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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

One of the worst crimes a man (or woman) can be guilty of, is labelizing. You simply label people. You don’t look at who they are, how they came to be. What drove them onward.

So think about that when you read these five stories.

These are five men who feminized, and took very different paths to that end.

Don’t be guilty of labeling your fellow man/woman…look at them as people, as human beings who are unique and wonderful.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminization and

Male Breast Enhancement!

The ‘breast’ of both worlds!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Men want breasts. They lust after them, they drool, they handle their tooks and…wish they had some!

Poor fellows, doomed to a life of flatness. Never to experience the admiring glance, the appreciation that the female form gets.

But, wait! Men can have boobs! And they should!

After all, why should we girls have all the fun? Right?

So head on down to your local boob store.

You can get your man vacation boobs, which are quick injections that last a month or two.

Or full implants!

Or give him some hormones and let hm have some real fun!

Now then, as always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It was a great party!

Sally Coons took off her top and slapped Billie Barton’s face with her tits.

John Barnes ran around with his weenie out, trying to get girls to touch it. When he finally did it went limp!

Sally Forsche started giving head in the upstairs bathroom, and ended up pulling the train in the master bedroom.

Tom Babbs was having a great time, even though none of the truly memorable stuff was happening to him.

But that was okay. He loved to watch, and maybe it was better to keep his pecker in his pants and just drink bourbon and laugh a lot.

So that’s what he did. He drank Coke and bourbon, and as the night went on it was more Coke and less bourbon.

That was the reason he wasn’t sloppy drunk when the girl bumped into him, turned around and apologized.

He hadn’t seen here before the party, but she was a babe of magnitude. Large breasts, round hips, a smile that made you want to jump out of your drawers and right into bed with her, and…two wet spots on her nipples.

He blinked.

She was only a little drunk. “I’m sorry,” she placed a hand on his arm, spilling a little more of her drink.

He focused on her smooth complexion, her full, red lips, her dancing eyes, and couldn’t help it. He looked down, directly at her tits.

She was drunk, but not that drunk. She did, however, have a good sense of humor.

“Hey, earth to bozo. I’m up here.” Grinning, her hand still on his forearm, not caring that he was staring down at her boobs instead of at her face, or into her eyes, because, darn it, she had the kind of body that men stared at and she was used to it and…

Tom leaned forward and tried to sound contrite, even though his pecker was now pounding in his pants. “You…spilled something on your…breasts.”

Her smile faltered, froze a bit, then she looked down.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, and looked around, suddenly more sober than she’d like.

Tom was wearing a bomber jacket with a big Kenpo patch on the left breast. It was green and easy on easy off. He slipped it off and held it out.

The girl realized what he was doing, turned so nobody could see her front as she slipped a hand into one sleeve, then simply turned her whole body into the jacket.

Facing him, her face was red. “Oh, Lord. Thank you. Thank you for telling me. Thank you for…for the jacket.”

“Not a problem,” Tom grinned.

Now she linked her arm with his. “It’s your jacket, and…you don’t have a girlfriend, do you?”

“Fresh out,” he quipped. “Would you like a drink?”

“Gosh. I’m sort of out of the party mood now. Do you have an address or phone number so I can return your jacket to you?”

He was disappointed, but he understood how she could suddenly want to leave. He wondered how she had managed to spill her drink precisely on her nipples.

“Do you need a ride?”

He was pleasantly surprised when she said, “Oh, gosh, yes! I was going to do Uber, but…are you sure you don’t mind?”

“Not at all. I was getting ready to leave, anyway.”

The music was a little loud and she leaned up and spoke to his ear. “Do you have a name?”

“Tom,” he smiled.

“I’m Lisa. I’ve got to say good bye to our host.”

“I’ll go with you.”

She smiled up at him, and held his hand, and kept glancing up at him, and they wandered through the party looking for Shirley Wasson, who was the host.

A few minutes later they were outside, walking down the curved walk and stepping onto the sidewalk.

The party had been hot, smoky, and loud. The night was contrastingly cool, clear and the music gently waned.

She kept hold of his hand, and he walked her down the block to where his Mustang was parked.

He held the door open for her, exulted over his luck, and started the car up.

“Again, I can’t thank you enough.”

“No big deal.”

“But it is to a woman. We like to look our best, and to have those spills on my chest…well, you’re Mister Gallant in my book.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll send you the bill tomorrow.”

She laughed at his joke, and since it was warm in the car she took off his jacket and looked down at her ‘spills.’

Right over her nipples, and they were bigger. The liquid, whatever it was, was spreading over the material.

And he had to hit the brakes quickly because he was looking more at her and not at the road.

“You can look,” she said, “You’ve earned the right.”

At a light he took advantage of her offer and stared. And shook his head and sighed. “Lady, you are beautiful. And…I mean…it’s not just your chest.” He tried to rescue himself.

“It’s okay. And you’re probably wondering why I’m leaking like this. I mean…I don’t have a baby or anything. I’m not nursing. Well, I am, but not for the reason you might be thinking.”

Now Tom was confused. And his penis was throbbing away. He had thought she had spilled something on herself. But…leaking?

“Leaking? Like in…lactating?”

“That’s exactly what’s happening.”

“Well, uh…I…what is happening? I mean, if you want to talk about it. I don’t want to be rude, but…”

“It’s okay. Let me tell you my sad tale.”

He nodded, and gulped, and was—he realized—smitten. Whatever had happened to her, he was thankful. She was just so damned beautiful, and her personality was fantastic.

“I work for a pharmaceutical company. We specialize in medicines that help women who are not producing enough milk. You know, they aren’t big up front, their baby is a guzzle gut, and…they need help. So we develop medicines that promote lactation.”

He glanced at her. She was serious, but not overly so. She was having no trouble speaking of her situation.

“One day, I don’t know why, I took a pill. Just took it. I’m not supposed to, but I met all the conditions required for a person to be a patient, to take the medicine, and I just wondered, and…”

“Wow.”

“And I got hooked. I take a pill and I swell up a little—in fact, I never went back down, my boobs will probably always be this big—and the nipples get hard and I…lactate.”

“Just like that.”

“Just like. And it’s a wonderful feeling. You have the confidence of big tits, the feeling of the milk spurting forth is incredible, and…it’s better than getting high. When I take a pill I get this warm, wonderful rush, my tits start to heat up, then it’s well, I suppose it’s like what a man feels when he, uh, you know?”

She held a finger up and made a jerking movement like it was a dick squirting and giggled.

Tom was blown out. “You mean like…you have a chest orgasm?”

“That’s exactly what I mean. in fact, that’s the best and most accurate description I ever heard. I wish I’d thought of it.”

“So you took a pill tonight?”

“Actually, I tried a new pill yesterday. At first I thought it wasn’t going to work, I didn’t get the feeling in my breasts, there was no milk, and I figured the pill was a dud. But it wasn’t, it just took longer to work. Instead of working last night, it worked tonight. It worked, and I thought it wouldn’t, hadn’t, and it worked while I was at the party. Imagine my surprise.”

“I repeat. Wow. That is totally wild. Are you…are your breasts, like, heating up?”

“Tom, they are boiling. They’ve never been so hot, and…you’ve been so great, but I need to ask another favor of you.”

“Sure?” He had no idea what the favor was, but there was no way he was going to say no to this knock out.

“I need some help. I want to milk them, reduce the pressure. I could sit there and squeeze the handles of my milking bottles, but it’s awkward and it really tires my hands out. Do you think you could…maybe…”

He laughed. “Sure.”

“You’re sure? I mean, I don’t want to be a pest.”

“Lisa. I have a confession to make. I’m a very sexually oriented person. If you don’t mind that I’ll be a little distracted by your breasts…”

“I don’t mind at all,” and she gave him the most gorgeous smile, and his penis felt like it was going to squirt just from that one look.

Lisa unlocked the door to her apartment and opened it and Tom entered.

It was a small one bedroom apartment. There was a kitchenette in a corner, a balcony straight ahead, and she had set up a computer station on the right.

There was a couch on the right and a big screen TV occupying the wall cross from it.

Through an open door he could see the bedroom. It was small, and had only a nice, big bed. Unmade. The covers pulled down as if she had just gotten up, or was ready for her to lay down.

She took his jacket and rinsed two spots she had made on the inside, then she took off her sweater and rinsed it. She stood at the sink, him drinking sitting at the little tube and formica table, and washed the milk spots.

She had big boobs with the sweater. But they were even bigger without the sweater.

He tried not to look at her, but she just laughed. “Honey. I like my tits, and it is totally okay if you like them. Especially if you’re going to be helping milking them.”

“Well, if you’re going to force me…” He stared.

Amazing shape. Very full, swollen, and the nipples were extra big. The bra she was wearing had cups made of thick material, spongy material, and she had expected that to be enough, and normally it would have been.

But not with the amount of milk she was producing.

“It’s like a drug, but a little longer lasting. A few hours of heavy milk, then a few hours of lesser flow.”

“So you took one of your pills on Friday after work, and figured you’d be over it by Saturday night.”

“Pretty much. Maybe a couple of drops, and if I had suspected that it would continue I would have worn a nursing bra with thick pads.”

“Well, I find your, uh, condition…amazing. And it’s exciting.”

“Really? Exciting?”

He took a big breath and let it out. “Lisa, I will not lie. You’ve had me totally excited since we first bumped.”

“You’re not just being a gentlemen?”

“No.”

“I’ve met men who were grossed out by my milk.”

“There’s something wrong with them. I can’t tell you how nice it is to watch you, just to appreciate your…breasts. Am I being too forward?”

“No. I appreciate honesty. Go sit on the couch and I’ll bring my milking bottles in.”

Tom went in and sat down. He adjusted his position a couple of times because his erection was uncomfortable in the tight jeans.

Lisa stepped off the square of tiles and onto the rug. She was wearing just the bra on her top and was holding two milking bottles. They were the kind with little blue handles that you kept pressing to create suction to pull the milk out of the tits.

“Sit against the end of the couch.”

Tom twisted around. One leg was straight along the edge of the cushions and the back, and the other was over the side.

Lisa sat down cross legged, and he suddenly realized that he had missed one important factor. Her pants were tight and she had a monkey knuckle.

Fuck! he thought. His mind was officially being blown.

Then she asked, “Do you want a drink?”

“Sure.”

So she handed him the empty milk bottles, got up and returned to the kitchen. She was back in a moment with two drinks. She put hers on the floor next to the couch and handed him his.

She sat cross legged again and smiled at him. Which just about made him cum right then.

She unfastened her bra, which had the clasp in the front between the cups. She put the milk bottles so the suction cups were covering her nipples, then said, “Start squeezing the triggers.”

Tom couldn’t hide his grin as he reached forward and began pumping the triggers.

They sat, and sipped, and Tom kept pumping.

He could see the little membranes moving back and forth in the nozzle of the milking bottles, and milk began to ooze out and fill the bottom of the bottles.

So he could keep pumping she held his drink for him, fed him the elixir, and just watched him.

“And you really like this?” she asked at one point.

He nodded, and she could see him gulping.

“And you really are excited.”

“Yes.”

She pursed her lips, then looked down at his crotch. “Oh, Lord, you really are!”

She reached down and felt the outline of his penis.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

“Isn’t it uncomfortable? All packed in like that?”

“Well, uh…it’s okay.”

“Nonsense. And since I’m letting it all hang out, maybe you should, too.”

She unbuckled him slowly, looking into his eyes, showing a big, bright smile. His penis popped out and she giggled, and took it in her hand.

Now he was caught. He wanted to drop the milk bottles, stop pumping the triggers, and fall upon her. But he was there to milk her.

“Do you like this?” she was was grinning coquettishly.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned.

“A little while longer. The bottle are almost full. Then we can see about giving you a little relief.”

Dutifully, thoroughly in love, he kept filling the bottles, and when he was done, when they were filled and capped, he didn’t fall on her, she fell on him.

Having her breasts milked had really turned her on, and she rode him like a two dollar mule, giggling and kissing him, and even squeezing his pectorals, as it they were tits.

