as it could go, and I could feel her spewing her love out. No seed splatted on my walls, but she emptied her spirit into me.

And, in a way, I felt sorry for me. Because I needed something more than plastic. I really needed a real dick. Hard and fleshy, something to two balls off of, a pointer to the love that rescued the human race from itself.

Then it was over.


CHAPTER SIX

We watched the TV, cuddling on the couch. Kissing each other, and just enjoying ourselves.

The round up of these sick people is proceeding nicely. Citizens are advised to follow the orders of officers engaged in the round up. these heroes are easily recognized by their blue shirts and the logo emblazoned on their backs.

A knock sounded at the front door.

“I’ll get it!” I bounced up and ran around the couch to the door.

“Missy?” called Sally, but it was too late.

I opened the door and was confronted by two ladies in blue shirts. And I was frozen by the logo that wasn’t only on their backs, it was on a patch on their shirt front. It was the Blue Jack Ass in a circle.

Like the plane that had released the gas!

They stared at me, then grinned. From my frozen state that deduced that I was scared, which I was, and that I was a Republican. They jumped forward, and though I tried to get away, they grabbed me and started pulling me out of the apartment.

“Help!” I screamed.

“No help for you, Republican!” one of them sneered at me. Then Sally arrived.

“Get your hands off her you bitches!”

For a second everything was chaos, then Sally had batted their hands away and was standing in front of me like a protective mother. I stared over her shoulder at the two blue jackasses.

“We’re collecting Republicans!” snarled one of them.

“Then go collect them. Missy and I are room mates, have been for years.”

“Then let’s see her license.”

“You can fuck her license. I want the name and number of your supervisor.”

That shut the two jackasses up. They looked at each other, then started to weakly protest. “We’re just doing our job!” “There’s no need to  call our supervisor.”

“Then get the fuck out of here!” Sally moved back, moving me back, and slammed the door in their faces.

Sally and I stood in the hallway and listened. For a second there wasn’t any sound, then we heard their footsteps on the stairs.

“Come on,” Sally tugged me out into the living room. She went and drew the drapes, then drew them back far enough to watch the street.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m watching those bitches. If they stand around and watch the apartment, we have trouble They’re waiting for their supervisor. If they go on about their business then…ah. Here they are.”

I stood next to Sally, and I could see through the crack in the drapes. The two Jack Asses went to a blue van with a circle with a Blue Jackass in it. They seemed to be discussing something, then they headed for an apartment house across the street. shortly we could see them come out, and they moved to the next apartment.

Sally sighed, let the drapes come back together, and turned to me. “That was close.”

“They were going to take me away.”

“Yes, they were. And you, girlfriend, must learn something about women.”

“What?”

“Women are meaner than men. Men get in an argument they talk a lot, they might push, but they tend not to fight. They are physical, and they’ve been in fights, and they don’t want to get hurt.

“Women, however, don’t have that experience. They start fighting, and they let out their claws and they don’t seem to understand that pain is pain.”

“So what should I have done?”

“What I did. Talk tougher. And threaten them with something bigger than they are.”

“Their supervisor.”

“Exactly. They might want to fight, but if you show them a bigger club,” and she shrugged.

I marveled at her explanation. Women are meaner than men. I turned over experiences in my mind. I sorted through the way women were described as ‘catty,’ and how men bumped for respect. The men seemed to settle things between themselves. They established a pecking order. But women did seem a bit more vicious. Once they started fighting they seemed to hate forever.

“Thank you.”

She looked at me.

“Once again you’ve saved my bacon.”

She grinned. “You can thank me when we get your dick back.”

And suddenly it hit me. “Sally! Those girls…that truck! They had the Blue Jackass in the circle!”

“That’s the emblem of the special police. I suppose it’s based on the Democrat symbol, and—“

“It was on the plane that gassed me!”

“What?”

“Before I collapsed, or passed out or slept, or whatever, I remember distinctly. I looked up and the plane was low and I could see the circle with the Blue Jack Ass in it.”

“You’ve got to be mistaken.”

“I’m not.”

“Maybe the gas was effecting you…giving you hallucinations.”

“Hey, I’ve been stoned enough to know the difference between reality and a hallucination.”

Sally studied me. She could hear the ring of truth in my voice.

“But that makes no sense. Why would the special police gas you…and then round you up?”

We stood there for a long time. Wondering. And I finally put it into words. “Because there was no attack.”

“No. You can’t…that’s a conspiracy theory. And you Republicans are always spouting conspiracy theories.”

“But I know what I saw. Can you explain it any other way?”

She couldn’t. “Okay, let’s say you’re right, and I’m not saying you are, what do we do?”

“Go to the newspapers. Tell the truth. Reveal the conspiracy.”

Sally was silent for a long time, deep in thought, then she said, “If we do this then you’re putting yourself at risk.”

“But if I do this then there’s a chance, a small chance, that I could be turned back into a man.”

“But I don’t want to risk losing you. Brad or Missy, I want you.”

“And I love you. But if people are being transgendered against their will, then we need to speak up about it.”

Finally, Sally agreed. But first, we had to spend a night researching the Blue Jackasses, and we had to eat and rest. And most of all, we had to make love.

The next day I woke to a finger up my cunt.

“What!” And I tried to move, but Sally held me down, laying half across me as she nibbled on a nipple and finger banged me. “Let me go!”

“The fuck you say!” she giggled, and inserted two fingers.

I was moving my hips up and down, but after a second it was more I was humping her hand more than struggling.

“Let me go,” I moaned weakly.

She just laughed, a very evil laugh, then she took her hand away and spun around, threw a leg over me, and was sitting high on my chest. Her buttocks was above my tits but below my face.

“Are you ready?”

“What?”

“You need to get me off.”

“I can’t!”I tried yelling, “Rape!” but she wiggled forward, and suddenly my mouth was eating her pussy.

“Gah! Yu go le go!”

