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PART ONE

CLICK!

Julie opened her eyes, blinked, then figured out what had been done to her.

“Sam, you son of a bitch! You get these off me right now!”

Julie was laying in bed. She had been sleeping late after a long week of work, and now Sam, that son of a bitch, he had put…

Across the room Sam was snickering.  He hand managed to get both cuffs on Julie before she had awoke, and she was his for the day. “Hey, baby, it’s time!”

“I told you last time!” She struggled to a sitting up position. The sheets were curled around her hips and her peignoir hung loosely, emphasizing her abundant breasts. “I don’t like to play this game! I don’t want to play this game! And you’d better let me loose!”

“Nah,” he said flippantly. “I get you a little hot and you’ll be fine. You turn from a raving bitch into a sex hot nympho.”

Unfortunately, he was sort of right.

Oh, she didn’t like it, it felt demeaning and degrading and she didn’t want to be forced to suck his cock or take his choo choo up the poo poo. But after a while of his playing with her she would get hot, then she would start responding, and by the end of their little playtime she would be begging for an orgasm.

But she didn’t want him to force this game on her, she wanted to be able to choose it when she wanted it.

“Sam Brown, if you don’t uncuff me then…then…”

“What? You’ll fuck me till I cry?” he laughed.

She kicked the sheets off and sat revealed. She was blonde, surfer blonde with blue eyes, but she wasn’t a dumb blonde. “You motherfucker! I’ll leave you!”

He just kept chuckling. “Tell me that after you have a world class orgasm.

He sauntered across the room, pulling down his pants, stepping out of his underwear, grinning lasciviously.

Julie backed up on the bed, against the wall, “I’m warning you!”

Sam jumped on the bed. He grabbed the cuffs and pulled her. His dick was hard and she laid across his lap and felt it poking into her.

“You fucking—OW!”

He raised his hand again. “You want to behave yourself, missy? Or do I have to spank you?”

She tried to kick, to bite, to punch. Sam was a body builder, however, and he had a world class body with tons of muscles. He picked her up, flung her around, and plopped her down on his lap again.

“Damn it! Stop!”

SMACK! SMACK!

Then he kissed her burning cheeks.

“Come on, baby. It’s pain or pleasure.”

Now she was caught. She didn’t want the pain, but saying that she wanted pleasure opened the door.

He felt her ass and ran a finger down her crack and into her rectum. He wiggled it.

Fuck! That felt good! “Stop it!” she tried again.

He just laughed, cupped her left boob with his strong hand, caught the nipple between two fingers and massaged her tit even as he pulled on the nipple.

“Oh, shit!” Suddenly Julie felt herself weakening. She felt the pleasurable sensations shooting from her nipple, all the way down to her groin.

“There’ a girl. Come to pappa.”

“I’ll pappa you,” she cursed.

Now he had two digits in her pussy, and every time she tried to move he wiggled them. It sapped her strength and immobilized her.

“Take your fingers out of my cunt!”

“I don’t think so. Do you know why women have both assholes and cunts right next to each other?”

“I don’t know and I don’t care!” Though there was a bit of curiosity nibbling at her soul.

“It’s so men can carry them like a six pack.”

“You asshole! That is sick! You are a sick fuck!”

Sam just laughed and kept playing with her pussy, then he picked her up and carried her across the room.

Julie saw where he was going and she struggled harder! “No, Sam! I don’t…no! Let me down! Don’t do this to me!”

There was a coat hook on the wall next to the closet. It was never used for coats, however.

Julie wiggled and hit him with her two hands, but she had no affect on his dense muscles. He held her with one hand, raised the cuffs with the other, and hung her on the hook. Her toes could touch the floor, but she couldn’t bend her legs or feet enough to jump. She was literally hanging like a piece of meat.

She kicked, but he pushed her legs down and pulled her chemise open. He pressed her tit with his mouth and gobbled the nipple.

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned. She hated this, but it made her hot when she had no control, when he just flung her around like a sack.

She tried to bring her knees up but he just turned his hip to blunt the blow. Then he dropped down, pushed her legs against the all, and began licking her pussy.

“Fuu-uuu…” heated bubbled through her groin. She tried to move, but only managed to thrust her hips more into his face.

Sam laughed. His hands were up, groping her tits, then he slithered up her body. His erect cock rose up against her leg and sought out her snatch.

“No! Don’t!”

But she was wet and Sam slid the tip of his cock into her.

“You son of a bitch,” she moaned. “We’re through!”

For answer he withdrew, then he pulled her body away from the wall, turned it so she was facing the wall, and moved her back to the wall.

She was in an even worse position. She couldn’t fight, not to bite, not to kick, and he was pushing his cock up her crack.

“You motherfucker!” She was hot. She wanted it. But anger simmered within. She vowed then and there that she was done with Sam, that she was going to kick him out.

Right then, however, she was still hot, in spite of her anger, and Sam was now pushing his cock into her anus.

“Fuck! Sam! You know I don’t always like that!”

Sam was leaning against her now, his cock halfway into her rectum. He breathed into her ear and kissed her cheek. “Honey, you complain, but you love it. I’m only giving you what you want.”

“I only want it when I say I want it!”

“And that’s when you’re a bitch. So knock it off, stop being a bitch, and enjoy it.”

Julie couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t believe he had mounted this bullshit argument…and just to justify his actions.

She was hot, and her hips were actually writhing, but even as she came she muttered, “I want you out of here.”

He laughed, and figured she was just pulling some female shit.

Then he came, hard, and all she could do was dangle from the wall and feel his slime dripping out of her.