He had never had such an exciting, satisfying, wonderful evening in his life.

Tom awoke with a stretch, and realized where he was instantly.

He was in Lisa’s bedroom, and his boner had been drained quite effectively.

Furthermore, his balls felt empty, his mind was relaxed, and he felt refreshed.

Of course he had had a’glass of warm milk’ before bed, so to speak.

Probably more than a glass. Lisa really had twin fountains of youth on her chest.

Then he realized that Lisa wasn’t in the bedroom.

He sat up and looked around. He could hear sounds from the kitchen and realized she must be making breakfast.

Oh, Lord. This woman was a keeper!

They seemed to be sexually compatible, she ha da kink that blew him away, and she even fixed breakfast the morning after!

He threw the covers off and slipped into his pants, then sauntered out to the main room.

“Hey, sleepy face. I thought you were gonna sleep till the bacon burned.”

“Mmm,” he sniffed the air.

Surprisingly, there was no awkwardness. None of that morning after ‘what am I doing here’ stuff.

She just stepped into his arms and planted a great kiss on him.

“Sorry,” she said with a chuckle. “Morning breath.”

“Your morning breath is sweeter than honey.”

“What a nice thing to say!” She handed him a plate of sausage and tatter tots.

They ate, and he appreciated her form all over again.

Built. Gawd, was she built. And her lips, so sweet and tender and…he loved to kiss them. But it was her devilish smile that really sold him.

“So, uh, have you stopped…you know?”

“Dry as a bone,” she smiled, chowing down on her own plate. “I tell ya, it is absolutely wonderful. I get a chest orgasm that lasts six hours or so, then I’m ready to go to work with nobody the wiser.”

“What would your bosses say if they knew?”

“Well, actually, they do know. The first time I tried it I started leaking in the middle of the day. No hiding that. I almost passed out from the pleasure, and Janey, the boss’s wife, was talking to me. Man, I just spurted, my nipples started squirting these thin, little streams, then dripping big drops.”

“So what did they say?”

“We had a long talk, and they were actually more curious than pissed. They treated me like a guinea pig from that point on. I don’t even have to sneak the pills. I just ask them, and sometimes they even come to me and ask me to try a new one out.”

“Isn’t it dangerous?”

“Nah. The company has a great track record. 100% success, not one single side effect. Everything they make is organic and natural. I would say, from my experience, and I have a lot of it, that it is virtually impossible for somebody to have a bad…what would you call it? A trip?”

“A lactation trip.”

They grinned at each other.

“LSD. Lactation Super Duper,” he said.

“Oh, that’s bad.”

“Well, it may be bad, but, I’m actually a little jealous.”

“You are?”

“Of course. “It sounds like a fun trip. Girls get all the fun.”

She cocked her head slightly and watched him.

“You get these big, old honkers that make men lust after them, you’re so sexy, and now…chest orgasms.”

“Gosh, I didn’t think about it like that, but you’re right.”

“What about periods? Do the pills affect them at all?”

“Actually, yes. I still have them, but they are reduced. Not as irritating, don’t last as long.”

“Sounds like you’ve really stumbled on gold.”

They were done with breakfast and Tom offered to do the dishes while Lisa got dressed.

He scrubbed the plates and the pans and put them in a strainer to one side of the sink, and he thought about all that Lisa had told him.

An endless source of protein. Sweet, healthy, and…could a man live on a diet of only milk?

Maybe. Probably not, but still, a lot of milk and he would only need a few fruits and veggies to balance it all out.

He had a vision of him coming to the breakfast table and finding Lisa laying on it, smiling, her hands cupping her breasts and holding them up to him, the erect nipples leaking white gold.

And lunch and dinner.

Her wonderful hands milking him as he sipped the milk out of her.

“What are you thinking about so hard?” She stepped up next to him and cupped his left buttock with one strong hand.

Strong because she did hand exercises to milk her breasts.

“Oh, uh…I guess I was sort of out of it.”

“You were standing still, the water running, and a stupid grin on your face.”

“Oh, uh…”

“Come on, out with it.”

He didn’t want to explain his vision of drinking his meals from her chest, though it had given him a big boner, so he just said, “I was thinking of you.”

She raised an eyebrow, “Really?”

He turned and put his arms around her. “Really.”

“Huh! Well, thank you. I hope it was all kinky and dirty.”

He laughed, “Those are the only kinds of thoughts I have.”

“So, what do you want to do? It’s Sunday. Unless, of course…you have other things to do.”

A chuckle spurted out of him. “Honey, there’s nothing I want to do except spend time with you.”

They were face to face, chest to chest, and…boner to mons. “Lord, you are the gift that keeps on giving,” she felt him down there. “Do you ever run out?”

“Not where you’re concerned, but I do have a warning label.”

“Really? What’s that?”

“I can’t stop thinking about, well, you know,” he glanced down at here boobs. “And I know that can be irritating for a woman. So if I act weird, or start obsessing, it’s not my fault.”

“It’s not?” she had a wry grin on her face.

“Of course not. I’m a horn dog, and it’s your fault for being so sexy, but…if I obsess will you just not blame me too much? Maybe just give me a slap in the face to bring me back to planet earth?”

“Tom. If you don’t obsess on me then I’ll slap you. In fact, I’ll probably do nasty things to your penis to remind you.”

With that she squeezed him so hard he groaned.

They went to the zoo.

Why not?

Neither of them had been to the zoo in years, it was inexpensive, and it was just a chance to walk and talk and get to know each other.

They sauntered, arms around each other’s waists, past the lions’ cages. Big kitty cats that looked so fierce and could make a single swipe and make of them a meal.

They talked about what they did for a living. Tom was a free lance writer so he worked at home. Weeks would pass and he wouldn’t see anybody but the grocery store clerk, which was why he was so happy to have gone to the party of the night before.

They watched the monkeys frolic, chatter, pull each others tails, and generally act like human beings.

He knew what she did, but she told him more. How they had to have a very sterile process for production, how the market was responding (fan-fucking-tastic!) and how women appreciated the product.

They leaned against the rail outside the rhino cage and watched the big behemoths wandering around.

“God, they are so heavy. How does the female support all that weight?”

“Thunder thighs,” Tom answered. “Look at those back legs.”

At that moment one of the big males started sniffing at the female’s butt.

“Careful, big guy.”

“I wonder if they ever poke each other accidentally while mounting.”

Tom laughed, “With those horns? Look at the size of that thing!”

The rhino was dark covered and he was clambering up the female’s backside, trying to get up enough to penetrate. His long dong had snaked out.

“How’s he know where to put it? He can’t even see it! Or her!”

But the big fella made it, and the two animals, ten tons of hide and horn and fat, were locked together.

Tom and Lisa couldn’t stop chuckling, and they watched as the big guy humped away.

Then the male rhino seemed to have a moment of seizure. The female out walked him, and he stumped onto the ground, head hanging, and was done.

“Is that all?” Lisa hooted. “Is that all the staying power you got?”

They were braced against each other, laughing, and Tom said, “Good thing he didn’t try for a blow job. Could you imagine him trying to lick her and getting that big, old horn stuck up her twat?”

They couldn’t stop laughing, and they wandered away, still chuckling over what they had seen.

“You want to see where I work?”

“Sure,” he answered. “But are they open on the weekend?”

“Open all the time. 24 hour production. Come on. Let’s blow this joint.”

“Which joint are you talking about?”

“That joint, too. But you probably can’t cum again.”

“I can try, can’t I?” He mocked up begging and she loved it.

The company, LJ Enterprises, which was named after the founder, Leonard Johnson, was an innocuous building located out past Sylmar. It was medium sized, had a glass front and stone sides, and a modest parking area surrounding it.

Lisa led Tom into the building, greeted the security guard and said, “He’s with me.”

She then led him to the labs in the back of the building on the second story.

“Aren’t you worried about security?”

“Nah. Who’s going to knock over a milk factory.”

He had to grin at that. “Well, I might, now that I know.”

“Excellent. You can knock me over any time you want. Here are the labs where I work.”

There was nobody in the labs. There had been people in the back downstairs, but that was where they produced the pills.

They walked through the lab and she came to her desk. “Hey! What’s this?”

She took a sealed, plastic sack out of her in box.

“More pills?”

She opened the bag and took out a plastic bottle. It was filled with pills. “Wow! I’ve been waiting for this. She handed him the bottle and read a short note that had been in the sack.

She read: “Lisa, these check out perfectly. Find us a male patient for the trial run.”

He looked at her. “What?”

She smiled, and there was a dreamy look in her eyes. “Tom…”

“Did you say male guinea pig?”

“This might be your lucky day.”

“What?”

The concept was a little overwhelming.

“We’ve been working on this for years. Lactation pills for males.”

“Why would a man want to…to produce milk?”

“You would be surprised at how any men want to share in the breast feeding duties. Women go to work and they won’t be back in time, it’s up to the man, and, believe me, this is a hundred times better than bottles, and especially formula.”

“But that’s crazy?”

She had placed the paper down, took the bottle of pills from him and put it on her desk. She moved closer, put her arms around him.

“Think about it. Chest orgasms. So horny you can’t stand it. And I’ll be there to walk you through it. I can watch over your progress, take measurements…I can milk you. Me, pulling the trigger on a milking bottle.”

“But…but…”

“Trials on animals have already been done. 100% safe. No ill effects. You’ll just have boobs for a day, probably small ones, and I’ll milk you, and then you’ll be back to normal.”

“This is too weird,” he shook his head.

She held to him, kissed him softly on the lips. “Honey. I saw your eyes, you’re into this. This is just the next step. Imagine having boobs for a day. Imagine me feeding at your breast.”

“Well, yeah, but…” he was weakening, and she could see it.

“What were you really thinking about when you were at the sink this morning?”

“You,” but his answer was reflexive, a blurt with no consideration.

“Then why did you have one hand up and rubbing your nipple?”

“I did?”

“Oh, yes. You did. And your nipple was hard. Like it is now.”

She was rubbing his little chest button gently. It was stiffer than he had ever felt in his life.

“It was?” He was looking at her hand, feeling her other hand reach into his pants.

And, the real problem, he really liked her.

Too early for ‘love,’ but perfect for analyzing his feelings, seeing the instant attraction, how well they worked together.

But…to be a guinea pig?

“I don’t think I’d be a good subject.” He tried to back away, but she had a firm grip on him down there.

“Why not? You’re intelligent. You will give us accurate feedback on your experience. I think you’re perfect. Much better than some bozo trying to make a few bucks to pay for his college.”

“Yeah, but…it’s just…weird!”

“Was it weird when you saw me? When you saw the milk spots over my nipples?”

“Well, no. but I thought…”

“You just looked at the tits, and felt the excitement, and that’s exactly what you’re going to experience with these pills. You’ll feel a little sleepy, then you’ll snap awake and your chest will feel hot. Really good hot. Sort of like a hot flash, but sexier, and your private parts will wake up, and I mean really wake up. When I take one of those pills I get all wet down there. And I feel so horny. I don’t have a man around to scratch my itch, but I’ll be there to scratch your itch. Honey, I will scratch your itch like no itch has ever been scratched.”

“Well, yeah, but…but I’m a guy!”

“And I’m a girl, and so what. These pills are made for guys. And think about it, you’ll be helping the world. We’ll be that much closer to producing a commercial product that men can use to help their wives. Men whose wives aren’t putting out milk, or insufficient milk, and now they have a loving partner helping them. What could be better?”

Tom had nothing left to say. The idea was exciting, and the way she was presenting it was offsetting any objections he had.

Tits for a day.

Milk. Being milked. And her doing the milking. And…other stuff.

“And you would be there all the way.”

“Honey, you couldn’t keep me away. This is a big deal, and I want to watch it from the ground floor. You can pop a pill in your mouth right now. I’ll take care of the paperwork, then we go home and watch you. Watch over you. Make sure you are the happiest camper in the park.” She was squeezing his groin as she spoke, and his knees were getting weak.

“But…I have to work.”

“You already told me you work at home. You’re lucky. I have to wait for the weekend. You can do this any time you want. And look how many pills there are in the bottle! You can do this every day for six months! Do you know how horny you’ll be?”