She laughed and moved down, smushed her pussy onto my face.

I had no choice. It was eat, or be smothered. I started by giving little bites, then, when she moved up an inch, I began chewing on her hole.

“Oh, yeah!”

I could see her arch her back, and she began slapping and pulling her breasts.

I gobbled more. I used tongue and teeth, and I found her clitoris.

“Unh! Oh!”

I sucked and bit. I pulled and slapped it with my tongue.

“God!” And then she orgasmed. It was a quickie, an early morning quickie, and she froze on my face for a second, lurched a couple of times, then I tasted the sweet nectar as she squirted a bit of juice.

She fell forward, suddenly tired, and held herself up on her hands.

I wiggled out from under her, and she didn’t seem to mind.

I stood up, and she rolled over and lay back. “God, that was good.”

“If that was good, think how this will be.” And I jumped on her.

If she hadn’t just cum I wouldn’t have been able to hold her down. But I managed to lay across her belly. It was an awkward position. She had my full weight on her, and her arms couldn’t get the leverage to toss me off.

I put a fist to her pussy and began grinding my knuckles into her.

“Oh…oh…oh!”

“Turn about is a bitch, you bitch!” I laughed and pushed my fist harder. Then I opened my hand and inserted two fingers.

She gasped. I finger fucked her for a minute, and I must have been hitting something good, because she lost all strength and moaned and her body rippled with pleasure.

Three fingers, and more moans, and then something unexpected happened. My new body was small, and had small hands, and my hand actually slipped into her. She was juicy from just cuming. She was getting hot and slick from my pressure, and she just suddenly relaxed and my fist slipped past her labia and I was suddenly up to the wrist.

We froze. I stared at my wrist. She brought her head up and stared at me. I stared at her. And then she mumbled, “Fuck me, you bitch!”

Tentatively, a little scared of what I was doing, I moved my fist inward. My wrist slid across her nerves, and the look on her face. It was sublime rapture. It was heaven on a stick. I have never seen such pleasure on a human face in my life.

Her head dropped back, and it sounded like she was gargling, then I felt her hands grab my wrist. I was moving slowly, but she grabbed my wrist and used my fist like it was a dildo. She pushed my fist in and out, groaning and crying out. She was so loud the apartments above and below us could hear us, if they were listening.

“Fuck me…fuck me…fuck me, Brad!” she chanted.

I began to take over. I had more leverage, and I rammed my fist in and pulled it out.

“Oh, yeah!” She yelped, her hips jumping six inches up.

I pulled out and her fingers clutched at my wrist, her nails actually scoring me.

In and out, again and again. Violent love. Sweet ravagement. And before I knew it, she was bucking and crying and cuming again. And again. And again.

I stared at her in awe as she came down, finally stopped cuming. Then I pulled my fist out, slowly and carefully, and realized she had passed out.

She slept for an hour, and I went in and fixed breakfast. And while I waited for Sally to wake up I thought, she called me Brad.

But I was Brad. But I was also Missy.

Did she want Brad or Missy?

And, not to be crass, did it matter? One way or another, we were together. And we had a love that was bigger than merely being male or female.

So immersed in thought, I actually jumped when Sally slid into her seat.

“Oh!”

“You were deep in thought. Mmm. Delicious!” She chewed on a piece of bacon.

“I was wondering whether I was Brad or Missy.”

“Does it matter? As long as we’re together?”

I smiled. She just cut through all my mental cogitations, and didn’t even sound crass.

“So what’s on the plan for today?

“Well, more lessons for you. We need to work on make up, and we should dress you in something that will knock out the men, not make the bitches too jealous, and then we should reconnoiter.”

“Reconnoiter?”

“The Blue Jackasses. We need to find out more about them. I’ll look on the internet first, but we’re going to have to go to the newspapers, or city hall, or somebody, and start figuring out how to tell your story. I mean, we want to be smart enough to tell it, and not get arrested by the Blue Jackasses.”             

“Okay.”

“And, by the way, thank you.”

“For?”

“For that glorious morning cum. I have never been fisted before, but it’s not going to be the last time.”

I smiled.

And then she said, “And we need to fist you.” She held up her hand. It was larger than mine. A lot larger.”

“That’s too big.”

“Yeah,” she leered at me suggestively, and I had to laugh. Sally was truly incorrigible.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I never realized how many ways a girl could play with clothes and make up. I didn’t have many clothes, but I tried them on in different combination. I borrowed jewelry, and marveled at the way it changed my face and whole being. Sally combed my hair different ways, and we searched for the look that was ‘me.’ She marveled because she found a couple of looks that seemed perfect, brought out my curves, emphasized my face and made it sweet appearing, and yet extremely sexual.

And the make up. We spent some serious time really exploring it. Different eye shadows, bronze and blush, different shades of lipstick.

And I was learning all the time. Sally said I was a quick learned and would be putting my own make up on within the week. It was odd, being given a compliment as a girl, and it went against all my maleness, and yet, I glowed on it.

Finally, she put fake nails on me. She brushed downwards, three coats, and put a hard shine on top to protect them. “You’re going to have to learn to pick things up, use a phone, even eat, all over again. It’ll be frustrating at first, but you’ll get it, then it will be fun. While guys try to smush their fingers into a little square on a cell phone, you’ll be tapping that fingernail and feeling a thrill run up your finger and to your spine, and then…somewhere else.”

We giggled. Seemed all we did was giggle.

Then we had a quick, small lunch, rabbit food, and I wasn’t too thrilled about that. Then we headed out for the day.

She drove, and I sat in the passenger seat. The sun felt wonderful, and the wind blew my long, blonde hair behind me. I caught glimpses of me in the make up mirror on the visor, and realized how truly beautiful I was.

So weird. I was a hunky man, never had trouble with the girls, and now I was one of the girls, and I could feel my whole way of believing shifting and changing. I would no longer hold the door open for a girl, but stride past a fawning male with pride and out thrust titties. I could no longer relax and joke, I would have to be careful and on the watch for lustful males all the time.