Julie was done with Sam. She had had enough. When he was at work the next day she packed all his clothes and put them on the curb. When Sam came home he saw his stuff in boxes and simply carried everything back in.

“I want you out!”

Sam had finally realized that she was serious. He frowned, but that was all. “Listen, babe, we bought this house together. You can’t kick me out.”

Julie called the police, and the police came and went without doing a thing because Sam was right.

Julie moved into the spare bedroom and put a lock on it, but that wasn’t a solution. Heck, the first time Sam had a little too much to drink he would go right through that.

So she sat in her little bedroom and stewed, only came out when Sam was gone, and lived a life of misery.

Sam, of course, was sure it would all blow over. He was on his best behavior. He spoke politely through the door, asked for forgiveness, and bided his time.

Unfortunately for him he didn’t realize that women are the more vicious of the species.

But, that all said, nothing would have happened. They could live a long but separate life in the same house, except that Sam did something stupid.

Sam was working out at the gym. Actually, he was walking around and flexing and hoping everybody would notice him. He wasn’t really much of a guy for working out. What he was for was taking pills. He took D-bal, D-bal MAX, Testogen, Dianabol, MOAB, and just about every other drug he could.

Why sweat when you could pill your way to max bulk and beyond?

Yet, with all the anabolic steroids he was taking he was always looking for more and more efficient ways of bulking up.

Thus, one day he was sitting on the bench in the locker room. His locker door was open and he was naked and drying his hair. His gorgeous, well groomed hair. And smiling at the little mirror he kept in the locker, and admiring how good looking he was, and…

“This stuff is a miracle drug! Muscle mass is up 17%!”

Whoever was talking was on the other side of the lockers. Sam’s door was open, and the other person’s door was open, and Sam could hear the other person talking through the one piece of thin metal separating their lockers.

“Really? And it’s called Estrogenitalia?”

“”Yeah. It’s illegal, of course, but I just don’t follow a law that forbids me from gaining 17% muscle mass. Would you?
Sam had a pamphlet sitting on the top shelf of his locker, and he had a pen in his shirt, so he wrote the name of the drug down. Estrogenitalia. Yeah.

Grinning, he got dressed and headed out the door.

Once inside his car he made a quick phone call to his favorite drug dealer.

“Hey! Tony! My man!”

“Sam! What’s the haps, bro?”

“There’s this new drug out, not quite legal, I think it’s called Estrogenitalia. You know anything about it?”

Two things to be understood here. Sam had done no research on drugs, he never did. He went by results, not silly things like what was in the drug or potential side effects. And Tony, being a drug dealer, really didn’t give a shit. He just wanted to make money.

So Tony says, “Yeah! I heard it’s great!” Even though he had never heard of it. Heck, push came to shove he’d bag sugar and sell it as a drug.

“So it’s going to increase my muscle mass by 17%?”

“Fuck no! 34% is what I heard.” Tony always doubled claims. It was a rule of thumb for any distributor.

“Wow! You gotta get me some of that!”

“It might be expensive, bro!” It might go for ten cents, but with mark up it could reach a hundred dollars.

“That’s cool. I mean, 34%! Wow!”

“Okay, you give me a day and I’ll look around and make sure you get the best stuff money can buy.

Sam hung up the phone and gloated. He held his right biceps up and flexed. Look at that gun! Zowie!

Two days later Sam drove down a dark alley. He came to a ten year old kid and rolled his window down. “Sam, for Tony. He knows.”

The kid spoke into a burner cell phone, said to Sam, “Okay.”

Sam drove a hundred yards down the alley, stopped. Another ten year old kid came out and he handed the kid a hundred dollar bill.

Sam drove another hundred yards and stopped. A ten year old kid came out of the shadows and handed him a plastic baggie with ten pills in it.

Sam drove away. He looked at the little baggie. Ten bucks a pop, but man, was this going to bulk him up or what?

At this point two more items should be mentioned. Back in an apartment next to the alley Tony sat in a club chair in a basement and drank good whiskey. His first lieutenant handed him the hundred dollar bill. “Does that guy know what Estrogenitalia does?”

“Who cares?” And Tony took a big swig, right from the bottle, and lit up a joint.

The other item that should be noted actually happened a few days previous. When Sam listened through the locker wall to the description of the drug he should have gone around the row of lockers and seen who was talking. That deep male voice actually belonged to Lisa Thompkins.  Lisa was five foot two and 160 pounds, all of it muscle (and some boob). Lisa was trans, and wanted to enter the male side of competition.

Oh, and a third thing to be noted: Estrogenitalia given to males reacted in exactly the opposite manner for males.

Just sayin’.

Sam went home. He walked into the house clutching his little bag of pills. He said “Hi, Julie,” to her closed door, and continued down to the master bedroom and the bathroom.

He took off his clothes and struck a series of poses in the big bathroom mirror. He studied his sculpted biceps and triceps and glutes and penis.

He was proud of his muscles. They were so cool. Of course he had paid a price. His weenie had once been eight inches. Now, because of the drugs he had taken it was only five inches. Still long enough to do the job, but…oh well. It was worth it.

He popped an Estrogenitalia into his mouth.

Gulp.

Julie was a sad girl. Prisoner in her own house, unable to rid herself of the louse called Sam, she watched movies on her computer, read books, and dreamed of getting rid of Sam.

She had called lawyers, she had considered calling hit men, she wanted him out of the house in the worst possible way.

When they had first met Sam had been kind and considerate, and he had so impressed her that she had gone in on the house with him. He was a dream and they were going to be married.

Back then he did work outs twice a week, and they had friends, and everything was looking up.

Then he discovered anabolic steroids. Muscle enhancing drugs. At first he just took a few. But the amount of pills he took grew in proportion to his growing musculature.