“And you’ll be there?”

“Tom, I told you. I’ll not only be there, I’ll milk you, and I’ll fuck you, and I will be your best friend. But you really have to do this.”

“Now?”

She nodded. Her eyes bright and gleaming and staring into his.

Slowly, Tom nodded.


Part Two

They filled out the paperwork within ten minutes. It was basically ‘I never had these 101 diseases, nor have my parents.’ And, of course, the release from all responsibility, I won’t sue anybody, I will agree to mediation and blah, blah, blah.

Then he took the pill. Lisa handed him a cup of water, a little pink pill, about half the size of a baby aspirin, and watched.

He looked at the pill, looked at her. “I can’t believe I only just met you.” And popped it.

“Lucky you,” she grinned back at him. “Show me your tongue.”

He opened his mouth and lifted his tongue and she looked in to make sure that dastardly little pill wasn’t hiding somewhere.

“All right,” she sighed happily. “And thank you. This speeds everything up.”

“So what now?” he asked.

“Now? Now we go to your bank and draw all your money out and give it to me.”

They both chuckled at that.

Though the way he was feeling about her right then he probably would have if she had been serious.

Truthfully, he had never met such a nice personality, and to have it tied together with looks that could kill…what a way to die.

“No, seriously.”

“Let’s go hang at my place. You don’t mind spending another night with me, do you?”

“I guess I could force myself.”

“You!” Slapped his arm lightly, then took his hand and dragged him out of the lab.

They ate potato chips and drank Coke and watched Dr. Zhivago and argued whether it was a sad movie or not.

“But he loved her!”

“Then he gets old and dies.”

“But he wrote such beautiful poetry!”

“Did he? I don’t recall seeing any beautiful poetry in the movie.”

“Maybe it was in the book.”

“Sad!”

“Happy!”

And she finally settled the argument by saying, “Beautifully sad.”

“You know,” she said, “It’s too bad you can’t cum again. You’re certainly hard enough.”

“And you’re certainly driving me crazy.”

She smiled a most devious smile.

They watched Stagecoach, ordered out for Chinese, and snuggled the night away.

Maybe Tom couldn’t cum again, but he sure felt like he could. But when he tried, he just got more and more frustrated. Which was fine with Lisa.

And, finally, they went to bed, and Tom tried some more.

Lisa: “I love it like this. You’re always hard, no sticky mess to clean up, and I don’t have to sleep in the wet spot.”

“Unhhh!” Tom groaned.

At six in the morning Tom had the morning woody. He rolled out of bed and stepped into the small bathroom. He was groggy so he just sat down, and… “Unh!”

Plop.

He looked down.

Semen. A big, thick glop of it. Then his pee pushed out and the glop was torn apart.

Semen? At least, he thought it was semen. It looked like semen. Semen usually came out in squirts, but with little clumps every once in a while.

But…why would he pee semen?

Weird.

But he wanted more sleep so he headed back to bed. He crawled in the sack and the last thing he remembered was rubbing his chest. His damn chest hurt. Fu…” Snore.

Tom! Tom! Wake up!”

He rolled over groggily. He was tired. He must have just gone to sleep. “What time is it,” he mumbled.

“It’s late!”

He blinked. That was weird. He remembered getting up to pee at about six. How could time be going backwards?

“Tom! You’ve slept round the clock. Wake up!” She was shaking him, and her words slowly penetrated hi skull.

Around the clock?

He opened his eyes and struggled to get out of bed.

It was like his body didn’t belong to him. It was like his body was drunk. But he wasn’t drunk, just a little…dazed. Like somebody had hit him on the head and he hadn’t quite figured out who.

“Wha…wha…”

“Tom! You’e got tits!”

He started blinking, concepts making sense, but the concepts weren’t logical. So could…

She pulled him upright, pulled his legs over the edge of the bed and his feet fell on the floor.

“What?” He rubbed his eyes.

“Look at your chest!”

Tom looked down, and saw two big boobs. With big, stiff nipples.

“I was letting you sleep, I figured you were tired, but then you wouldn’t wake up. I was going to call the doctor, but i figured if I just got you up then…”

She kept talking, and shaking him, and Tom focused on his breasts.

They were huge. The size of his head. Each one.

And those nipples were itching like crazy.

He reached up to scratch one and felt a shock of electricity shoot through his chest.

“OH!” Now he was waking up. It hadn’t been pain, exactly, but it sure had jolted him.

Lisa saw his reaction and quickly grabbed a nipple and shook it.

“AHHH!” Sexual shock exploded in his nipple, then his tit felt hot, so fucking hot.

He wanted to pass out, but he couldn't. The process of waking up had been supercharged and his eyes opened wider, and thought processes started to really percolate.

“What the fuck?” he blurted.

“You’ve got tits, Tom. The pill must have really worked.”

“I’ll say? He lifted his hands and cupped the under part of his tits and lifted.

They were big, and heavy, and…hot. Sexy hot. Flushed with heat and totally turned on.

“My God!” he blurted.

Lisa sat down next to him. “Are you awake, Tom?”

He was, but he was also stunned. He nodded, looking at her, then looked back down at his tits.

“I thought I was just going to produce a little milk.”

“You were. I don’t know what’s happened.”

“And they’re so hot!”

“Are you experiencing…chest orgasms?”

“No. Just…they’re flushed. And look how stiff my nipples are! They weren’t that big before, but now…” he looked at her and there was panic in his eyes.

“What do I do now?”

“It’s okay. I’ll call in a team and we’ll figure this all out. But right now, we need to put you in a bra.”

“A bra?”

With all the talk of him getting breasts he had not given a thought to the fact that he would have to support them.

“Really?”

Lisa didn't answer. She ran to her closet, dug through a hamper, and took out a nursing bra.

“I wore it, but it’s clean enough, and it’s the biggest I’ve got.”

She helped him put it on, put in a couple of pads, then snapped the front cups closed. “Lord,” she breathed. “You need an even bigger one.” She looked up at him and tried to hide the worry in her eyes. “Don’t worry. I’ll get you a bigger bra tomorrow.”

“Okay,” he said. He was now looking at himself in the mirror on her vanity table. “They sure are big.”

“That’s okay. We’ll figure everything out. Do you want to get dressed?”

“I guess, but…I don’t think my shirt is big enough.”

She helped pull his tee shirt over his head, but it was too small. His breasts pushed out and the shirt was too stretchy and uncomfortable.

“Okay,” she pulled it off him. “Why don’t you just wear a robe.”

“A robe?”

“Sure. I’ve got one that will fit you.”

But it wasn’t a robe, exactly. It was more of a peignoir.

Tom stood and looked at himself in the mirror.

He had never had a thick body, but now the peignoir was pushed way out, and the way it hung it looked like he did have a slender body.

A body with tits. A female body. He no longer looked male!

“I look like a girl,” he muttered softly.

“Not really,” Lisa said, but she was trying to soften the blow.

“What time is it?”

“Seven in the evening.”

“I slept about 20 hours.”

“That’s okay.”

“And you couldn’t wake me up?”

“But you eventually woke up.”

“I’m afraid to go to sleep again. I’m—what?”

Lisa was staring at his tits. “Your pads…”

He looked down and saw that his bra was soaked through at the nipples.

He held the peignoir apart and Lisa opened the flaps. The pads were truly soaked, and milk began spurting out of his nipples. Thin, little streams that went in every direction.

“Oh, my God!” Lisa quickly slapped new pads against his breasts, then snapped the flaps shut.

They looked at each other, and horror was written upon Tom’s face. “It’s milk.”

“How do you feel?”

His legs were starting to shake and Lisa helped him out to the living room where they sat him down on the couch.

He sat, knees together, slightly rocking, trying to wrap his head around what was happening.

“It happened,” he muttered again and again.

“”I’ve got to milk you. We need samples of this milk.”

He nodded, and his teeth were actually chattering.

She retrieved the milking bottles. She had him open the flaps and take out the pads and she put the suction cups over his nipples and began pulling the triggers.

Milk was seeping out from under the suction cups, and the bottles filled rapidly.

“My, God,” whispered Lisa.

“It’s a lot,” said Tom, then a strange look came into his eyes.

“What?”

“The heat…oh, God!”

“What’s happening?”

“Like you said, it’s like an orgasm. Lighter, but very intense in the nipples. but…oh, fuck!”

He spread his legs and looked down. His penis was limp. Totally limp. But it was also draining. Semen was dripping in a long string.

“What’s happening?” he cried.

“Keep milking!” Lisa cried. She got Tom to take over the triggers, then ran into the kitchen and came back with a bowl. She placed it under his penis and the semen began to fill the bowl.

They sat there for a half hour. Lisa reassuring Tom. Tom leaking into the milking bottles and the bowl. Tom having a feeling so warm it could be equated to an orgasm.

But his dick wasn’t hard.

Then the milk dwindled. His penis had only an occasional drop, and his nipples only came when he squeezed his breasts, or trigger the bottles.

Now Lisa got a towel and put them under Tom’s tits. She held his hand. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

“I’m so scared.”

“But it’s pretty well stopped now. Look. Only a little milk. We can stop milking you, wait an hour and do it again, then it’ll probably be two hours before you build up again. It’s pretty much over.”

“But there was so much1”

Lisa went into the kitchen and mixed him a stiff bourbon and Coke. She brought it out and handed it to him. “Take it. And relax.”

Tom’s hands shook a little, but he chugged the drink down, and by the time he was done his hands had lost much of their shakiness.

They sat on the couch and looked at each other.

“That was intense,” said Tom, his voice weak.

“But it’s over.”

“But these tits! You said they’d be small.”

“Initial tests showed almost no breast growth. This shouldn’t have happened.”

:But…but…”

“That’s okay. We’ll figure it out.”

“But if they don’t go down, what’ll I do?”

She reached for him then, held his head and patted his shoulder. “It’s okay. I’m right here with you. We’ll figure this out.”

Tom felt like crying.

The next morning he had almost no milk coming from his boobs. They had dried up, but they were still big.

“Okay, Tom. I’ve got the team in place. Are you ready to go?”

Tom was trying to put on his shirt. His tits were so big it just wouldn’t fit. He looked up at her in consternation.

“I’ve got something that will fit you.”

“What?”

“It’s…I got it in Hawaii last year.”

She produced a muumuu. A big, voluminous gown that was good for three hundred pound Hawaiian women.

“I can’t wear that!”

“Why not? It fits. You’ll be in the car, then a ten yard walk into the back door of my company. Nobody will see, and even if they did…so what?”

“Yeah, but…it’s for a woman!”

“This is a strange circumstance. Come on, Tom. I’ll be with you all the way.”

She helped him put it on, and it was big enough to hide his tits, but they still protruded fiercely.

Tom looked at himself in a mirror. Heysoos. He looked like a woman. He was now sorry that he wore his hair long.

But his look gave Lisa pause.

“You know, I could work with that.”

She was feeling warm down there, and even a little wet. Seeing Tom looking so feminine…it was exciting. She felt her own nipples pop out.

“What do you mean?”

“We could make you look like a woman. You wouldn’t have to worry about somebody seeing you, they’d just think you were a woman.”

“I don’t want to do that!” He sounded so scared.

“Just saying,” commented Lisa. Inside she was wondering how she could make this happen. God, he was cute, and he could be beautiful!

They walked down to his car, and he found another problem.

His tits were so big he had to push his seat back. They were just in the way of driving.

He made remarks. He worried. And Lisa, now that she had had a vision of how Tom could look, put one hand between her thighs and closed her legs tightly.

Damn, if this kept up she would have to get a pad to soak up the wetness between her thighs!

Tom drove slowly. Now he wanted more than ever to avoid all cops, all potential tickets or accidents.

He arrived at the LJ building and parked near the back door.

Lisa went around the front and Tom waited in the car, then she opened the back door and he hurried through it.

There were people in the building now. The scientists were working hard, the production team was churning out the pills, and Tom made it into an elevator.

When some women got on he turned into the corner and refused to look at them.