Sally interrupted my thoughts, and she must have been reading my mind: “Now, how do you treat men, and how do you treat women?”

“With men I look down, or upward in admiration. I giggle a lot and let themselves act crazy for me. With women I have to figure out whether they are good or bad. If good I trust, with reserve. If bad, I take a snide attitude and watch for an opportunity to walk all over them.”

“Don’t watch, just do. You can’t give the mean girls a chance. Once they think you’re weak they will make it their life mission to squash you.”

On one hand, I knew how good this advice was. On the other hand, I was astounded at how she immediately categorized women as good or bad. As Brad almost every woman was good. They all giggled and responded to me. Only one in a thousand was a bitch. As Missy I was told it’s more like 50/50. And once a bitch doesn’t want something from you, they scorn you. So you have to be more beautiful, more arrogant, and willing to walk all over them with your high heels.

First stop, my apartment. I had my keys now, and I wanted to pick up a stash of extra cash I kept on hand. So we swung by my apartment, Sally parked and I ran in. And ran into Marsha, the manager.

“Who are you?” she barked as I unlocked my door.

I was surprised, she had never spoken to me in such fashion, and I wasn’t quick enough. She stepped forward and tried to take my keys. “Give me those!”

I jerked them back, and Sally’s training, plus a little bit of my own pissed off self asserted itself. She had always been sweet to Brad, but to find out she was one of the bad ones, it pissed me off, and it pissed me off that she had had me fooled.

“I’m Missy, Brad’s sister. And who the fuck are you?”

She pushed my up against the corner of the hall. Shit. I had almost been through the door, and now I lamented my big titted body. It seemed that everybody was stronger than me. I was going to have to do a little working out, maybe study some more MMA, if this continued.

“Get your hands off me, bitch!” My voice rose up, and I think the only thing I had in my favor, she wasn’t buying my tough girl act, was that I was right. And I knew I was right.

So we struggled for a second, my hand closed tightly over my keys, and I realized that the real reason I was having trouble was that I still had that piece of male in me that said it wasn’t right to hit a girl.

Heck, if a guy had tried what she was doing I would have cold cocked him. Slobber knocked him into the next century. But no guy would try that because as Brad I was big, strong, and had an alpha male confidence.

Realizing that, I finally made a move, I head butted her. I jerked my head and hit my forehead into her nose.

“Ow!” She said, and lurched back, keys forgotten. A little bit of blood ran down from her nose.

“Ow!” I cried, tears coming to my eyes. I had never head butted anybody, and I hadn’t known how much it hurt. I rubbed my forehead and stared at her. I wondered if she was going to come back on me. But, as Sally had pointed out, girls aren’t used to real violence. She just held her nose and stared at the blood seeping onto her hands.

I had my advantage. “I’m going in to call the police. You wait right here.”

I entered the apartment, closed the door, then raised my voice so it could be heard outside the door. “Hello? I want to report a mugging, my address is…” I continued talking as I moved away from the door, and by the time I reached the kitchen I knew she wouldn’t be able to hear me. I stopped fake talking and ran for my room. I collected a paper envelope I had taped to the bottom of my drawer, I know, tacky, but it worked.

I grabbed a credit card I only used every once in a while, then headed for the door. Then stopped and went back into the kitchen and picked up a bottle of Wild Turkey, 101. I had never opened it and it was a shame to think of it going to waste.

I returned to the front door. Except for a few drops of blood on the landing, there was no sign of Marsha. I sprinted down the stairs and headed across the street for Sally.

She watched me, and she grinned, and I knew I must make a sight. My hair was a little mussed up from my encounter, my boobs were bouncing, and I was holding a big, old bottle of booze.

As I got in she said, “Bitch, you are every man’s dream, why did…what happened to your forehead?”

“Drive, and I’ll tell you. I rubbed my forehead. No bump, but the visor mirror revealed a big, red mark.

So she drove, and I told her about Marsha.

“Sounds like a real bitch,” she commented when I was done. “Try a little make up on that bump.”

“That surprised me. I don’t know why, or maybe I do. When a guy gets a bruise it’s ‘so what? That’s part of life!’ But I couldn’t take that attitude as a girl. My first response always had to be…look good.

So I opened up a compact, weird things, those little cases, and I touched up my forehead, and darned if that big red spot became nothing more than a hint of redness.

“Excellent,” I muttered, then turned to Sally. “You want to try the bank? See if I can get any more money out?”

“Might just as well.”

We stopped at my bank and I walked up to the front door. I could see official people inside, so I turned to the ATM. I couldn’t get everything out, but I could get the limit, which was $800. A minute later I was back in the car.

“Good thing to avoid the official types. So saying, are you ready to go to the newspapers?”

“Sure.”

Sally turned and headed across town to the local newspaper.

“We’re going to have to be careful,” Sally cautioned, as we walked up to the front doors.

Boy, did I know that. Jack Asses picking up people on the street, the news telling everybody to watch out for ‘infected people,’ the suits in the bank. ‘Careful’ was going to be my middle name from now on.

We entered a shiny, new building and crossed to the front desk.

“How may I direct you?” the receptionist smiled at us.

“We’d like to see a reporter,” Sally took the reins, and that was good. This place had a strange feel to it.

“And this is about?”

Sally lifted an arrogant eyebrow, stared the girl down, and stated in the most bland manner, “News.”

For a long second I thought we were going to have trouble On later reflection I saw that we were fine. For one, Sally had spotted the girl as a bad one right off. Good eye, girlfriend. For two, we said we had news, and if she turned us away and we did have news, bye bye cushy ‘sit around and file your nails’ job.

“One moment.”

She poked a phone with one finger and spoke into her lip mike. “Todd? We have some potential news out here.”