She had gone with him to the gym once, but he just wandered around and talked a lot. He’d get on a machine, do a rep or two, then start talking. She hadn’t bothered going back.

Then, with his penis getting smaller, he had started getting more demanding with sex. It was almost as if the smaller he got the more he wanted it. Some weird sort of compensation or something.

Then his desire for sex became a desire for weird sex. He wanted to tie her up, and he wanted to dominate her, and bully her, and tell her how to live her life, and…her dream man was gone, swallowed up by anabolic anger and weird sex.

So she sat in her room and waited for him to leave. She would come out and live in her house until she heard his car in the driveway, then she would head for her hidey hole and wait for him to leave again.

It was not a good life, and she wondered how long she could go on like this.

Then he started staying home. He stopped going to the gym. She listened to him rambling around the house and was bummed.

But his rambling was short lived.He stopped talking to her door. Stopped asking forgiveness. Didn’t drive anywhere.

Two days passed where he didn’t do anything. She didn’t even hear him walk through the house. He had gone into the master bedroom and closed the door and not come out.

Three days and Julie knew she was going to have to come out. Sam might be there, but she had to eat, and there were things she had to do…

She opened her bedroom door a crack and looked out into the hallway.

Sam wasn’t there. His bedroom door was closed.

Julie tip toed down the hallway to his door and put her ear to the door.

Mumbling sounds. He was talking to himself.

She shrugged and headed for the kitchen. She made herself a meal, ate it, washed the dishes, and wondered what was going on with Sam.

Why was he holed up in the bedroom?

Well, no big deal. He could stay there forever if he wanted.

She washed the dishes, and when she went to put them away a pan slipped out of her hand.

CLANG! It hit the floor.

Julie froze. There was no way Sam hadn’t heard that!

But Sam didn’t open his door, didn’t even look out. He just stayed and did whatever he was doing in there.

Julie’s eyebrows raised. Maybe he was sick?

Well, nothing she could do about it, she headed back to her room and locked herself inside.

A day passed. Julie came out again, listened at his door. He was sleeping, so she made herself dinner, then watched the big screen TV while she ate.

Man, that felt good, to actually use her house.

She went back into her bedroom.

Another day passed. Sam stayed in the master bedroom.

And Julie began to worry.

What if he was sick?

What if he should be in a hospital?

It had been five days since Sam started taking the Estrogenitalia, and Julie walked down the hallway and listened at his door. Nothing. A sigh. A slither of blankets.

She tapped on the door.

No answer.

“Sam?”

Silence.

She opened the door and peeked in.

It was gloomy, no lights, the curtains drawn.

Sam was a lump of blankets on the big master bed.

“Sam?”

She felt that peculiar bit of awareness that meant he wasn’t sleeping.

“Are you okay?”

“Go away!” he mumbled.

It was hard to hear him, and his voice sounded so strange. It sounded like it was a higher pitch.

Carefully, like he might be an animal that would jump up and chase her, she edged into the bedroom.

As she got closer to the bed she noticed something funny. Sam was a large man. He was six foot two, and she was five foot eight. But now his slumbering form, all wrapped in blankets, didn’t look six foot two. It looked more like her size.

And the lump made by him didn’t look like he was 240 pounds of muscle, it looked…more slender.

Had he lost weight?

And she was suddenly scared that something bad had happened.

“Sam? What’s wrong.”

“I’m sleeping. Go away.”

His voice, it was definitely high pitched. It almost sounded girly.

Then she had the thought that this wasn’t Sam, but some strumpet he had brought home.

Well, sick, or somebody else, or whatever, she had to find out.

“Sam?”

He stirred under the blankets.

She grabbed a corner of the blanket, took a deep breath, and yanked.

The blanket flew off Sam and Julie dropped it on the floor in shock. Her eyes were big and round, her mouth was open. She had intended to run for it, but now she couldn’t move.

It was Sam, but…it was a different Sam.

She recognized him, his body, his face, but he was changing, morphing.

His body was shorter, he was about her height.

His body had lost weight. It wasn’t skinny, but it was getting there. His hair was long. He always wore it a little long, a little shaggy, but now it was down around his shoulders, a long, tangled mess. And his fingernails were getting longer. His face was changing, his nose more pert, his eyes larger, his eyebrows more arching. The fat in his face was actually redistributing, changing his appearance, making him look more feminine!

But that wasn’t the most surprising thing. The real shocker was that his penis had shrunk even more—it was only about three inches—and he had…TITS!

Little balls of fat that weren’t fat, but actual boobs! And his nipples were bigger, and distended.

“Sam!” she whispered.

He tried to cover himself up with the remaining sheet. “Go ‘way.” His high pitched voice revealed a deep misery.

“What happened?”

“Don’t know,” he turned his face away. Turned his whole body away.

Emboldened by her concern for another human being, and she did know Sam as a person, at least once upon a time, Julie reached out and grabbed his shoulder.

His shoulder was no bigger than her own. It was a feminine sized shoulder. What was surprising was that when Sam tried to resist she was stronger than him!

She pulled him over and he made a protesting whine. “Stop!”

She stared at his boobs. They weren’t huge, but they looked like they would be. They looked half developed, and they were going to be biguns.

And his cock! It was the size of a Marks-A-Lot, but half as long.

“Sam! What happened?”

“Nothing,” he whimpered, totally embarrassed by his size, his female form.

Then Julie had an epiphany. “It’s those drugs you take!”

“No!” he whined.

“What did you take?”

He tried to fend her off, but she was adamant, and he finally admitted, “It’s called Estrogenitalia.”