There were some whispers, but Lisa glared, and everybody was glad to get off the elevator and run for it.

Tom entered the lab and there were four people in white coats. Their eyes were shining with excitement, but they didn’t make any comments or criticisms, they just took him into the back and began running tests.

They checked his blood, his pressure, his sugar, his heart, his kidneys, his prostate…his prostate.

Apparently there was an abnormality back there, and Tom had to bend over a table and get sampled several times.

He felt their fingers in him, and he felt ashamed, and…horny.

There was something stimulating about having those slender digits feeling him up on the inside.

“Have you ever had erectile dysfunction before?”

Tom shook his head and mumbled in the negative.

“How often do you ejaculate sperm?”

That was a question. If he had a girlfriend, a lot, but even without a girlfriend…he liked his sex. Masturbation was no problem.

But no matter how humiliating the questions might seem, the team was professional. They wanted only the facts, and there wasn’t a single quip at his expense.

Several hours later the tests were done. Tom and Lisa sat in Leonard James’ office and faced the man himself.

“Well, Tom. We’ve got our tests, but the results will take a couple of days. We’d like to keep tabs on you during that time.”

“He’ll be with me.”

LJ nodded. For a geek he seemed to be pretty understanding.

“Excellent. We’d like you to come in daily. We’d like tissue samples and—“

“Tissue samples? Like pieces of my skin and stuff?”

LJ smiled. “A simple shot, blood samples mostly. Anything other than that we’ll discuss with you in detail before we do it.”

“Oh.”

“Tom, I just want to say that you’re on the cutting edge here. What you do in the next few weeks will benefit women—and men—the world over. To put it in tear jerking terms, babies won’t go hungry because of you.”

“But I’ve got tits!” He simply couldn’t stop his concern from bubbling over.

“I understand, but those are easily handled. I just want to make sure you don’t do anything about them for the next couple of weeks. We need to do tests, tests, and more tests. We might even want you to take more medicine.”

“More? Why would I…” he was confused.

“You’ve had a reaction. We have to assess, and figure out how to cause that reaction, or to nullify it. You are our prime subject right now.”

“Oh.”

“And, I know this might be a little impolite of me, considering the circumstances, but are you aware that there is a market for men who want to have breast enhancement?”

“There is?”

“Absolutely. And if tests bear us out, you will be the first man to experience this benefit.”

Benefit! Tom snorted inside.

You can certainly hold on to your anonymity, but you might also consider that fame does have certain rewards.” He paused. “Financial rewards.”

Tom blinked at that one. He couldn’t imagine anybody growing tits on purpose.

Not any man he knew.

But there were a lot of men he didn’t know.

They arrived home—her apartment was going to be his home for a while—and had a small dinner.

Lisa watched him closely.

Tom watched his bowl of Pot Roast soup and didn’t see anything.

After dinner she told him to do the dishes, that she had to do something.

Tom was fine with that. He gathered up the pots and bowls and spoons and began washing them.

All the time he wondered what to do.

Tits, I’ve got tits. Am I even a man anymore?

Then he looked down and was surprised. His dick felt…normal. It was still limp, but it felt like it could get hard. He ran into the bedroom. “Lisa! It feels like I can—“ He stopped and stared.

Lisa was sitting on a chair next to her vanity table. She was just sitting, and staring at him fixedly.

“What.”

“Sit down, Tom.”

“But…why?”

“Sit, and I’ll tell you.”

Nervously, he sat, and she leaned closer to him. “Tom, you talk about hav ing breasts like it was a curse. You act like being a woman is a terrible thing. but it’s not.”

“It’s not.”

“No. And I’m going to prove it.”

“How?” But he knew how.

“”I’m going to make you over, and then I’m going to fuck you and open you up.”

“You’re going to fuck me?”

“With a strap on.

“A strap on? Wait a minute!”

“Tom, I’m bi. At least…I was. But now, with you, in your situation, I can be bi with just one person. You have both the male and the female, and that’s what I want.”

“But I don’t want—“

She placed her hand over his mouth. “You don’t know what you want. Not yet. Not until you’ve experienced both sides. But when I’m done, if you don’t want to do this, that’s fine. At least you’ll know. But, right now…you have to find out. Now face the mirror and let me go to work.”

Tom, gulping, his throat working up and down jerkily, faced the mirror. He saw himself. A thin man. With tits. And long hair. And he was going to do this?

Lisa began by coating his lips with a plumping agent. “Let’s let your lips grow a bit while I’m doing other things.

Tom’s lips started to burn, and he would have touched them, but she stopped him.

“First, I’m going to do your hands.”

She had a nail kit ready and she prepared his hands. She trimmed his nails and put long false nails on him. She painted them red with short, even strokes, and he stared at his talons in wonder.

And his penis suddenly popped up.

Lisa smiled. “I told you,” she whispered.

“Now then, before we continue, we need to wash you off.”

“I’m clean.”

“With Nair.”

She smeared Nair all over his body. Everywhere. Armpits and chin and especially his groin area. Then she herded Tom into the shower and he rinsed his hairs off.

He felt naked electric, his skin so much more sensitive without his hair. She ran her fingernails over his flesh and giggled at how quickly his penis jerked.

And he was totally flustered by his new fingernails. He had trouble merely holding a slippery bar of soap, and she quipped, “If you want to just drop it in the shower….” then she laughed at his expression.

She put his bra back on him because he really needed it. His boobs were just so big and heavy and needed the support.

Back to the vanity table, and she began doing his face. She cleansed his pores and put primer on him.

He stared at how he lost all color, then at how she put the color back into his face. She put on more plumper, then worked on his eyes.

His lips were now swollen, and he stared at them. They were so…plump!

But perfect for lipstick. She rolled on a red color, bright red, and now his penis was always up. Twitching, and even leaking.

“One would have thought I had leaked everything out,” he muttered.

“There’s always more. Especially for you.”

She teased his hair, styled it, and gave him a feminine cut.

He thought about objecting when she started trimming his locks with scissors, but then didn’t. He was starting to feel…something. He was curious. And his penis was bobbing up and down faster than a pro basketball player dribbles.

Finally, she was done.

But she had a problem with clothing. But now now that she was putting her attention on it, the solution was easy.

First, she had him put on a skirt. Easy peasy. Then she put the peignoir on him.

“I can’t go out in this…”

And it did look weird. A skirt and a peignoir.

But she picked up her scissors and simply cut it off around the waist.

Now he was covered on top, his bra appearing through the folds of material, but he was covered.

She stood back and nodded. “Perfect. And we can go shopping and I can find you other things. Tops that are big enough, or just large clothing that we can cut off and alter as we wish.”

He stared at the mirror. It was a mismatch of clothing, but…it worked.

Part of the reason it worked was because he was…sexy. His boobs pressed out, and the folds hung, and…it worked.

She helped him put on nylons then high heels.

He stood, learning how to balance, and looked down at his groin.

His penis was pushing the skirt out.

“What about this?” He thrust his hips forward and his penis pushed the material forward.

“Yes,” she licked her lips. “What about that?”

She gripped his penis through the skirt and looked into his face.

“We can fuck you right now, but that only lasts for a while. We need to drain you, that will last for a longer while.”

“But you can’t drain me everyday!”

He didn’t really understand what her reference to ‘draining’ detailed.

“Why not?” A fuck a day keeps the boner away.

She was stroking him, and he groaned with the pleasure.

“So are you ready for me to use the strap on on you?”

His eyes went a bit wide. “You’re really…now?”

“No better time.”

“Can’t I think about this?”

That was encouraging. He wasn’t protesting, he was asking, which meant in his mind he had already given in.

“Sure. Get on the bed, all fours, and think about it.”

He had trouble making his body work, but she guided him, got him down on the edge of the bed and positioned so his butt was pointing up.

Lisa took her strap on out and buckled it on around her hips.

“You’re going to like this, Tom.”

“I am?”

“Oh, yes. Men are such scaredy cats, but when you finally figure out what your man pussy is for…you’ll be glad.

Lisa got out some lube and began applying it. She coated him liberally, pushed it into him, rimmed him gently, and Tom found himself gasping.

It was shocks of pure pleasure. Like a hundred fingers, all imparting a dose of pleasure.

“You know,” she said, “We don’t have to do this, if you don’t like it.”

“But you just said I’d like it!”

“You will. But…there is a certain percentage of men who just can’t handle it. Homophobes. They think anal sex is going to make them gay.”

“But it won’t.”

“Puh-leeease. If you’re gay you’ll know it’s not about the sex. It’s about the way you feel.”

“So I’m not gay.”

“No, and I don’t think you’re a homophobe. Are you ready?”

“I—OH!”

Tom’s eyes grew wide, and he started twisting his butt, trying to get more, corkscrewing, learning what it felt like to really be a woman.


Epilogue

The tests showed that Tom had a very slight hormone problem. One that affected his prostate and caused his breasts to grow so big.

The LJ company offered to correct the imbalance, but Tom opted not to.

The pills were shortly perfected, marketed, and Tom got in on some very sweet stock options.

In his every day life Tom lived with Lisa, and he lived as a woman.

They took the pills on the weekends, and he loved the ‘chest orgasms.’

Eventually, Tom began wearing a chastity tube to keep his penis down, and they took turns, alternating weeks, in screwing each other.

It was the best of both worlds.

END
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Part One

Jeff loved his wife. And well he should.

Lana worked out daily to make sure that her boobs were high and tight. She was into the latest fashions, which showed off her body.

Her face was smooth, no lines, but with plump lips and expressive, blue eyes.

Her hair was a shimmy of blonde that fell over her shoulders.

She was the total package, and she loved Jeff.

“Ha! You going out with that skank still?” Jeff laughed at his co-worker.

Barney frowned. “You shouldn’t talk that way.”

“Hey, I can talk that way because I have a babe waiting for me at home.”

“Uh oh,” muttered Sam, throwing a card down. “Here comes the big talker again.”

There were five of them and they liked to play cards during lunch. They sold cars, made money, and tossed it around during breaks.

And it seemed like they were always doing one up man ship type stuff.

Who drove the fastest car, who sold the most cars, who had the sexiest girlfriend. Or wife in Jeff’s case.

“I’m no big talker,” boasted Jeff. “I’ve got a babe at home, and she puts out plenty. I get sex every day and twice on Sunday.”

“Probably a hand job,” snickered Sam.

“Hey!” Jeff complained.

But the others were tired of his contest badgering. Sure, he had a looker for a wife, but the way he talked she was better in the sack than all their girlfriends put together.

“Hand job? He’s lucky if he gets that! She probably makes him jack off.”

Barney got in on the ragging. “Hey, honey, I feel like it. Can I jack off on your toes?”

Jeff frowned. “What the hell! I get plenty, not like you guys.”

They laughed. Another hand was dealt.

“Yeah. You’re a big talker, Jeffie. But let’s face it. It’s all talk.”

“Yeah?”

The other guys were smirking as they checked out their cards.

“Yeah?” Jeff took a couple of paces and stared the his friends. “You guys wouldn’t be saying such stuff if you knew!”

“But we do know,” quipped Sam. “We know that you have to ask your wife for permission to masturbate.”

More chuckles. Then Barney raised his voice and mocked Jeff. “Please, honey. I haven't cum for a year. Can I play with myself?”

They were laughing harder now, and Oscar said, “Not tonight, honey, your hand has a headache.”

Now they were busting their guts.

“Please, honey, can I at least look at it?”

“You looked at it last year.”

Jeff stomped out of the break area. They were his friends, but some times they went too far.

He went into his office and sat down in his swivel.

Fuckers. They were the ones who were probably begging for hand jobs.

What made it worse was that he and Lana hadn’t been having much sex lately.

Nobody’s fault, they were just too busy. She had her period, then he had been sick for a week, and…they just hadn’t gotten around to it.

But, man, he would like to show those bozo’s a thing or two. He’d like to show them what really went on in his bedroom. Then they’d—

He stopped thinking. An idea had burst over him. What if he did show them? He could set up a camera, then he’d show them. Lana would never know, and…damn it! He could do it!

Grinning, he tilted his swivel back and put his feet up on his desk.