She didn’t wait for him to say anything, she just smiled and said, “Please have a seat. Todd will be right down.”

And Todd was right down. He greeted us cordially, then invited us back to a small office. He sat behind a desk littered with paper. The bookshelves were packed with odds and ends, only half of which were books. He had a big computer, very dusty and well used, sitting on the left side of his desk.

He leaned back in his swivel, clasped his hands behind his head, and said, “What can I do for you, ladies?”

Just as the building had a weird feeling, Todd had a weird feeling. There was just something, he had a smirky sort of smile lurking on his lips, and his eyes were very expressive, and…and insulting. Like he knew something and you didn’t and it was your fault you didn’t.

My estimation of Todd seemed to be shared by Sally, because she spoke slowly, haltingly, as if trying to figure him out.

“We saw the planes going overhead the other day, when we got gassed.”

“Umm,” he grunted without commitment. Encouraging us to go on even while he showed little interest.

“And we, uh, we noticed there was a circle with a blue donkey on it. It’s the symbol of the special police.”

“Yes,” he nodded.

“And we wondered…why is the symbol on the plane that gassed us, and on the sides of the special police trucks?”

“And why would that be news worthy?”

“Well, the TV said it was an enemy, but the…” and here she got real circumspect, “…why would the enemy have a Blue Jack Ass on it?”

He frowned, pursed his lips in a twisted way, and seemed to think.

Right at that moment, a girl stopped in his doorway.

“Todd, we have a news meeting with Black Lives matter in fifteen. Boss wants some copy by deadline. Meet and greet, welcome to our fair city, that sort of stuff.”

Todd nodded his head and the girl continued on down the hallway. Todd went back to considering us.

“What do you think it means?”

“We weren’t sure, that’s why we wanted to come report it.”

“You probably should go to the police. Can I have your names?” He leaned forward, picked up a pen and pulled a blank sheet of paper in front of him.

And suddenly I knew what it was that was weird, Todd was gay. He was male…and not male, and where did that put him? How was I supposed to treat him?

Sally had figured it out, too. Her body language changed. “We thought that maybe somebody had stolen a plane, and we wanted to…but I guess you’re right. We should go to the police. Come on, Missy.” She stood up.

Quicker than spit Brad rounded the desk. He stood between us and the door. “I think you should wait while I get security up here?”

“I think you should get out of the way. It’s against the law to hold somebody against their will.”

“I think you might be more than you appear.” He leveled an accusing gaze at us.

“And I think you think we’re Republicans!”

“Aren’t you? If you were gassed you would be unconscious, and how does an unconscious person see the Blue Jack Ass?”

“Because I’m a Democrat, you numb nuts! And I’m a woman! And you’re the Republican, trying to get in the way of citizens reporting criminal activities.”

Things were moving fast now, and Todd scrambled for words.

“If you’re really one of us then you won’t mind sitting and waiting for security.”

I thought hard, and came up with the ultimate weapon, one of Democrat devise.

“You racist!” I yelled.

He stepped back and blanched. Then he snapped, if you think I’m a racist then you must be one!

We were getting nowhere, so Sally pulled out the big gun. “RAPE!”

We could hear the offices go silent. “RAPE!”

But nobody came. And it hit me. A news reporter is supposed to go look at tragedy, not try to help those in jeopardy. We could get raped by this gay creep and nobody would bat an eye. It was just a news story to them.

So I pulled out the biggest gun. On the corner of his desk was a reward for reporting. It was a glass cube, not very big, but it was hard plastic, contained some kind of gold, congratulatory, super-sized coin, and it was heavy.

So I swung it around in an arc. I saw his eyes widen and his hands start to come up. Then the cube slapped into his forehead.

Bang! He went down like a a guy hit in the head.

Sally smiled and nodded, took my hand and led me over his body and out of the office. The last thing I did was drop his ‘trophy’ in his lap. He just groaned and looked up at me and rubbed the blood seeping from a huge discolored area.

“Wow! You really smacked that him!”

We were hustling for home. We didn’t know if the police would be interested in a couple of desperados smacking an asshole on the head with his own good work, but we didn’t want to find out.

“Boy, he was weird though.”

“Did you see how quick he fell when I hit him?”

Sally smiled, “Good thing you were a guy.”

“I really didn’t want to hit him. But this guy, brrr,” I shivered.

We talked about men as gay, and how female gay was, and the different ways they responded. The odd thing was, they responded like girls, but they still had a testosterone-y feel to their actions.

Finally, we reached Sally’s apartment. Nobody had stopped us, and we walked up and let ourselves in.

As soon as I closed the door Sally locked it, then grabbed me around the waist and pulled me to her. Our tits pressed together as she kissed me. Her lips felt so delicious, and I began to feel her boobs.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered, pulling me into the bedroom. “You are so messing my mind.”

“Shut up,” I spoke huskily, my blood rising, my estrogen working like testosterone does for a man. I pushed her back on the bed and began shucking my clothes. I was unused to female clothing, however, and she was naked before me. She watched as I struggled with the bra. I flexed my arms up behind me, a very unnatural thing for a male, and worked the fingernails over the clasps, trying to undo the thing without breaking a nail.

“I feel like I’m more alpha than you, and it’s bringing out the beast in me. You’re making me hornier than a male. I have never lusted for anybody in my life, as I do for you.”

“Oh, finally!” I threw the bra to one side, shimmied out of my panties, and climbed onto the bed. I crawled up between Sally’s legs and she reached her arms out to me.

We kissed, long and slow, taking our time and letting the pleasure build. And the heat. And the moisture in our groins.

“You want the dildo?”

She looked at me with the oddest look, then she said, “Can you wear it?”

“You bet your titties!”

I jumped out from between her legs and off the bed. I opened the drawer and pulled out the strap on. And inside I was exulting. A dick! I get to have a dick again!