“You stay here!” she commanded, and she ran for the computer.

She typed in Estrogenitalia and a split second she had a million results. Some of the entries talked about ‘Estrogen italia’ Then she came across what she wanted.

Estrogenitalia ~ street drug used by female body builders. Increases mass, builds musculature. While it is harmless for women, men who take the drug have almost immediate changes including large breasts, rounded hips, loss of  height and weight and extreme shrinkage of the genitals. This is an extremely powerful drug, requiring only ten doses. Ingestion of the full ten doses and the male has only a fifty per cent chance of returning to his original form.

Julie stared at the entry for a long minute. She read and reread it, and read it again.

Sam had turned himself into a girl. OMG! And she started to snicker. Big, bad Sam. The muscle man. Now a girl.

And she thought of his bullying ways. Well, this was going to be good for him. Now he was going to learn what it was like for the shoe to be on the other foot. Or, in this case, for the high heel to be on the other foot.

She turned off the computer and walked slowly back to the bedroom.

Sam had retrieved the blanket from the floor and wrapped himself on the bed again. He looked at her from within the bundle.

“How much Estrogenitalia did you take?”

“I’ve taken five of the pills. Are they bad? Should I throw the rest away?”

Biting her lip and stifling her laughter, Julie said, “No, it is dangerous to stop halfway. You’ll have to take all ten pills.”

“But what’s happening to me?”

“You’re just going through some changes. Do you take the pills in the morning?”

“Yes.”

“Have you taken one today?”

“No.”

Julie looked at the clock, “I’ll go get one for you.”

She found the pills in the bathroom. She brought one back to Sam.

He popped it into his mouth. Gulp.

“Okay, Sam, you better just go to sleep and rest. Your body is going to have to go through some major changes before it grows big and strong again.”

“Oh, okay,” he lay down, then, before she could leave the room, he said, “Thank you, Julie.”

She turned and kept herself form busting out in laughter. “It’s okay, Sam.”

He closed his eyes and she left.

Julie was back in charge of her house. She made meals, shopped, walked around carefree and happy. She watched the big screen TV and tuned into as much of the Kardashians as she wanted.

Each day for the next four days she woke Sam up in the morning and gave him a pill.

He took the pill and thanked her, and went back to sleep.

And each day he was smaller, more slender, and…bigger boobed. Really bigger boobed.

His hair grew longer, almost down to his waist by day ten. His fingernails were long hooks.

And his penis. Oh, Lord, his once mighty staff was a minuscule inch. One inch. Heck, Julie knew girls with bigger clitorises than that!

Finally, the tenth day came, the last pill, and Sam slept afterwards. This was his last sleep, according to the internet. He would wake up on the eleventh day and be fully changed.  A woman in all but his one inch dick.

Julie couldn’t wait. She remembered the times Sam had bullied her, yelled at her, hung her from the wall and fucked her. Oh, boy, was he going to get his!

On the eleventh day Sam yawned, opened his eyes and stared around the room. It was gloomy, and he was feeling a bit lazy, but he knew—Julie had told him—that it was time to get up.

Now no longer dazed by sleep and drug and changing body, he threw the covers off and sat up. And looked down. And shrieked.

Laying in bed he knew things were happening, but he had been so out of it he hadn’t cared. Now he wasn’t out of it, and all the care came crashing in on him. He wasn’t a man with a couple of small globes of fat on his chest, he was a woman with monster boobs! He wasn’t a muscular guy with big biceps, he was a slender woman with a round ass. He wasn’t a cut, shapely stud, he was a woman with hair down to his…her…ass!

He grabbed the sheet off the bed and wrapped himself, hoping to hide his own shape from himself, and staggered out into the hallway.

“Julie?” his voice was soprano and shocked him.

“In the kitchen, Sam.”

He stumbled into the kitchen, wearing the sheet like a toga. Julie was doing dishes. She turned off the water and looked at him. She nodded. “Not bad.”

“Not bad?” his voice was so damned girlish, “I’m a girl!”

“A pretty good looking one, too.”

Julie walked up to him. She was eight inches taller than him, probably 40 pounds heavier. She lifted his hair and said, “Needs a trim.”

“But….but…”

She looked at his hands. “And we definitely have to fix those nails.

“But…look at me!”

Julie nodded. “Well, shall we take some measurements? Find out just how far gone you are? Or should I say how progressed you are?”

“Are you laughing? This isn’t funny!”

“I’m not laughing, I’m just smiling, and I think it’s cute. Sam Brown, big strong manly man, now a little girl.”

She had started out smiling, now she was grinning. It was obvious that she was enjoying Sam’s predicament.

“But I need to change back!”

“So sorry. No can do.”

“What do you?”

“After five pills your chances of reverting dwindle. Oh, you might revert, and you might revert a little, but for the time being you are not Sam, you are Samantha.”

“But you said I should finish the ten pills!”

“I lied.”

Sam’s face was a study in shock and betrayal. He couldn’t believe his girlfriend would do this to him. They had plans! They had talked about getting married!

“How could you do that?” His face was ashen, and so cute and feminine.

“How could you hang me from a wall and stick your dick up my ass?”

“You’re still holding that against me?”

“A dick up the ass is hard to get over, especially since I didn’t want it.”

“I’m going to the hospital.”

“Sure. Do that.”

“What?” he asked, suspicious that she would go along with that so easily.

“Go to the hospital and explain that you were once a man. After your psychiatric evaluation give me a call.”

She was right. Sam didn’t even have to think to know that.

“But what will I do?”

“Whatever I say.”

He stared at her. “I can’t trust you! You’ve already betrayed me!”