Man, he was going to show those bozos. They weren’t going to mess with him after this!

He began to plan how he was going to do it.

“Hey, honey! How was your day?”

Lana smiled from the kitchen sink where she was peeling potatoes. “Everything’s fine here. How was your day?”

“Oh, so so. I sold a couple of cars. Good day.”

“Excellent. I bought some orange sherbet for you. I know that’s your favorite.”

“Mmm. Great. Well, I’m going to go take a shower.”

“Okay. Dinner in a half.”

“You got it.”

Jeff headed back to the bedroom. As soon as he was there he got out his video camera. He cut a piece of duc tape and covered the red light that shown when he was recording. He adjusted the camera for low light, then he made a space on the top shelf of his trophy wall. All his bowling trophies were there, and he placed the camera behind a big one. The camera was fully charged, and all he had to do was turn it on. He had a remote to do that, and he set the remote on his bedside table.

He checked everything, stuck his head out the door and looked down the hallway to make sure Lana was still peeling potatoes, then stripped his clothes off and hopped into the shower.

Oh, man1 Oh, man! He was going to get the proof! He was going to make those guys eat their words.

They ate dinner, and it was delicious. Lana had cooked a mess of short ribs, made a big plate of mashed potatoes, and then there was the sherbet. Mmmm.

After dinner Jeff served the drinks, and he kept serving them. He knew that if Lana drank a little extra she’d get real horny. Just the way he liked her.

They sat outside on the patio for a while and watched the sunset, they watched a little TV, Jeff rubbed her feet and kept bring her drinks, and by eleven o’clock he knew it was time.

And he knew that she was feeling pretty good.

In fact, she initiated the love making!

“Let’s go, honey. It’s time to have some fun.”

They sauntered down the hall, stopping to kiss a bit, to grope each other, and they were really in the mood when they walked into the bedroom.

Lana turned down the bed, and while her back was turned Jeff clicked the remote. He didn’t hear a thing, but he was sure the camera was now recording everything.

She unbuttoned her dress, doing a little strip tease, showing off her body.

He undid his pants and slid them off.

She was clad in bra and panties, and she had never looked so delicious. Her breasts so large, her buns so perfectly shaped.

She hefted her tits at him, blew him kisses, and acted just like the wanton slut he wanted her to look like.

Boy oh boy! Was he was going to show those idiots who the man was? Or what!

He took off his shirt and she came to him, rubbed her body up and down against him, pressing her big tits against his chest.

Then she pulled his underwear down and went to slurp city.

Jeff groaned as he felt her velvet lips running up and down on his meat pole.

When she straightened up he pushed her back on the bed and went down on her. He made grunting sounds, which encouraged her to get vocal, and he hoped the camera was getting all their carryings on.

Finally, on to the bed, and he had rally prepared her. Doggy style, cowgirl style, reverse cowgirl style. She even did him Amazon style!

For a half hour they played, getting raunchier and raunchier, and, finally, she had an orgasm or four, and he had one, and they were done.

They lay on the bed on their backs. Gasping. Looking at the ceiling.

Then Jeff turned his head slightly and looked up at the trophy shelf and smiled.

Lana began to breath deeply, then she gave a couple of sighs, and slipped into a deep sleep.

Jeff waited a few minutes, then he slid out of bed, went to the chair under the trophy shelf and stepped up. A quick reach and he had the camera.

Lana lay quietly. Breathing softly.

Grinning, he headed down the hallway to the computer room. It only took him a minute to download the video, and then transfer it over to his cell phone.

Satisfied, gloating—he was going to show those guys!—he returned to bed and slipped under the covers. Shortly he was dreaming sweet dreams.

The next day Jeff kept his high excitement under control. He greeted Lana good morning, they ate a quick breakfast, then he was off to the daily grind.

In his pocket was his cell phone with the evidence of what a hot wife he had, and what a spectacular lover he was.

He arrived chuckling, and went to work. He couldn’t stop thinking about how clever he was, and how impressed the guys were going to be. He was so thrilled he sold a car before lunch. Very difficult to do.

Lunch came and he was in the upstairs room playing cards with the guys. And he kept snickering.

“All right, Jeff. What’s so darned funny.”

“Oh, nothing,” he kept a straight face with just a hint of humor and self satisfaction on it. He wanted the guys to ask for this. Better to look like he was a bit reluctant; he didn’t want to look like a complete lech, though that was what he was.

A minute later Barney threw his cards down. “Okay. Out with it, Jeff.”

“Oh…nothing. I just, well, you guys don’t want to know.”

“With a teaser like that…” Oscar commented wryly. “You’d better tell us what’s up.”

“I just happen to have a video of the hottest thing you will ever see.”

The guys perked up. Even Ted, who didn’t talk much, was interested.

“You got porn on you?”

“Oh, just a little bit.”

“Well, come on. Give.”

“Let’s see!”

So Jeff sighed and took out his cell phone. He had a big screen iphone and he turned it so everybody could see it, then he started the video.

It was a little dark and for a minute nobody could tell it was him. Besides, his face was towards his wife’s pussy.

“Whoa! Somebody’s eating lunch.”

“What a chow hound!”

“Look at that guy go!”

But after a minute Barney said, “Wait a minute, who’s that girl?”

They all peered, and for a moment Lana’s face was quite visible.

“Holy shit! Is that…”

“It is!”

They all glanced at Jeff. The mood had changed subtly. Everybody was still locked in, but there was a hint of wariness in the air, and a tinge of…disgust.

Jeff didn’t notice that, however, he was basking in a combination of earlier praise and his own fantasy of what he was seeing.

In his mind he was ‘da man!’

On the screen Jeff and Lana were on the bed, and things got wilder. They made ribald remarks and explored positions. It was obvious that Lana was scratching his back, and Jeff said, “I can show you the scratches.”

The guys ignored him, just watched, and now there was no hoots nor hollers.

And the video ended.

Silence.

Jeff: “Eh? What’d I tell you? Is she hot or what?”

“Yeah, she’s good looking,” but Barney wasn’t enthusiastic.

“She’s a looker all right. Oh, jeez, I got to see Jim in Parts.”

And the guys filtered out one by one.

Jeff scratched his head. What was wrong with those guys? Didn’t they like good porn? Hadn’t he proved what a lover he was?

Sighing, he put away his cell phone and headed back to work.

Lana was smiling when she got up that morning. Damn! She and Jeff had really gotten it on! She blushed thinking of all the nasty things his tongue had done to her. Even though she had just had a handful of orgasms, she was getting wet down there.

She got up and showered and dressed, then had breakfast.

Jeff seemed quite happy, too.

Well, that was one of the secrets of a good marriage. Make sure the sex is out of this world good!

After Jeff had gone to work she did the dishes, collected the laundry, and was looking forward to seeing her friend, Sally, for brunch.

She saw a shirt in the computer room as she passed through the hallway and did a quick detour to pick it up, and saw the video camera sitting on Jeff’s desk.

Hunh. She didn’t remember  him filming anything. In fact, the last time he had the camera out was to film a drunken barbecue. That had been fun, and she picked the camera up to return it to the bedroom shelf it usually sat upon.

And noticed the little square of duc tape over the red light.

She frowned. What was that for?

She picked at the duc tape and got an edge up, then peeled it off.

She flicked the little bit of duc tape into the trash can and smiled. There. Nice and neat.

She opened the side screen to. make sure it was fully charged, and…frowned.

The scene that came up was dark, but strangely familiar.

She peered, tilted her head slightly, and tried to make it out.

Well, maybe running a few scenes would tell her. So she pressed the replay button and watched. She had a half happy smile, the residue of great lovemaking, on her face when the video started. In a minute, though, the smile had erased. Deleted like it had never been.

Jeff had filmed their lovemaking.

At first she just watched. Puzzled, but her face a mask.

In her mind the question WHY?

She played it to the end, sitting down in his swivel to watch it.

Why? she asked herself. Why would he film them?

She was sitting, pondering, cogitating, and suddenly looked at his computer.

On a whim, her hands moving intuitively, she pressed the space bar.

Jeff had forgotten to turn his computer off and it woke up. On the screen was the video she had just watched.

Why? Why had he transferred the video to his computer? It was a weak ‘why,’ because people often downloaded videos.

But this was of them having sex, so she had more than a passing interest.

She reached forward and clicked his mouse. The Airdrop program opened up.

Airdrop, used to move things from the computer to a cellphone.

But why would he…unless…he was going to…and a sinking sensation opening up in the pit of Lana’s belly.

He had downloaded their sex video to his cell, and why would he do that unless…unless he planned to show it to somebody.

Lana was frozen for a long moment, her mind trying to come to grips with betrayal.

He couldn’t, he wouldn’t, he didn’t…

But the proof was right there.

At least, most of the proof.

She didn’t know for sure he had shown the video to anybody, even thought the circumstances…she had to know that he hadn’t just put it in his phone for his own enjoyment.

But Jeff wasn’t one of those guys who used his cell phone for reading and Facebutt and all that sort of thing.

He used his cell for work.

She sat, her mind going into a very dark place. Her heart turning into vinegar. Her mind blanking out and carrying only her unanswered questions.

Her cell phone rang.

She looked at it dully.

Sally.

She picked it up.

“Hey, girlfriend! I’m here. Where are you? We had an appointment and…”

Lana began to cry. Big, vicious sobs that threatened to explode her heart with every spasm.

“Lana? Lana?”

“Wha…wha…wha…”

“Are you at home?”

“Wha…yu…yu…yeah.”

“Stay there. I’ll be right over.”

Sally Rogers was a good looking woman. An old college friend, she and Lana shared so many likes, and back in the day they had even shared a boyfriend or two.

Now she sat in the swivel, Lana sniffing softly beside her, and watched the video.

She watched silently, and it was hot, but it was also…wrong.

Sure, couples sometimes filmed themselves doing the dirty, but this was something more. This was downloaded to his computer, then transferred to his cell. At least, that was the conclusion.

“You don’t really have any proof,” Sally murmured.

“But I know. And you know. He did it.”

“Sure looks that way. But…” Sally turned to Lana. “We need proof. Corroboration. A smoking gun.”

Lana drew in air and had a difficult time breathing it out.

“Okay, kid. Here’s what we’re going to do. We’re going to go into the kitchen. I’ll make lunch and we’ll have a drink or four, and we’ll discuss this. Okay?”

Lana was just a puddle, and she nodded helplessly.

“Then come on,” Sally took Lana’s hand and pulled her out of her chair. She led her through the house and into the kitchen.

“Sit here,” Sally said, and she opened the liquor cabinet. She perused the various bottles and picked out a roundish bottle with a horse on the top. Blanton’s Single Barrel Bourbon.

“That’s Jeff’s.”

“So?” Sally looked at her friend with a dour expression, one eyebrow raised.

“He only drinks that when he makes salesman of the month.”

“Good.”

Sally placed the bottle on the counter, put together two glasses with ice cubes and poured half a glass of bourbon. She then aded Coke and handed one glass to Lana.

Lana drank it quick. The whole thing. Sally grunted and made another one. “Drink this slowly. I want you relaxed, not blotto.

Lana nodded, drank a couple of big gulps, then controlled herself. She put the glass on the table and muttered, “Why did he do that?”

“Why do men do anything? They’re pigs with no morals.”

“But he’s my husband! I love him!” Then she thought about it. “I did love him.”

“Oh, hell. You still love him. But your relationship is going to change.”

“You can say again.” She looked at her friend. “No. Don’t bother. I got it the first time.”

The girls sat for an hour and discussed the situation. Slowly, Lana began to think. She was going to have to teach Jeff a lesson. And it had to be a good one.

“The way I feel right now,” she said at one point, “I never want to screw him again.”

Sally just laughed. “That’s a good start, but you need to set him up for that.”

“Set him up? How?”

“Well, you have to make sure he’s horny, horny all the time, or he’ll just shrug it off.”

“Yeah, but right now I don’t want to even make him horny.”

“That is a problem. You’ve going to have to want to make him horny.”

Lana grunted in disgust.