In a trice I was back between her legs, and now I stopped at her box and started using my tongue. And, baby, did I use it. I slurped, I sucked, I nibbled, I bit. I virtually inhaled that moist pussy, and she started wiggling and groaning and holding my head to her junction.

Then I slid up and munched on her bosoms. I kept one hand down between her legs and used two fingers to search for her g spot.

“Ah, God!” she writhed and twisted and tried to fuck my fingers back. She arched her back and I pulled on her nipples.

And, feeling very male-like, I knelt and pressed the dildo to her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” she paused and held onto my upper arms and gazed into my eyes. It was like she was hypnotized by lust. Yet, wasn’t I? Also?

I pushed forward, and it was comfortable and weird at the same time. The dildo was set a little higher on my frame than my dick had been, and it required different motions, different muscles. But it was a dick! And it reminded me of all the manly I was…had once been.

I slowly sank the plastic peter into her snatch, and loved the way she drew in her breath.

I tell ya, there is nothing like the feeling of a prick pushing past your membranes, filling up your sex, making you feel submissive, and yet like you have conquered the world. And I realized this not just from the male perspective, but from the female viewpoint.

“Oh, God! I love you. And…you remind me so much of Brad.”

Ah, yes, Brad. I was him, I was me, at least for a little while, and I began to drive into her harder, letting her feel the difference between a male initiated cock and a female initiated cock.

And it was different. For a moment the alpha look left her eyes, and she gave her self up to pleasure, to being a woman.

She began to hump and buck, and I had to move quick and fast, because I didn’t weigh as much as I once did, and I didn’t have the muscles, and I was in danger of being thrown off.

“Yes…yes!” She began to spasm, and I knew it was starting. I grabbed her nipples with my red tipped fingers and scratched them. It was something I liked, so I knew she would, and she did.

She gave a funny screechish sort of yelp, humped up, and the damn burst. Her eyes rolled back and she held on to me and rode the tsunami. for a long moment she twitched and jerked, and then she started to come down.

I didn’t pull out, I just stopped moving. And she could feel me in her and just enjoy the sensations without the urgency.

“Oh…that was sublime,” she sighed.

I held on to her and loved her, and just engrossed myself in the feeling of her warm flesh complimenting mine, heating me up, making me hornier just by her fleshy ambience.

Finally, however, I reached a peak of horniness. I cleared my throat.

“What?”

“Uh, have you, uh, forgotten about me?”

She laughed, then pushed me off. She sat cross legged and looked at me. There was a funny humor exuding from her eyes.

“What?”

“I’m going to leave you high and dry.”

“What?” My voice rose up in protest. “After what I just did to you?”

“And you did it very well, but there’s something you need to know about being a woman.”

I was pouting now. I was REALLY horny. I NEEDED some. “What?” I grouched.

“You go out on a date, the guy’s a hunk, but he doesn’t go for you. He drops you off without a kiss, but your loins are on fire. You are so wet  you are leaving a snail trail. You stomp into your bedroom, you’re breathing hard. You know that he should have fucked you, but he didn’t…what do you do?”

My eyebrows tilted downward toward my nose. “I don’t know. Jack off?”

She smiled.

And I got it. In hushed tones I repeated, “Jack off? Really?”

“Every girl does it, and every girl has to start somewhere. Jacking off, or Jilling off, as we rightly call it, sometimes takes practice. It’s not like men, you whip it out, whip it good, and spit out a frothy mess. A woman has different plumbing, and she has to learn how to do it the right way.”

I was staring at her and I was all agog.

“And, fortunately,” she breathed on her fingernails and rubbed them on her chest. “I am the expert who can talk you through it.”

“No!”

“Oh, yes. And, let me tell you, the first time is the best. Are you ready for your first trip down stimulation lane?”

“Well, I guess so.”

“Okay, lay here. On your back.”

I took her place, head on the pillow, and she sat next to me, kneeling like a zen monk, and staring avidly at me.

“In front of you?”

She laughed. “Embarrassed? After I’ve had  my dick in you, and yours in me, and we’ve Jilled each other off?”

It did sound like I was being stupid, but I couldn’t help it. And, oddly, I think it was some of that male in me that was causing that embarrassment. One of the things I was learning was that men are much more restricted than women. Women are restricted by society, specifically their society, but men are restricted by themselves. And since I had both the male and female viewpoint, I was double restricted, and yet, in a way, double freed up.

“Okay, rub your nipples a little.

I did, and my face was bright red.

“Oh, look at poor you! All humiliated by having a tit. And a slit.”

I tried to push the embarrassment away.

“Now, stick a finger in your snatch.”

Feeling like I was on fire, I did, and it felt good. “Oh.”

“Yes, a little penetration goes a long way, but the secret of female masturbation is not penetration.”

“It’s not?”

“Definitely not. The key is to rub right here.” She rubbed just a fraction of an inch above my clit. Immediately I felt electricity.

“Oh, Missy likes that!” Sally giggled. “Now, the trick is to play with your tits, lick them if you can, and your boobs are so fucking big you should be able to do that easily, and keep rubbing that spot above your pussy.

So I did. I lifted my tits up and sucked on my own nipples, and it felt good. Really good. And I rubbed my pussy, and even slapped it a little.

“Good! You have an intuitive feel for this. Now, if you feel like rolling a bit, turning on your side, or whatever, feel free.”

I arched my back, and energy seemed to leap off my tits. I wiggled my hips, and I could feel the button I was rubbing screaming out.

In truth, I wanted a dick. I wanted penetration. I wanted somebody else to help me.

But that wasn’t the point here. This was flying solo.

So I rubbed, and my breathing became harsh and ragged, and Sally said. “Close your eyes. Forget I’m here.”

That was easy. I had gotten so horny I had forgotten my embarrassment. And I was so close it was easy to forget about everything else.

“Now, last hint…try to relax. don’t make it happen, let it happen.”

This last piece of advice was hard, and I rubbed myself for a long minute before I could figure it out. but when I did, I popped. I mean, I BANGED!