“No worse than your betrayal of me, and who else do you have? Maybe you could go home to dear, old Mom. I’m sure she’d like to have a new daughter.”

“Julie…” his face was begging, his body was caving, his mind was going down for the eighth time.

“Now then, first things first, we have to clean you up. A little Nair, a trim for those gorgeous locks, polish those nails…”

“Julie!” he actually stamped his foot. His voice was like a little pixie’s, “You have to stop this and really help me.”

“Oh, I am. I can’t make you back into a man, so I’ll help you be a girl. Isn’t that nice of me? Thank you, Julie. You’re welcome, Sam.”

She was openly gloating now, get every last ounce of payback. And she had just started.

All Sam could do was stand there and take it.

The high heel truly was on the other foot.


PART TWO

Sam was maybe a quarter inch under five foot tall, and Julie mused whether that would make him an official midget. Or dwarf. “I honestly don’t know the difference,” she admitted. She was 8 inches taller than him.

Sam was 98 pounds, and Julie laughed about him being a big, strong man who had followed a program and managed to turn into a 98 pound weakling. “Shall we go to the beach and look for somebody to kick sand in your face?”

Sam didn’t think that was funny.

At any rate, she was 140, so that meant she was 42 pounds heavier than him. And, to be perfectly honest, a lot of her weight was good, solid muscle.

His measurements were 36 X 24 X 38. Except for the overly large melons on his chest he would have had the perfect shape. She was even a little jealous. His measurements were better than hers!

“You’ve got beautiful hair, Sam.” She placed him on a patio chair and wielded a comb and scissors.

“Please, stop telling me how beautiful I am!”

Snip, snip. “Sorry, no can do.”

She cut his hair into a vee that reached halfway down his back. She brushed it out, examined it and said, “It’s curlers for you, m’boy.”

“You’re not going to curl my hair!”

“Yes, I am.”

He stood up, a mighty pixie with a high voice. “No!”

She sat down, grabbed his arm and pulled him onto her lap.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Sam howled. Not so much in pain as in humiliation. “You can’t do this to me!”

“Oh,” SMACK! “I’m sorry.” SMACK! “I didn’t know that.” SMACK!

Now she was focusing and concentrating her strikes, and the pain started up.

“Stop that! Stop that!” Sam cried, little tears running down his soft, round face.

“Like you stopped when I asked you to take the handcuffs off?”

“Yes! No! Stop!”

His ass, so soft and girly, was turning red, so Julie slowed down and said, “Are we going to love our little curls?”

“NO!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Yes!” he sobbed. Tear were now splashing on the brick patio underneath him.

“Excellent.” She let him go and stood up. “Have a seat.”

He stood and rubbed his ass. “You’re a bully!”

“Oh, I thought it was okay to manhandle people when you’re stronger than them.”

She walked into the house, got out the curlers and came back.

Sam, of course, was not waiting.

Julie smiled. “Oh, Sam, come out, come out wherever you are!”

He didn’t.

She knew he wasn’t in the back of the house because she had been back there. That meant he was either around the side of the house or in the garage.

She walked into the house and locked the door from the kitchen to the garage. Then she locked the front door, went out and checked the side yard, and, finally, she went into the garage.

Sam was by the washing machine. He had found a pair of her panties and had put them on. He was holding her shorts and he looked at her.

She grinned at him. “Go ahead.”

“You better not stop me.”

“Oh, I know better than that. Big people with muscles shouldn’t pick on little people without muscles. You told me that, so it’s got to be true.”

He pulled on her shorts. They didn’t fit well, he had to bunch the material and then the belt didn’t have enough notches. He looked into the washing machine and picked out a tee shirt. One of hers.

“You realize that you’re stealing my belongings?”

“I need them.”

“Oh, so it’s okay to steal if you need something. One more pearl of wisdom from Samantha.”

“Don’t call me that!”

He had the tee shirt on, and it looked a wee bit large. Like eight sizes too large. It hung over the shorts, which concealed the bunching of material at the waist, and the neck was a vee, so a mighty expanse of tit was displayed.

“Nice. I can see your erect nipples through the material.”

He muttered something which sounded suspiciously like ‘fuck you.’

He went to the kitchen door and tried the knob. “Hey! You locked it!”

“I did?”

Sam snarled at her, which was quite adorable with his girly face. He walked through the garage and tried to get past her, but she stepped in front of him and pushed him back.

“Get out of my way!”

“You’re a thief. I don’t want a thief in my house. Think of all the things you could steal: make up, bras, high heels…”

“I don’t want any of that! I just want to get into my house!”

“Our house, honey,” she dripped of sarcasm. “Where I was forced to hide because you were a bully.”

Same kept trying to get past, but Julie just kept pushing him back.

“Stop this!” He was crying again. Tears of helplessness.

Julie hit the button and the big door started rising.

“Hey!” Sam didn’t want anybody seeing him.

Julie pushed him again and now he was outside, standing in the driveway in his silly get up.

She stepped in and pressed the button. The garage door started going down.

“Hey! Stop it! Stop it!”

Julie ran out the back door, through the house and unlocked the kitchen door. Then she ran through the garage and locked the back door. Sam was still yelling in his high pitched voice, and she ran to the sliding doors and locked them. Now Sam was locked out.

“Let me in!” He rang the doorbell again and again.

Julie got her ear buds and put them in her ears. She turned up her cell phone and listened soft, sweet music.

Sam stomped around the house and tried the back door. It was locked, of course. He slammed his hand against it until Julie thought it might break, but it didn’t.

Then Sam went to the side yard and came back with a brick. He stood in front of the door and held his hand back to throw.

Julie stepped into view and lifted her fist.