“Look, girlfriend, you’ve got the upper hand here, if you want to take it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, first things first, you need your proof.”

“Okay.”

“Once you have proof here’s what you’re going to do.”

As Sally explained her plan Lana’s mouth opened up, her jaw dropped, and her eyes widened.

“I don’t know if i can do all that.”

“Sure you can. Answer me honestly now, when I was telling you all this stuff…you felt a glint of excitement.”

“Well, I was just…”

“And I saw you scratch your pussy.”

Lana stared.

“But you weren’t scratching your pussy, you were rubbing it. You were getting sexually excited.”

“How do you know that?” Lana protested.

“Because I’ve done to men what I just told you. And it excited me. Changed my whole outlook.”

Lana was silent then. Could she go through with it? Could she do that to Jeff?

He certainly deserved it, and she wasn’t feeling very generous towards him right then, but the things Sally was saying were pretty extreme.

Still, Jeff had—

“First things first,” Sally interrupted her, “We need the proof. We get the proof and yo have the upper hand and you can do what you want. He’ll have to do anything you say.”

“But what if he doesn’t?”

“Then you take him to court. You take everything he has and ruin him.”

“But—“

“Lana!”

Lana stared at her friend, and finally gave a nod of her head.

What she was going to do might seem cruel, but…it was necessary.

And it might even change Jeff for the better.

And then she could decide whether she was going to keep him or not.

“Okay.”

Sally smiled at her, then picked up her phone.

“Who are you calling?”

“Barney.”

“Barney Olds?”

“That’s the one. He’s one of Jeff’s work buddies, and if Jeff showed it to anybody, it would be to him.”

Sally tapped the call button, then worked her phone quickly. By the time Barney answered the phone she was recording the conversation.

“Barney here,”

“Hey, Barney Olds. This is Sally.”

“Sally! How you doing?”

“I’m doing fine, but I have a question for you.”

“Shoot.”

“And you have to answer it. No hanging up. No fifth amendment. Just a straight answer.”

“This sounds ominous.”

“The question is…did Jeff show you a video of him screwing his wife?”

Dead fucking silence.

“The one with the bad lighting, he starts out with cunnilingus and…” Sally went right through the video high points. There would be no mistaking what video she was talking about.

“Look, Sally. That’s his video to talk about.”

“It was, until he started showing it around. Now give me my answer.”

“I’m not going to—“

“Yes, you are. Or I’ll tell everybody about the Christmas party and how you tried to hit on me. Your wife will love that.”

“Hey! Come on!” His voice sounded weak. “I was drunk, and nothing happened.”

“Barney. Talk.”

A few seconds of silence, then, “Well, maybe there was a video, but…”

“But what?”

“But we didn’t really want to watch it. I mean, fer chrisakes, it’s his business. It’s his wife. None of us guys is going to say a thing about that!”

“I appreciate that, Barney. You’ve always been a straight up guy…but you did see that poorly lit video and you could tell who was who.”

“God, yes! It was obvious. And his wife is good looking, but that’s just not the kind of thing you show to people.”

“Thanks, Barney. I won’t say a word about this conversation, and I suggest you forget it, too.”

“It’s already forgotten.”

“Okay. Bye.”

Sally and Lana sat there for a long few minutes after the call was terminated.

“So he did it,” Lana sighed.

“Got the proof,” Sally lifted the phone up.

“So now it’s time to teach Jeff a lesson.”

“It is. Are you still having doubts?”

“Not after listening to that conversation. Right now I just feel like divorcing him.”

“Yeah, but there’s still love.”

“Barely.”

“More than barely, and besides, revenge is best served if you keep him. Once you have him under your thumb, once you can make him do whatever you want…then your revenge is realized. If you just get rid of him then you give up everything and…” Sally just shrugged.

“Okay. When do we start this plan?”

Sally smiled.

Jeff didn’t make sales that afternoon. Damn. The day had started out so well. A quick sale in the morning hours, then everything sort of went poop.

And those guys at lunch didn’t help! The way they acted was like they had never seen a porno before. Heck, all afternoon they treated him weird, and they wouldn't even meet his eyes.

What was wrong with those bozos?

Thus disgruntled, Jeff headed out to his car and for home.

Fifteen minutes later he parked the car and walked up the walk to his front door.

He sighed. At last. A man’s home was his castle, and he needed to relax a little, forget about those bozos and—

He froze. He was standing in the foyer and staring across the living room.

The living room was a big one with a fireplace on the right, big sliding doors to the pool on the far wall, and a big white space on the left wall.

He and Lana used that white space for movies. He had a projector and they watched all the latest hits.

They ate pop corn, lounged on the couch or the recliner, and watched everything bigger than life.

Nothing was better than watching some starlet’s tits twice the size. And porn, man, the porn was super-sized on the big wall!

And now porn was playing, but it wasn’t professionally done porn where you could see the pimples on a girl’s ass. It was dark porn, taken in a dimly lit bedroom with a home video camera.

It was the porn of him and Lana that he had taken just the night previous!

Him down on his knees, eating her out like there was no tomorrow.

It was on the bed, exploring different positions, groaning and yelping and laughing and…it was him and Lana!

He looked to the right…Lana was sitting on the recliner. She had a drink next to her, and on the couch was her friend, her bestie, Sally Rogers.

They were both wearing bra and panties and sheer peignoirs, and looking very sexy.

Jeff gulped. His mind passed on sexy and went into panic mode.

“Hey, honey, come on in.”

“Uh…uh…”

He wanted to run, to hide, to shrink into a ball and roll away.

“Nice cinema,” quipped Sally. She lifted a glass, looked like bourbon and Coke, and toasted him. “But who’s the guy with the long dick?”

“Honey,” he faltered. He had taken a step down from the foyer and just stood, a piece of the video playing out on his jacket.

“Just a second, Jeffie, here’s a good part.”

He turned his head slightly and watched as Lana pushed his legs back and settled down on his dick. She was fucking him Amazon fashion.

“Uh, Lana…”

“Shush, honey. There’s a drink on the table there. Sit on the end of the couch and watch. This is really good stuff.”

Stunned, moving like a zombie, Jeff picked up the drink, quaffed half, and sat down, perched on the end of, the couch.

The movie seemed to last forever. He heard their voices. He watched the sordid details. He relived what he had already lived through.

That morning it had been fun, but now it was…terrible.

Every second was like a dagger in his soul.

Finally, however, it ended.

Jeff sat, drink in his hands, hands between his knees, his head looking down.

Sally was closest to the projector and she turned it off.

Then she got up and turned the lights on.

Now Jeff was revealed in the harsh glare. He was mumbling something, but didn’t know what.

“Well, that was something,” commented Sally, sitting back down on the other end of the couch.

“Lana, honey, I didn’t mean…I didn’t mean…”

“Don’t apologize, honey. It was wonderful. Sally and I have been watching it all afternoon. It just gets me hotter and hotter.”

“Makes me wet. I think I’m going to need a sponge job down there.”

Jeff stared at the women.

First he had been proud and happy with the video. Then the guys had sort of shunned him, and now he felt ashamed. But the girls weren’t acting like they were upset at all. In fact, they were smiling. Grinning.

“Jeff, if I had known you were such an agile fucker I would have snuck you off and screwed you long before this.”

“And I wouldn't have cared,” said Lana. “I mean, anybody with a dick like yours…he’s got to be shared. It would be selfish for me to just keep you all to myself.”

“You’re not…you’re not upset?”

“Upset? Honey! That was hot! In fact, I want you to make another video.”

“Oh, goody!” exclaimed Sally. “Can I be in it?”

“Absolutely! We can film both of us with Jeff! He’s got dick enough for both of us, right Jeffie?”

“Well, uh…I guess…”

He was flushed. His mortification was morphing into blushing. He felt his penis growing.

“We could film him doing you…and then we could film him doing me, and then we can double team him. Wouldn’t that be great?”

Jeff now how a monster boner. His face was red, but not in a bad way.

“Jeffie! Show us your weenie!”

“Yes! Take it out and scare us!”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on, Jeff!”

And they started chanting: “Jeff! Jeff! Jeff!”

He stood up, pride starting to show up in his face. He unzipped his pants.

“You really want to see it?”

“Oh, baby! We do! Take it out!”

“Come on, Jeffie! Give us a sneak preview!”

Jeff let his cock out. He held it, and it was big and throbbing.

The girls both got out of their chairs and knelt in front of him.

“It’s like King Kong,” whispered Lana.

“No,” disagreed Sally. “It’s Godzilla!”

“I can’t wait to have it fuck me. And I want to see it fuck you!”

“I’m already screaming for mercy.” Sally eyed the big hog eagerly. Then she said, “But how are we going to make sure he stays up for the whole movie?”

“I can stay hard,” said Jeff.

He was ignored.

“We can give him some Viagra.”

“That would do it. He’ll be hard for hours!”

“We can do a double feature!”

“You got it!”

“But I don’t have any Viagra. Do you?”

“I do!”

Sally’s purse was conveniently handy and she dipped her hand into it and brought out a small vial. “Right here!” she crowed.

Lana took the vial and opened the top. She shook a pill into her hand and handed it to Jeff.

Jeff took it and tossed it down the gullet in one motion.

He swallowed.

The girls smiled.


Part Two

The show was over for the girls. They stood up and walked past Jeff.

“Let’s get some drinks and go out on the patio.”

“Sure.”

They entered the kitchen, and Jeff just sat on the end of the couch with his mouth open.

What the…?

He stood up, was aware of his penis sticking out, so ready and hard, and…”Hey?” he called out.

Lana was pouring bourbon into two glasses. Sally was pouring Coke. They picked up their glasses and walked out of the kitchen and past him again.

“What is going on?” he blubbered, thoroughly confused. His penis was still hard, so hard it almost hurt, but…what was going on?

The girls walked out of the sliding doors and sat on two lounge chairs. All the time they were chatting. “He sure did look ridiculous.”

“Did you see how fast he got his penis out?”

They both laughed.

Now Jeff’s penis was shrinking fast. He tucked it into his pants, started to walk away, but didn’t know where he was going. His mind was a mess.

He saw the bourbon and Coke still on the counter and poured himself a drink.

Then, not having anything else to do, and totally mystified by what had happened, he walked out to the pool area.

“You girls want to tell me what is going on?”

“Sure,” answered Sally with a big smile. “You’re an asshole and you’re about to pay the price. Anything else you wanted to know?”

“But…what was all that stuff in there about…about having a threesome.”

Lana and Sally just looked at each other laughed.

“Honey,” said Lana, “You are so stupid.”

The odd thing was she wasn’t speaking angrily, just matter of factly.

“Did you honestly think you were going to get away with that video?”

“Well, uh…” Now Jeff started thinking, and his face turned bright red, and he was face to face with what a dope he had been.

“Has it been long enough?” asked Sally.

Lana looked at her cell phone. “Nah. Give it five more.”

“Has what been long enough?” Jeff was having trouble speaking. Then he segued into apologies.

“Look, I’m sorry about that. I had too much to drink and I filmed that, and…I guess…I’m sorry.”

“Oh, you had too much to drink at lunch today when you showed Barney and the others that video.”

Lana was staring at him. She wasn’t making a show of emotion, but suddenly he felt like the dog poop she scraped off her high heels.

Unbeknownst to Jeff, Sally had her cell phone leaning on the little glass table between her and Lana. It was recording everything he said.

“Well, uh…I just had a lapse in judgement.”

He raised a finger and pulled at his collar. Suddenly his neck was sweating. He usually didn’t perspire there, but given the situation that was understandable.

“You think?”

“So who all was there this afternoon, Jeffie?”

“Uh…I don’t…just a couple of…” his voice died away. His forehead was sweating and he wiped it off.

“We know Barney was there, but who else? Sam?”

“Uh, he might have…look. It’s all over. I’ll destroy all copies of the video and—“

“No you won’t. I’ve got a copy on the cloud that you will never find and never destroy.”

“But….honey…” he was searching for words, moving his hands, and his armpits were sweating. Why was he sweating so much?

Oddly, the situation was making him sweat, but he was confused. Something else was going on and he didn’t know what.