My eyes flicked open and the world was white and I was barely aware of anything else. There was only this explosion, almost male like, deep inside me. My back arced so hard I thought it was going to hurt. I was dimly aware of Sally jumping for joy, literally, next to me. she was clapping her hands and laughing, and my mouth was in an O of surprise and delight.

And, slowly, the whiteness faded, and I began to see the world again. My body relaxed, and I could breath, be it in short and ragged gasps.

And Sally said the most interesting thing.

“A real woman never needs anybody else.”

And it was true, but I knew it wasn’t totally true. Sure I could Jill off, but I needed her. I needed her warmth and protection. I needed her sweet, moist pussy. I even needed her plastic dick.

And a part of me started to cry. And tears flowed out of my eyes.

Sally hugged me then. She held me and comforted me and shushed me. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

But I couldn’t stop crying for a long time. I was crying for my lost dick. I loved being female, but I had started out as a male, and I was losing that. I was adapting and changing, and it was hurting me, even as Sally helped me through it.


CHAPTER SEVEN

We woke early the next day, refreshed and ready to go. Sally gave me a small lesson on make up, and we determined to get me some more clothes, high heels, more sexy underwear, bras that really showed me off.

We ate a quick breakfast, then we started out with our shopping.

We were in a lingerie shop, holding up items to our bodies and giggling and laughing, and I suddenly asked. “What am I going to do about identification?”

“That might be tough, and it might not.”

“Why?”

“Because you have to establish yourself. Once you establish yourself, however, the government doesn’t care about you as long as you pay taxes.”

I thought about that, and I thought about the various possibilities.

First I would need to get a birth certificate, then a driver’s license. Hmm.

“How hard is it to make a birth certificate?”

“Pretty easy, probably. Just go online and find one, then copy it, and then change it to suit yourself.” She was looking at a shelf bra, and I knew what she was thinking. Fuck me bra. And I liked it.

And that was about all we did that morning. Shop, talk, make plans, and keep a low profile. In the backs of our minds was the afternoon. We were going to go to City Hall and poke around.

The news paper had been a dead end. And social media we were scared of. Everybody knows the social media is a spy machine for the government.

But maybe if we went to city hall and nosed around, maybe we could find somebody who knew something, or was sympathetic, who we could speak to with honesty.

It was discouraging to know that half the United States had gone over to the dark side. The more we watched TV the more was we were convinced that the Democrats had executed a coup, and that the country was changing, now and forever.

Of course, it always changed, but to be changed against the will of the people?

Anyway, we tried to keep ourselves cheerful, and we went out to a fancy bistro and ordered veggie sandwiches and ate them. Well, Sally ate them both of them. I only nibbled before I handed mine over to her.

“How are you ever gonna put some fat on those skinny bones of yours?” She joked.

“I think it’s you that’s going to be loading up on the fat.”

She held up a sandwich and looked at it. Veggie sandwiches, now there’s a plot. How come a girl can’t eat what she wants?”

“She can, if she wants to look like this” and I puffed my cheeks out and looked cross eyed.

Sally laughed and laughed, and I loved the sound of her laughter.

The afternoon came and we drove down to the heart of the city. Traffic was light, which stood to sense now that half the Republicans,  25% of the total population, were women and in some FEMA camp somewhere.

Still, we didn’t park too close to City Hall. If we had to run for it we didn’t want to get bogged in traffic. Easier to run a couple of blocks than play bumper tag.

As we walked onto the plaza where City Hall was located we saw the changes right away.

To the right of City Hall was a table advertising for people to join Black Lives Matter. On the left was a table looking for Antifa recruits.

As there was a small crowd mingling, we stood around and listened to people for a while.

In front of the Black Lives Matter table: “You don’t want to join Antifa! They’re fascists!”

“But they say they’re anti-fascist!”

“Who do you think is fire bombing and dragging down statues, eh?”

And, in front of the Antifa table: “Stay away from Black Lives Matter. They’re communists!”

“But aren’t they for black people?”

I had to lean in closer to hear the whispered explanation. “They’re not really black!”

We walked up the steps, winding our way around news crews filming politicians. I had heard it said that a politician never wastes a good disaster, and now I knew it was true. These politicians were spouting all sorts of various things, and seemed awfully happy.

We entered the rotunda and looked across to where a table was set up and many people were engaged in talking over one another. Over the table hung a flag. On the flag was a circle, and inside the circle was a Blue Jackass.

“Oh, my,” I whispered.

We looked at a big menu board, but weren’t encouraged. All the people we  thought we might be able to see were on the second floor or higher, and there were two big guards next to the elevator.

We wandered up to the Blue Jack Ass table and listened surreptitiously to the various conversations.

One conversation:

“We rounded them all up and the judge is pronouncing sentences right now.”

“What’s going to happen to them?”

“Damn Republicans, who cares.”

Another conversation:

“But they’re women now, we should send them out to service our troops. They’re all whores anyway.”

Another conversation: “We have to repeal the 19th amendment. These damned Republican women now outnumber the Democratic women, and…”

And, standing behind a councilman being interviewed:

“They’re not real women, so they don’t have rights. As far as I’m concerned, they don’t get to vote, and they’re just chattel, property of the state.”

Suddenly Sally bumped me. I looked at her, and she grabbed my sleeve and pulled me towards an open door. Behind it were stairs, and no guard, and she just managed to get to it before it closed.

Quickly, we ran up the stairs.

“Who are we going to see?”

“Howard Bossoms.”

“Howard Bosoms?” I queried.

Sally laughed. “I watched a couple of interviews with him. He’s a Democrat, but he seems to be sympathetic, or at least not vindictive.

We came to the third floor and walked briskly down the hallway. A few doors down we came to a closed door with frosted glass and the legend, Representative Howard Bossoms.

We listened, but there was no sound. Sally tried the doorknob, it turned, and we entered.