Sam paused. It was his window he was going to break, and he didn’t want to replace it. Further, the look on Julie’s face, she was going to use that fist on him if he broke the window.

He put the brick down.

“Julie!” He moved up to the sliding glass. “Please. Let me in.”

Julie took out her earbuds and said, “You have been rude. You’re still trying to be a bully. You have to ask me to forgive you, let me put the curlers in your hair, and…you need a spanking.”

Sam’s mouth, with it’s pretty, red lips, opened. “No!” He breathed. “Please, no!”

“You’re a girl and you have to act like a girl, and that means you have to look and dress like a girl. So you either apologize, take your spanking, and let me teach you how to curl your hair, or you can stay outside for the rest of your life.

Sam closed his mouth. He was blinking the tears away. He turned and went to one of the lounge chairs and sat down.

Julie sat on the couch and picked up a fashion magazine.

Time passed.

Sam only lasted an hour. He was stuck, it was getting cold outside, and…he knew of no other way.

He was a girl. Maybe not in his heart, but he was going to have to make the best of his situation.

And Julie was willing to help him.

He finally stood up and came to the window. He tapped on it and Julie looked up at him.

His face red, not wanting to say what he was going to say, Sam said, “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”

Julie cocked her head slightly and pursed her lips. “And what else?”

“You can put curlers in my hair.”

Julie waited.

It almost killed him to say it, but Sam managed. “Can you give me a spanking?”

Julie smiled, came and unlocked the door.

To his credit Sam didn’t try to burst into the house or push her or hit her or anything. “Set up a chair in the dining room and let’s put the curlers in.

Fifteen minutes later Sam’s long locks were in rows of rolls on his head.

“This is going to be so beautiful, Sam. You should be glad. You could have turned into an ugly woman. But you’re so beautiful you make me jealous.”

While the curlers did their work Julie fixed dinner.

Sam was uncomfortable in his shorts and tee shirt, and after a while he asked, “Do you have some clothes I can wear?”

“Of course I do. Just let me finish peeling these potatoes.”

Five minutes later they were in Julie’s room.

“My stuff won’t fit you, but it will do you until we can go shopping. Here’s a bra.”

Sam took it, and was actually glad. His boobs were very heavy and he was having to keep his arms crossed for support. He figure out how to put the bra on, then Julie helped him snap the back.

The bra was small for his boobs. It barely fit around his chest, but his boobs overflowed the cups.

Julie just smiled as Sam looked at himself in the mirror.

“Here’s some panties.”

Sam pulled up the panties.

“Wonderful. Your cock is so small now it hardly makes a bump.”

This didn’t make Sam feel too good, but what was he going to do?

“Now, I don’t have a regular dress that will fit you, but I have a short dress or you could wear one of your sweat shirts. That would be long enough to conceal you.”

Sam tried on the short dress. Julie wore it for a mini skirt, but it reached down to his knees. It was quite a sloppy fit however, and Sam had to look for a sweat shirt that fit. Unfortunately his sweat shirts were long enough to be a dress, but the neck was too big. It made the sweat shirt hang to the side and was very uncomfortable.

“This isn’t going to work.” Everything Sam said it sounded like he was going to cry.

“I might have one…” Julie looked in the back of a drawer. She pulled out a pink sweatshirt with the logo ‘Pink’ on it.

“It’s too big for me, but…she held it out to Sam.

“I can’t wear that!”

“Why not? It’s clean. The neck isn’t too big. I think it should go down at least to your mid thigh. It’ll be quite pretty, and even fashionable.

“But…pink?”

Julie chuckled. “Honey, right now you are the embodiment of pink. Just try it on. You’ll see.

Acting like the sweat shirt had been washed in poison oak, Sam put the garment on. It hung correctly around his neck, his boobs thrust out very sexily, and it did reach mid thigh.

But it had the word ‘Pink’ on it. Big, round letters.

“But it’s not me!” he cried.

“Well, take it or leave it. Julie shrugged and walked back to the living room.

Sam followed her, feeling like a freak in his pink sweat shirt.

“Looks like your curls are ready.” Julie began taking the curls out, Sam’s hair flowed down his back, curler after curler, and it really was quite stunning. He had soft waves and it looked like a beautiful, glowing waterfall.

He looked at himself in the big mirror in the foyer, and here he felt a change.

He was good looking. And though he felt like an alien, he had to admit that this was the kind of girl that would have set his heart to pounding. Back when he was a guy. Of course.

“Beautiful, Sam. I tell ya, real punishment would have been for me to leave you like you were, a sloppy guy who picks his nose.”

“I don’t pick my nose!”

“Figuratively,” Julie snickered. “Okay, let’s do your nails.”

“My nails?”

“Yup.”

He didn’t want his nails to be fixed up. He just wanted to cut them off and go on about his business.

“Sit down at the dining table and I’ll do you up purty.”

“Julie? Do we have to?”

Julie faced him and put a stern expression on her face. “Sam? Did you realize that I haven’t given you the spanking that you asked for, and which you so sorely deserve?”

Sam’s face turned white. “Well, uh…I thought…”

“I know what you thought. You thought you were going to get out of it. But let me tell you, if you don’t please me in every way possible then I will tan your hide until you can’t sit down for a month. The only reason I am not blistering your backside right now is because I think that people should get along. I don’t like hurting people. But if you deserve it…” she warned. “Now, you have abused me, and I am forgiving, and I am willing to help you. So sit down on the chair and suck your thumb until I get back.”

Sam didn’t suck his thumb, but he did sit down and wait. And he was a very chastened person. The truth was that he wasn’t entirely dumb, and he did understand what Julie was saying.