“Why can’t you just delete the video?”

“It’s good evidence for court.”

“What?” Jeff squeaked. He loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top of his shirt.

“Now who else was there? Who else saw the video?”

Jeff was conflicted. He didn’t want to talk, but the girls were so insistent.

And it was so hot. It was a summer day, sure, but his whole face was flushed, and he felt like he was in a sauna.

“Who?”

Jeff started to answer, then caught himself. He blurted, “What evidence? What court?”

“When I take you to court and become the sole owner of the house, our cars, all our savings, everything. And, by the way, I think I should be able to get pretty good alimony.”

“Honey?” Now he was begging, and he took off his jacket and tie and shirt. Fuck! It was so hot! And he felt a little dizzy.

“So…who, Jeff. Who saw the video.

Jeff found himself answering in spite of all desire and common sense.

“Sam, Oscar, Barney and Ted.”

Lana nodded.

Jeff wondered why he had blurted out the answer. He hadn’t intended to say anything, why had he…

Sweat was pouring off him, and the dizziness was such that he sat down on a chair. Before he fell down.

“Has it been long enough?”

“Yes.”

Both girls focused on him.

“Jeffie,” said Lana. “We’ve given you some Rohypnol. For the next few hours you are going to do everything we say. You won’t remember much of it, but don’t worry. We’ll keep a video recording you can share with your friends.

“Lana?” His voice sounded furry, far away, and he suddenly didn’t care about the excessive heat he was feeling.

“Now, repeat after me, Jeff. I want to be a girl.”

Jeff said, “Now, repeat after me, Jeff. I want to be a girl.”

Lana and Sally burst out laughing. Sally said, “Just the part about you wanting to be a girl.”

“I want to be a girl,” said Jeff. He felt like he was looking at himself through a far away lens. And the heat had subsided and he just felt good. Like he might have had a bit much to drink, but he wasn’t stupid or anything. He was just…watching.

“Please feminize me.”

He repeated, “Please feminize me.”

“I want you to…”

“I want you to…”

“I need boobs.”

“I need boobs.”

“And about my cock. I want you to…”

“And about my cock. I want you to…”

On and on they went, and Jeff repeated dutifully.

Finally, Lana turned to Sally. “Do you think we have enough?”

“Absolutely. We’re safe in any court with this video,” she nodded at her cell phone. “I can edit out our part in it and make it look like he was saying everything spontaneously.

“All right. Are you ready to go to work?”

“Girlfriend…I was born ready!”

Laughing, the girls stood up and lead Jeff into the house.

Lana threw a sheet over the dining room table and told Jeff, “Get up and lay on your front.”

Jeff, smiling like the idiot he was, climbed onto the table and lay down.

“Spread your legs, Jeffie.”

Jeffie, smiling at the ceiling and wondering about a single strand an enterprising spider had left in the little chandelier, spread his legs.

Lana was a licensed nurse. She got out a small tray with a couple of scalpels on it.

She made a slight incision, not deep enough to draw but a drop of blood, on the underside of his penis. She made a similar incision on his perineum, the little area between his balls and his asshole.

She pressed the two incisions together and began suturing.

Lana was holding a flashlight and she stared as Jeff’s penis was attached to his body.

When Sally was done his penis was pulled back between his legs. It held his balls up and they were pressed up inside his body. The head of his penis extended a half inch below his crack.

“He’ll have to be careful when he wipes.”

“He’ll have to learn to wipe like a girl.” They both giggled.

“Okay. How big do we want his boobs to be?”

“Big.

“It helps that he used to lift weights. He’s got stretchy skin over his pecs.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Just hold the flashlight and watch me perform magic.”

Sally began injecting fluid into Jeff’s pectorals. They watched as Jeff grew boobs. First, little bumps. Then big bumps, then they started to swell and grow larger and larger.

“You know, these are going to look pretty natural.”

“I’m going to give him a shot of hormones. It’ll make it look like he’s been taking estrogen for months.”

Finally, Jeff had himself a sizable pair.

Sally injected material to make his nipples totally erect, and when she was done they were even bigger.

“We need to put him a bra. Those are big.”

“Sit him up, I brought one. Should be the right size.”

“Sit up, Jeffie. And hold your boobs so they don’t sag.”

Jeff, smiling like an idiot, sat up and cupped a boob with each hand.

“Are you having fun, Jeff?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Lana picked up Sally’s cell phone and asked him questions. All of which required him to say only ‘yes.’

“Did you beg us to sew your penis back?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like your new tits?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want us to keep going with your make over?”

“Oh, yes.”

Lana frowned briefly, then smiled. He hadn’t said ‘yes,’ he had said ‘Oh, yes,’ and he had sounded happy, even excited.

Were there deeper things going on here?

Sally came back from her car. She was carrying a suitcase. She put it on the table and opened it up.

“Here you go, Jeffie.”

She held a bra to him, got his boobs into the cups, then fastened it in the back.

Jeff looked down at his boobs and smiled. His flesh bulged out over the top of the bra, and he could see his stiff nipples poking at the material.

And he looked over his boobs to where his front was perfectly smooth, like a female mons.

“Where’s my dick?” he asked of no one. It didn’t sound like he cared.

Lana handed Jeff a little, pink razor. “Jeffie. Shave everything. Just like a woman.”

Jeff took the razor and began scraping at his body. He didn’t have a lot of hair, anyway, and he shaved his legs, his chest, everything he could reach. When he was done Sally took over and got the hard to reach places.

“This is sort of fun,” remarked Lana.

“I know. It’s like he’s a big Barbie doll.”

“To think, we could have been doing this all these years.”

They both giggled.

Lana washed his hair and began styling it in a more feminine manner. Sally trimmed his nails and glue on fakes. By the time Lana was working the hair dryer Sally was done with his nails. they were bright red and extended a full half inch.

“Now, be careful when you do your housework, Jeffie.”

“I will,” he said dutifully.

They had been working for an hour now, and they took a short break, sipped some bourbon and Coke, then got back to work.

Jeff sat at the vanity table and they made him up. They cleansed his pores, plumped his lips, put on primer…did everything they could to prepare him for his new look.

They shaded his eyes, gave him false eyelashes, put on Dior Rouge Dior Forever Liquid Transfer-Proof Lipstick. He would be looking feminine for days now, and would only require a bit of touch up here and there.

Finally, they rolled up stockings and attached them to a garter belt, and put him in a sheer, pink dress. The dress had a plunging V which showed off his cleavage. It was mid thigh, so his legs were really on display.

And, finally, they put him in high heels.

Amazingly, a simple command to be graceful made him graceful. He didn’t wobble or act like he was going to fall and break his ankles.

He was done.

And more than cute…he was beautiful.

He didn’t look like a man at all.

He sat demurely on the couch while Lana and Sally inspected him.

The girls took pictures then, and more video. They had him get up and saunter and sashay around the house.

They had him pose at the sink, washing dishes. They had him dust the chandelier of that one strand of spider web. They had him polish woodwork and even scrub the grout in the shower.

“Oh, Lord,” breathed Sally, feeling very wet and excited. “What have we done.”

“Sally, have you noticed…”

Sally looked at Lana.

“It’s like he really wants this. There isn’t a sign of resistance, of protest.”

“Do you think he really wanted to be a woman all the time?”

“I’m starting to wonder.”

It was now three hours. Jeff was in the middle of the Rohypnol, and he was as happy as could be.

Ding dong!

The girls looked at each other. Sally glanced at her cell phone. “It’s time!”

Lana and she went to the front door and opened it.

The four men were there. Barney, Sam, Oscar and Ted.

They looked ill at ease, but entered the house.

“Hi, fellows, have you met Jeffie?”

The four men saw Jeff and  their mouths opened and they gaped.

“Hi,” said Jeff, and, as he had been told, “Would you like some drinks?”

“Get them seated first, Jeffie.”

“Oh. Okay.” He had a bright smile on his face as he tugged on Barney’s hand and pulled him into the living room. The others followed along, dazed, dumbstruck, slobberknocked.

“Sit here, and Sam, you sit there, and…good. I’ll go get you your drinks.”

Lana and Sally were still in their lingerie, but the guys, outside of the first unavoidable glance, had ignored that fact. They were more stunned by the change in their friend.

He was a woman! He had tits! And when he moved and the dress clung, he had no package!

Had he had it cut off?

“So, boys,” asked Sally, breaking the ice. “How did you like the video?”

“I, uh…”

“It was…uh…”

“I don’t…think…”

They all mumbled and were embarrassed. And they kept sneaking glances towards the kitchen where Jeff was prancing around and pouring them drinks.

“What did you do?” blurted Barney.

“Nothing that Jeffie didn’t want,” answered Lana with a smile.

“Surely you fellows have noticed that he’s a bit…soft? Like…pink?”

“Well, uh…”

“After all, showing a video of him with his wife, what was he really trying to say? That he was a stud? No real man would do that.”

Lana took over. “It’s like he was trying to hide his feelings by proving he was a man.”

The four friends looked at each other. It made sense.

Jeff came back into the living room. He was walking with a sexy sway and holding four drinks in his red tipped hands.

“Here you go, fellows.”

They stared at his red lips. They shivered when his fingernails brushed against their flesh. They drank quickly.

“Better make some more, Jeffie. The boys look a little thirsty.

Jeff headed for the kitchen and made more drinks, and more, and within a half hour everybody was drunk as skunks and feeling like a party.

“Jeff! I didn’t know you wanted to be a girl!”

Jeff had been coached well, and he giggled and looked down demurely.

“I can’t wait to see Fred’s face on Monday morning!” Fred was the general manager.

“He’s going to shit kittens!”

“Hell! He’s going to shit tigers!”

The men laughed hysterically, imagining the scene when Jeff showed up for work dressed as a woman.

“Hey! Where’d you hide your package?” blurted Barney.

“You didn’t get it cut off, did you?”

“Jeffie, turn around and bend over. Pull your dress up tight.

Jeff turned, bent, and gathered in the silky dress. Right below his crack the head of his penis could be seen through the thin material.

“Whoa!”

“Wow!”

Ted reached forward and touched the head.

Jeffie jerked and straightened up.

“Come on, Jeffie. Bend over and let the boys feel your clitoris.”

Jeff bent over and now the men each felt the head of his penis.

“Wow! He’s got no balls!”

“Why should she?” quipped Sally. “She doesn’t need balls to…” she paused for dramatic effect, “suck your cocks!”

They were drunk, and they were…drunk enough. Laughing, punching each other on the arms, they stood up and unzipped their flies.

“Go on, Jeffie, show them how it’s done.”

Jeffie went down the line. Slurping sloppily, sucking dutifully, and even seemed to enjoy it.

Whatever qualms Jeff might have had about being a woman were non-existent, and Lana once again wondered about him.

“Okay, guys, you can’t just get licked, you need to squirt. Jeffie is thirsty.”

Now it became a contest between the four drunks to see which one of them could deposit a load on Jeff’s tonsils first.

Then their turns came they humped their hips back and forth and held to Jeffie’s head. Barney, was the first to really take advantage of the situation. He leaned over and gripped Jeff’s tits and squeezed them, and that got him so excited that he opened his mouth, froze up for a second, and began spewing.

“Oh…yeah! Yeah!”

The others wanted to be first, but they weren’t poor sports. They all cheered and clapped Barney on the back.

Jeff felt the splatter in the back of his throat. He had passed the peak of the drug’s effectiveness, and he was starting to be aware of things.

Still, he didn’t fight or protest. He just swallowed and licked his lips.

And, unbeknownst to the guys, Lana had set up the video camera. The duc tape was over the red light and it sat on a high shelf and recorded everything.

It was a high quality camera, so it captured wide angle, but editing could focus on the minute details.

“Okay, guys! Who wants to dip their wicks?”

The guys, drunk as they were, froze.

They didn’t mind getting their dongs shlurped, but…fucked?

Still, they all—except for Barney, who sat on the couch and looked drunkenly stupid with his limp cock laying on his thigh—had big erections.

“Come on, guys, don’t be shy. Who wants to be first?”