An empty waiting room. We walked across a rich rug, passed a desk of exotic woods, and came to the door to Howard Bossom’s place of work.

Sally tapped.

“Come in.”

We entered.

It was a big room, lots of furniture. There was a conference table on the right. To the left were several chairs and a big TV set. In front of us was another desk of exotic wood, and behind the desk sat Howard.

He was an older man, grey hair starting to fringe out. He was wearing spectacles, but his eyes shone behind them.

“Good afternoon, ladies. What can I do for you?

We went to his desk, and he motioned us to sit down.

Sally and I looked at each other, and then I began.

“I’m pretty scared.”

“Yes, this epidemic…”

“It’s no epidemic.”

He tilted his head slightly and watched me. He appeared bland, but I knew that just hid a shrewdness. “How so?”

“I saw the plane that did the gassing. It was the special police. The plane had a circle with a Blue Jack Ass in it.”

He nodded. “Yes?” he didn’t appear unduly disturbed. He just sat back and took it in.

“Well, that’s about it. We’ve tried telling the newspapers, but they…they weren’t interested.”

He smiled. Then he stood up, came around the table and headed for the wet bar. He seemed to be deep in thought.

“I hate champagne,” he said, as he poured bourbon into three glasses. “I’m going to splash a little Coke in here. It’s good bourbon, but ladies find the taste a little rough.”

Sally and I stared at each other. We had just told him the world was ending, or at least the United States, and he was making drinks!

He returned to us, handed us each a glass, then went back for his own. Shortly he was sitting behind his desk again, musing, getting ready to pontificate.

“So what makes you think I would be interested in your, excuse me if I say…’tall tale?’”

“But it’s not a tall tale! It looks like the Blue Jack Asses are a branch of the Democratic party! And they have used weapons of mass destruction—“

He lifted one eyebrow.

“Okay, call it weapons of mass transformation. But they have deliberately attacked the Republican party and changed them into girls. They…”

I ranted for a half a minute, then just sort of shut. It was his eyes, kind and knowing, that did it.

“Okay, so let me get this straight.” He leaned back, held his glass of booze as if he was balancing it on his belly, “You were a Republican.” And he looked at me.

It was an accusation without being an accusation. It was merely a statement of fact without rancor.

“I…but—“

He waved a hand desultorily, “Oh, I don’t care. I’ve got far bigger problems.”

Sally and my mouths were starting to open. It was plain he knew about the planes and the Blue Jack Asses.

“The camps are already overflowing. They were supposed to be big enough. And we are having a heck of a time getting enough women to be guards.”

He looked at us, his eyes filled with Santa Claus humor.

“We can’t have men guard the Republican women. Oh, no. The women would offer themselves, and the men would take them, and suddenly we would have a bunch of Democrat men turning into Republicans, and we would have to send out the planes again…”

Now our mouths were fully open. He didn’t just know about…he was fully engaged in. He was virtually admitting complicity.

He stood up and went to the bar again, poured himself another drink. He looked at us and held the bottle up. We found ourselves shaking our heads at him.

He came back and sat down.

“What I would suggest you do,” and he looked at me. “Is go on about your business. I can even help you get official documents, driver’s licenses and so on, should you wish. The camps are too full, and you girls don’t impress me as being overly dangerous, as far as loose cannons go.”

Sally and I looked at each other. We looked back at him. He chuckled.

“I know. You’re wondering why I’m being so helpful. Well, first off, as I said, the FEMA camps are full, and what are we going to do with all these extra girls? We’re going to have to eventually let them go, the ones that don’t get sent to entertain the troops, and that means re-educating them with Democratic principles. Lot of work, that. Republicans don’t seem to understand the concept of freedom. They don’t seem to want to do what they are told.”

He seemed to have no trouble making such a contradictory statement.

“So go home, go about your business, come see me if you need help with documents, and, oh, and be careful. There’s a very strong possibility that a lot of women are going to be deported.”

“But…but…” I stuttered, “but I’m of Irish lineage! I had family fight in the revolutionary war!”

“Irish. Despicable people.” he shook his head, then, politician like, “Present company excluded, of course. Is there anything else?”

We shook our heads, and we stood up and walked for the door. Right before we reached it I spun around and blurted, “Is there any way to make me back into a man again?”

He smiled wanly, “There is, but what do you think the chances are that you would be given that potion?”

And so we left City Hall. We walked down the front steps and trudged two blocks to my Mustang. And when we got there I got into the drive’s seat and we just sat there. Thinking.

The Blue Jack Asses had won.

There was no more United States.

And, on a more personal level, it looked like I would be stuck being a woman for the rest of my life.

Which wasn’t bad, I liked it, but I needed to dick somebody. Precisely, I needed to dick Sally. She was my woman, and we would probably be stuck as Lesbians for the rest of our lives. And I suppose that wasn’t bad…but I needed to be a man if we really wanted to explore our relationship.

Tears slowly crept into my eyes, overflowed, and trickled down my cheeks.

“It’s okay,” said Sally. But she didn’t take me in her arms. I knew that she was having similar thoughts to my own.

I started up and drove back to her apartment.


CHAPTER EIGHT

We drove down the main street, lost in our thoughts. Me sad for my lost manhood, but already trying to figure things out, how to get fake ID, or real ID, if representative Bossom could be trusted. And that was a question: how do you trust a guy who has just transgendered half of the Republicans in the United States.

Sally was thinking her own thoughts, and I was pretty sure what they were. Could she commit herself to a Lesbian relationship? Could she live without ever feeling the warmth and wonder of a real, flesh penis?

We came up to the place where the plane had first flown overhead and gassed me, and I looked at the spot, and wondered at the vagaries of life.

Suddenly, a plane flew overhead. It flew low, and it was red, and I could see the circle on the side of it with a Red Elephant on it.

“Oh my God!” I screamed, and then I looked at Sally. She was holding her throat, turning pale, and her eyes were totally panicking.