Julie came back, excused herself for a moment and went to put the hamburgers on, then returned and sat down opposite him. “Give me your feet.”

“What?”

“Toes. Tootsies. Gimme, gimme.”

Sam put his feet up and Julie quickly trimmed and shaped and painted them red. He stared at his toes. He had had big toes, manly toes, long enough to pick up marbles. Now he had cute, petite toes with little red nails on the end of them.

“Oops, got to flip the burgers.”

She was back in a minute and she trimmed and shaped his fingers.

“Okay. Time for a break. Let’s eat.”

They sat in the kitchen and Sam was a very subdued young lady. He stared at Julie’s hands, and realized she was going to paint his finger nails so they looked like hers. He compared his fingernails and his toenails. His toenails were sexy, if they had been on somebody else. And he tried to imagine what it was going to look like when his fingers were like that.

When Julie put their hamburgers and fries on the table, however, he blurted. “That’s not enough!”

“You’re less than half your former weight. You have to eat less than half of what you used to.”

“But I’ll starve on that!”

“You’ve got more than I do?”

Sam looked at her plate, his plate, her plate. She was right. She had a smaller portion than him.

“You’re a girl now, Sam. Get used to it. You’re going to have to watch your weight.”

“Why?”

“You don’t want to pig out and be a pig. You might have to catch yourself a man.”

“But…but I thought we…a man?”

“I told you to leave a few months ago. I still want you to leave. And that mans that you’re going to have to conduct yourself as a woman, and that means you might need to find yourself a sugar daddy.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“Way of the world, Sam. And, by the way, I’m going to start calling you Samantha. Unless you have some other female name you want to go by.”

“I don’t want to be called Samantha.”

“Sorry, dude. But you look more like a Samantha than a Sam.”

Sam looked down at his hamburger and started eating.

After dinner she colored his nails a beautiful red color, to match his toes.

“Okay, a little make up and we’re done.”

“Oh, please! Not that!”

Julie studied Sam. Samantha. He was overloaded, which was okay, but he would be easier to manipulate if she backed off a little. But she did need to get something in return.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll back off, except for lipstick, if you agree to go with me to the mall tomorrow.”

“Why the mall? Why lipstick?”

“You need to get used to having gorgeous lips. They are the piece de resistance of make up. An ugly girl with pretty lips is a pretty girl. And, as for the mall…you need to buy clothes.”

“I do? Oh. Yes…” he looked entirely miserable.

“So, the mall tomorrow at ten, which we have to do anyway, or full make up right now. Pick your poison.”

Sam thought that either choice was poison, but he nodded and said, “The Mall.”

And that was it for Sam’s first full day as a girl.

The next day dawned, and Sam got ready for the mall. He wore the same bra and sweatshirt and panties, but he also wore garters and nylons. Which, he had to admit, were sort of cool. He always admired girls with sleek legs, and now he was a girl with sleek legs.

Julie insisted on a touch of make up. She said his skin was so beautiful he didn’t really need much, so she painted his lips red and she cleansed his skin, put on primer, went to the foundation, blushed him, and worked on his eyes.

“And this is a little?” he asked? He felt like he was out of his body.

“Nope. This is the whole shebang.”

“But you said it was going to be just a little!”

“I lied.”

He glared at her.

“Oh, knock it off. You’re having fun. And what’s the alternative? I could have just paddled your ass and done it anyway.”

Well, that was true.

Finally, ten o’clock, they hopped into her car and headed for the mall. She drove because he couldn’t. He had high heels and they were not conducive to driving.

They arrived at the mall and walked in. Julie was click, click, clicking, and Sam was sort of slushing along, scraping his heels across lines of mortar, and sounding clumsy.

“Come on, Samantha, pick up your feet.”

He tried, and every once in a while he did hear a click.

His face was bright red.

“We should have put more make up on you,” Julie observed. “Hide that big red face of yours.”

Sam just groaned.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Sam looked around. It was Jenny Peterson. She hugged and air kissed with Julie, then looked at Sam. “And who’s this gorgeous creature.”

“It’s my boyfriend, Sam. You can call her Samantha, though.”

Sam turned eighteen shades of red. He was literally crimson.

“Samantha! I love it. And when did you decide to transition?”

Sam couldn’t speak, and the girls laughed as his mouth moved and nothing came out.

“He’s…pardon me, she’s still in the middle of it.”

“Well, that’s wonderful. Let me know if you need to know anything girly, Samantha.”

The girls hooted, linked arms and walked down the mall. Sam followed along like a lost puppy.

“Hey! Julie!” It was Wanda Samson. Another friend of his girlfriend.

More hugging and kissing.

“I’m just taking Samantha out to get some things. She’s newly transitioned and hasn’t a thing to wear.”

“Oh, poor dear. And she’s so pretty, too.”

Nineteen shades of red. More purple than an eggplant.

They walked on, the three girls moving like the front line of a football team. Sam following along.

“Hey, girls!” It was Betty Yardling. Again with the hugs and air kisses.

“You remember my boyfriend? Sam? Well he’s now my girlfriend.”

Everybody tittered and Sam started to faint. The girls recognized the signs and held him up. They moved him down the mall and Sam whispered to Julie. “What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want.”

“But all these women? How did they know we’d be here?”

“Because I announced it on Facebutt last night.

Sam was incapable of further speech. He was overloaded, and now Julie didn’t care.

They wandered into shops, picking up and losing friends of Julie and her friends. All of them gushed over Samantha.

He had his ears pierced, courtesy of Wanda, and he walked out of the jewelry store sporting three rings dangling in a line from his earlobes.

