
        
            
                
            
        

    
	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. 

	  

	 

	THE END 
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