I steered to the side of the road and stopped and leaned over to her.

“Sally!”

She was unconscious, and I patted her hand, then I grabbed a bottle of water that was in the side panel and poured it over her face.

She came awake. Her eyes were dazed. “I feel sick. I feel funny! I’m going to sleep.”

“Sally! Don’t sleep! Try to stay awake!”

But she shifted to the side, her head leaned against the window, and she started snoring.

We were only a few blocks from her apartment. We had to get there. I pulled out, there was no traffic now, everybody was stopping their cars, and I saw a man run screaming down the road. His voice was high pitched, like a girl’s and he was holding his chest where two boobs were growing.

I cursed, and pounded the wheel, and shook Sally, but she slept on.

Within two minutes I was pulling up to her apartment. I got out and ran around to her door. I opened it and she started to fall out.

“Wha…?”

I caught her, and I pulled her, and I yelled at her. “Wake up! We’ve got to get you upstairs!”

She was heavy, heavier than I remembered, and I got under her arm and started pushing/pulling her up the stairs.

“I don’t feel well.”

“Don’t worry, it’s going to be all right.”

She seemed to be getting heavier, and her arms and chest felt so solid. it was like her tits had disappeared and she had grown muscles.

We reached the top of the stairs and I managed to stagger her into the apartment.

She tried to get to the couch, and I struggled to get her aimed towards the bedroom, but I finally gave up. She felt so strong. Even dazed, it was like she was a powerhouse.

I pushed her onto the couch and she immediately went to sleep.

I thought about calling for an ambulance, but she was sleeping, snoring loudly, in fact.

I went to the sink and got a wash cloth and cleaned her face.

She mumbled, and I stared, her eyebrows were thicker, fuller, and her jaw was becoming hard and angular.

Her tits had disappeared and I could feel hard ridges of muscle on her chest. I took her clothes off and stared. She had a penis. Small, but getting bigger.

I covered her with a blanket and tried to deal with my thoughts.

A Red Elephant. The Republicans were striking back. They were changing Democratic women into men. And Sally was a Democrat!

That was really going to mess things up.

25% of the population, half the Democrats, would grow a pair. They would becomes strong and powerful, and they would start to become more manlike, more…Republican!

What a fine mess. A world of Democrats, suddenly made into real men. And they would be lusting after Republicans made into women.

Finally, nothing else to do but let Sally sleep it off, I poured myself a drink and turned on the TV. Time to see what new ‘enemy’ the United States had to deal with.

For a long couple of hours I stared at the TV, and the changes were immense.

The men on Republican stations were now softer, more concerned with their make up.

The women on the Democrat stations were suddenly tougher, real take charge men, and the lines of politics began to blur.

And I watched, and my mind was in a spin, and I kept checking Sally. She was fully changed now. Looked like a damn weight. lifter, muscles all over the place, and when I lifted the blanket I had covered her with I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Her penis was big, bigger than mine had been. It was long, and thick, and it was hard. Real hard. And throbbing.

Cautiously, I reached a hand out and touched it.

What a massive engine of pussy destruction!

And Sally stirred. “What?…What happened?” Her voice was deep and husky.

I put the blanket down and moved up to watch her face.

She opened her eyes. She still had a bit of make up on them, residual color from shadow, a bit of lipstick, but there was no mistaking the fact that she was a man, with a masculine face.

And the penis under the blanket totally backed that up!

“Sally, can you hear me?”

She smiled. Her lashes were shorter, her hair was shorter, her teeth were strong enough to bite sharks with.

“Hi, ba—my voice!”

She sat up in panic. She moved quick and sure, like a man.

“It’s okay! It’s okay!” And I tried to hug her.

But now she wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly, like a woman. Now she was feeling hard and masculine, and she wanted to get things done.

“What’s happened to me?”

“A plane went overhead. You got gassed, you turned into a man.”

“Oh, my God!” she jumped to her feet and ran into the bathroom.

For a long moment I waited for her to scream. But men don’t scream.

I followed her into the bathroom.

She stood in front of the mirror and was touching her cheek with her hand. She studied her bare chest, the light smattering of hair, the way her thick muscles were corded over her frame.

“What happened?”

“Come here.”

I grabbed her hand and led her back into the bedroom. I sat her down.

“What is going on?”

“You had a nightmare, but it’s changing into a dream.”

“What?”

I cupped his face—time to stop thinking of her as her, and start thinking of her as him—and kissed him tenderly.

Confused, not sure what was happening, he started to respond and kiss me back.

I pushed him back and crawled onto him. I sat on him, and his dick rose up, a monstrous thing, right in front of me. It was so long it touched my belly, and it felt like an oak tree.

“Missy?”

“Sal,” I said, and I stroked his penis. “I was scared. I was scared that I would have to live as a woman, and you as a woman, and we would miss out on all those man/woman things.”

He started to grunt, and I knew his balls were roiling with fluid just waiting to be spent.

“But now things have changed, and I’m no longer scared. I’ve got you to protect me, and I will take care of you. I will love you, and feed you, and even have babies, if that happens.

He was getting hotter, and I was already hot and boiling. He was rigid like a baseball bat, and nearly as big, and I was moist enough to take it all.

He began to moan, to make deep, guttural sounds. His hips began to move up and down.

“Sal, baby, are you ready for your first fuck as a man?”

And Sal, though confused and dazed and changed into something that he, as a she, never expected, nodded his head.

I squatted over him then, and I held his dick with one hand and placed it between the lips of my orifice.

His eyes were wide, wondering. He was going through sensations he had never even imagined existed.

“Okay, baby, here we go.”

I slid down, down, down. He opened me up, filled me, and my breath caught.

He was better than another pussy, better even than a plastic dildo. He was alive and warm, and I could feel his heart beating with love.

And I know that my heart was filled with love.

And I fucked him.

End
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from
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