Jenny bought him a pair of shoes. Even taller heels, and he had to wear them out of the store. He could hardly walk, but the girls kept him from falling down and moved him along.

Underwear. Victoria’s secret, and not only did his girlfriend’s friends buy him everything from garters to shapers, all the girls working in the store, and some of the customers, came over and complimented him on how feminine he was, and how brave he was to come out.

Now it was a big party. Probably a hundred ladies hovering around him. He was holding a half a dozen huge bags filled with female goodies.

And he was constantly being dragged into changing booths, being made to model clothes, having to stand the shame and mortification of them seeing him nude, touching his body, even pinching his big nipples.

“Got to keep them erect if you want the boys to notice you, Samantha,” said one woman with a big giggle.

And, at one point Julie took him into a changing booth and produced a pair of hand cuffs.

“What are those for?” his heart pounding with fear.

She didn’t answer. She just grabbed his hands and cuffed him, and she was stronger than him so there was nothing he could do. Then she and Jenny lifted him up and hooked the handcuffs from a coat hook.

The coat hook was regular height for a lady of regular height to hang her coat. But it was high for Samantha, and her toes barely reached the ground. She could struggle, but she couldn’t jump up and get loose from the hook.

Then Julie and Jenny went out and let the other ladies in by twos and threes.

Samantha sobbed, ruining his make up, as they groped his buns, pulled down his panties and laughed and marveled at his teeny peeny. Some of the ladies felt his tits, and a couple of them insisted on loosening his bra and sucking on his nipples.

His cock, of course, was hard.

But there was nothing he could do about it.

Finally, after an hour, Sam was helped down and the cuffs taken off.

His eyes flowing with tears, he was taken out of the changing room to find all the women who had played with him waiting.

“Sam, these ladies all paid a dollar to play with you. This money is for you. Welcome to being a woman.”

Sam stood with his hands full of money and cried. The women all smiled and clapped.

Then, after a short visit to a make up booth to repair his face, Sam was taken home.

He was a broken man. His pride was gone. His manly manner was a forgotten memory. He sat in the kitchen and cried. Ruined his make up all over again.

Julie let him cry, then she poured him a bourbon and Coke and sat down opposite him.

“Drink up, Samantha. We still have things to discuss.”

Sam snuffled and sipped, and the booze helped him come down from his emotional peak.

“Samantha, you have a choice.”

He looked at Julie, his mascara streaking his face.

“What choice?”

“You now have clothes, and a couple of hundred bucks. You’re not very good at make up and things, but you’ll get better. You can leave the house, strike out on your own. Do what you want to do…”

“But this is half my house?”

“True, and there is your choice. I doubt if you’ll be able to keep your present job. Oh, you could threaten and bully and keep it, but the guys you work with…that’s going to be tough on a trans man.”

Sam frowned. That was true. The guys he worked with were tough as nails. They would make short work of him in a dress.

“So if you want to stay here then you have to have a job that pays your half of the rent. I can get you a job at my company. I just talked to Elizabeth Cook, she was one of the girls at the mall today, and she said they needed a mail boy. Except they have a problem. The government is demanding businesses hire a certain percentage of colored, trans, gay, whatever, or they’ll take away tax credits. So if you want to become the mail person she’ll okay it.”

“I…I…”

Julie held up her hand to forestall him. It’s a choice, so think about it. But there’s another part to your choices.”

“What’s that?”

“You want to live in this house you’ll have to do extra chores. You’re a girl now, and you have to do the things a girl does.”

Sam was having trouble breathing.

“And that leads us to the grand finale.”

Sam watching his girlfriend, his one time girlfriend, and waited.

“The thing that started this off, your brutal bullyism. That’s over, and you have to find out what that really feels like.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about a choo choo up the poo poo.”

“You want me to fuck you up the ass?” His eyes widened in incredulity.

“No, Sam. I want to fuck you up the ass.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“I didn’t want you to fuck me up the ass.”

“But that’s different.”

“It’s only different because our roles are reversed. Now, you can either walk back to the bedroom and I’ll use my strap on on you. Or, you can run out of the house and never come back. Or, I can cuff your wrists and hang you on the wall and fuck you like a piece of meat. Your choice.”

To Sam none of the choices was good. He did realize that he needed a job, and that he was going to have to live as a woman. Wiping the tears off his face he stood up and walked back towards the bedroom.

Julie followed him.

“Just hop up on the bed and assume the doggy position.”

He did, and she took out a strap on and buckled it around her hips. A nice, big cock sprouted from her groin. She moved forward.

Sam was scared, but there was nothing else he could do.

Julie took out some lube and began greasing him up. “You know, Sam, anal sex really is fun. Lots of people do it, and I’m surprised you haven’t done it before. I guess it’s part of that manly man machismo BS you have.”

Sam didn’t say a thing. He felt her fingers reaming his asshole and he grunted at the feeling of his nerves waking up.

She put a finger in him, and he jerked and gasped.

“That’s it, baby. Learn to love it. Isn’t that what you said to me back when you were the bully?”

“But this isn’t right!” he tried.

“Oh, come on, bitch. I’ll just play with you a while, and get you hot, and then you’ll love it.”

Sam recognized his own words, and he gulped down a sob.

Julie greased up her shaft. She ran a handful of lube up and down on it till it was slick and ready to go.

She wiped her hand on his butt.

She put the tip of the dildo to his bunghole.

“Any last words, baby? Before you become an official woman?”

“I just think—“

Julie thrust her hips forward and Samantha gasped and fell forward. Julie stayed with him then. Plowing into his butt mercilessly.

“Oh!” Sam yelled, then the pleasure took him.

END
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Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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