They looked at each other, embarrassed, but…horny. And the horniness won out.

“I never fucked a guy before,” said Oscar.

“Hey, a night of firsts!” chirped Sally.

Lana took Jeff into the bedroom and arranged him. She put him on all fours, his butt in the air on the side of the bed. Then she called the men in, one at a time, and filmed them—they were too drunk to care that they were being recorded now—as they took their turns.

And, the party was over.

The boys being too drunk to drive, Lana herded them out to one of their cars, put them all in, and drove them to their homes.

Sally stayed back with Jeff, and sat and contemplated him.

It had been five hours now, and she could see glimpses of awareness in his brown eyes.

It was a happy awareness, and perhaps it was this that impelled Sally to ask, “How you doing, Jeffie.”

He smiled dopily, look around as if trying to figure things out. “I’m okay.”

Yes. He was coming out of it.

“Well, you sure are a mess.”

He was sitting on the sofa now, and his thighs were caked with dried and drying semen.

“Yeah.” That goofy smile again.

“How does your asshole feel?”

“Really good.”

She wasn’t priming his answers now. This was the real Jeffie coming out!

“Well, you did well, for a scum bag bozo who filmed his wife and betrayed her.”

His smile faltered, but didn’t go completely away. Still, the basic shame of the man was there, right below the surface.

“I’m sorry.”

“Yeah. I’ll bet you are. But there’s one thing left for us to do.”

He stared at her, his eyes glazed, but…waking up.

“Come on, Jeff. It’s my turn.”

Just enough awareness in him that he wondered, “But you don’t have a dick!”

“I’ve got a strap on. And I think you need one more fuck to remember everything by.”

“Okay.”

Jeffie followed Sally cheerfully down the hallway.

Lana arrived home a while later, and she knew, from the look of happiness on Sally’s face, and the jutting plastic boner between her thighs, what she had been about.

“You fucked him!”

“I’m sorry,” Sally smiled, not sorry at all.

Lana laughed. “You bitch!”

“Takes one to know one. Here…” She took off the strap on and handed it to Lana.

Lana looked at it, a happy and sad look on her face. “How far we have come.”

Sally nodded.

Then Lana fastened the strap on and headed back to the bedroom.

Six hours had passed, and Jeff was tired. But he was also wired. He had vague memories of what had happened. Far away memories, but ones that he couldn’t deny.

He watched the video on the wall. It was big, larger than life, and showed him begging to be made into a woman.

It showed his transformation, and how happy he was.

He stared in fascination as his tits grew. And the scene of him having his cock sewed back out of the way totally floored him.

“I’ve…I’ve…my cock is gone!”

It was trying to get hard, but attached as it was to his own body it could only try to straighten out and erect, then it dwindled quickly. Trying to rip out his own sutures was a bit painful, more painful than the attempt to bonerize.

He looked down at his mons. Flat. A little pudgy, like a woman’s, but no slit.

But he could feel his man clit. He felt it when he sat down, rubbing up against his crack. Caught between buns that rubbed on it when he walked, and stimulated when he bent or sat down or did anything.

He was going to be a very horny person, and with no way to get rid of that horniness.

He looked up at the girls. “What did you do to me?” he whispered.

“Nothing that you didn’t want done,” answered Sally, smirking.

“But…how can I go to work?”

“Barney has already called Fred and told him you’re going to be coming in as a woman. As long as your sales are up no body’s going to care.” Lana shrugged.

“But…but how…”

“How what?”

And Jeff broke. “How will I cum? I’m so horny! And now I can’t use my dick!”

“Oh, I wouldn't worry about that,” smiled Sally. “There’s this thing called draining, and since you like it up the butt so much already…”

“I don’t!”

“That’s not what the video shows. It shows you liking it, loving it, asking for more.”

“But I was drugged!”

“Now what kind of excuse is that?”

“It’s not—“

“After all, you have no proof. And you looked pretty convincing on video when you begged us to transform you.”

“But…but…”

Lana leaned forward and placed a hand on his nylon clad leg. “Jeffie. You can protest all you want, but we’ve got the evidence. Now, you have a choice. You can shut up and do the housework, and be a pretty, little thing, who we will drain every month or so…”

“Or?” He stared at her and his eyes were fixed and glittering as he saw the trap close.

“Or you can fight the evidence, go back to being a man, and give up all this…this stuff you love. And I will sue for divorce, and I do have proof. I will, as I stated before, take you to the cleaners. The house, the cars, all our savings…everything! Now the choice is up to you…”


Epilogue

Jeff, now Jeffie, was a car sales…person.

He went to work wearing dresses and fully made up.

He was making more sales than he had before, quite a bit more sales, and his fellow sales people, Barney, Oscar, Ted and Sam, were jealous. but they weren’t willing to make the ‘sacrifice’ that Jeffie had made.

His penis was still sutured between his legs, and once a month he was drained of his lust.

He elected to have breast implants when the temporary boobs wore off.

And he is quite happy living at home.

Of course, he does most of the housework, and he listens and is fascinated when his wife and her best friend go into the bedroom and…do things.

But, that’s okay.

He’s happy.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Femdom Chastity Fun!

One man learns lessons the hard way!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Okay, this is going to get hot.

First, Ted is where he shouldn’t be, a women’s retreat.

Second, these women believe that men should be subservient to women.

Third, he is plugged at both ends, chastised, and then it starts to get a little nasty!

You go, Ted!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, you’ve got to promise me.”

Ted groaned. “Again? I’ve promised you a dozen times!”

“Yes, but this time is important. We’re almost there, and I need to make sure you truly understand.”

“I understand. Whatever happens, don’t get caught. Keep the tracker on me and you’ll find me. I don’t know I ever agreed to do this for you.”

“Hey, you volunteered for this. As I recall, your very words were, ‘What happens up at the Sister Camp?’”

“Yeah, but I just expected you to tell me.”

“That’s not the way I remember it.”

Lia drove slowly around the turns and climbed the mountain. Their big Lincoln was right next to a cliff, or nearly scrapping trees.

“The way I remember it you found out about this game we women play and you insisted on being part of it.”

Ted frowned. She was right, of course. But now that they were getting close to the Sister Camp he was having second thoughts.

“And what happens to me if I’m caught?”

“I don’t know. But I do know that every year it is different, and it is gruesome.”

“Gruesome,” he repeated. In an odd way, that was what appealed to him. He had heard that they tortured men, sexually, and that was the real reason he had bugged Lia into letting him come.”

“So you promise to hide out and wait for me to find you?”

“Absolutely.”

She sighed. “I don’t know. Maybe we should turn around and go back right now.”

No! No! he thought, but he didn’t say anything.

Soon they were driving down the long road to the retreat. Up ahead he cold see a line of cars, and by twisting in his seat he could see cars lined up behind them. Man, this was going to be big!

“So tell me again who all these women are?”

“They are select representatives of sororities from across the United States. You’ll find some housewives, but a large per cent of them will be movers and shakers. They run companies, or they own companies, and they like to meet once a year and discuss how to best improve the lot of women everywhere.

“And they hold a man hunt.”

Lia nodded. “It’s all in fun, but the girls can get a little…wild. They chase a man, catch him, and…they don’t intend to hurt anybody, but things can get a little wild.

“How wild?”

“One man was put in stocks for the remainder of the two weeks. He was naked, and every woman had access to him.”

“Access? Did you have this so called access?”

She let out a breath. “Yes.”

“And did you take advantage of that access?”

“I may have…done some things.”

“Come on, honey. If I’m willing to take one for the team the least you can do is fess up.”

“Okay. I felt his penis and balls, and…”

“And what?”

“And I…”

“Come on!”

“I used a strap on on him! There! Are you satisfied?”

Tim blinked. “Wow,” he muttered.

Now Lia was a little irritated, but she wasn’t the kind of woman who stayed irritated for long.

A bunch of women did, and…and it was okay.”

“What do you mean it was okay?”

“I mean…he said it was okay.”

“You’re holding something back.”

They were only a car away from the security post and Lia fumbled in her purse for her reservation.

Ted waited patiently, but after she had shown it to the security personnel he questioned her again. “What are you holding back.”

Lia shut her lips together firmly and drove through a big parking lot. She pulled their car into a space and turned it off. then she turned to him, and her look was firm.

“Look, Ted, you’re here now, and it’s of your own free will. I’m not actually allowed to talk about this, it’s part of our rules.”

Ted sat back and waited.

“But these are strong women here, and you are…just a man. They will expect you to be super polite, to know your place.”

“To know my place? And what place is that?”

“The place of a subservient to their master. Or, in this case, your mistress. Every one of these women will expect you to lower your eyes, and if you don’t they wills trip you naked. You’ll be forced to walk around the resort nude. For the remainder of your time here. Furthermore, you can be charged with crimes and put on trial.”

“Trial?”

“Yes. Trial. If you are rude, talk back, or, God help you, get physical…you will be charged with a crime, restrained and put on trial.”

“You didn’t tell me this before.”

“I couldn’t tell you everything. But I sure hinted enough. I warned you, I even tried to talk you out of coming, but you insisted.”

Now Ted was silent. She was right. She had been very adamant in trying to get him to change his mind, to just take a little vacation of his own, far from this place.

But he had heard rumors. And he had fantasies, and he thought it would be cool.

He heard of men being forcefully masturbated. Of being tied down and sexually tormented.

How could he turn that down?

“Okay,” he said. “I’ve been warned, and I’ll do my best. I’ll be on my best behavior.”

“Good.” She watched him for a longer moment, and Ted found himself feeling horny. His penis was starting to act up. Damn traitor, he grinned.

Lia took his smile for acquiescence and picked up her purse. “Okay, honey. Let’s go have a great time.”

She opened the door and led the way, as women were supposed to, towards the big resort building.

The building was huge. It housed hundreds of women, probably thousands if they were double and triple bunking, and there certainly were enough women walking around to insure that.

It was pink, with red doors, and very modern.

Lia led the way to the administration wing and they stood in line.

There weren’t many men, just a few here and there, maybe twenty in all that he could see.

And they all had their heads down.

Ted smiled and looked down. So that’s the competition, he mused. Bunch of sissies, if you asked him.

And they were a soft lot of men. They were all slender and had long hair. A few of them looked to have eyeliner on, and one even had a puffy chest.

A puffy chest?

What had the guy done? Worked out on just the pectorals? He gave a whole new meaning to the idea ‘man boobs.’

The line moved slowly forward and Lia became engaged in conversations with other women. Almost all of them had been to the Sister Camp before, and they all seemed quite excited to be there.

They chatted about activities and classes that were offered, and one woman asked Lia, “Is that your property?”

Property? thought Ted. Property? Let him get that bitch alone for a minute and he’d show her property!

“Yes.”

“And his first time at the Sister Camp?”

“Yes. I’ve worked with him, and I do so hope he will mind his manners.”

“Well, if he doesn’t, there are classes you can enroll him in.”

“Classes for the men?”

“Yes. First time they’ve been offered. I’m sure that will help him learn his place. Tell me, is he enrolled for The Hunt?”

“Yes, he is.”

“Excellent. He looks a sturdy specimen. It should be fun catching him.”

Catching me? Ha! These babes don’t know who they’re messing with.

“He’s been training for the last month.”

“He has? That will make it all the better. The ladies hate it when the men are too easy to catch.”

“Well, he has…oh, our turn. Talk to you later.”

Lia grabbed Ted’s hand and led him up to the registration station.

The women behind the tables were good looking. In fact, every woman at the camp was good looking. Not a skag in the bunch.

Ted stood by silently as Lia gave their names, presented her invitation, which was stamped ‘okay for one male,’ and they were shortly given a key and sent on their way.

They walked across the quad to their apartment and Ted had a new challenge.

At the registration area all he had to do was stand with his head down and now look at anybody. Mean any women.

That was easy. He looked at legs and asses and was quite happy to be ‘relegated’ to that task.

There were a lot of long legs and fine asses in this place, and the women weren’t shy about flaunting their physical charms.

But now he had to watch where he was going, step to the side when women passed walking in the other direction, and keep up with Lia.

“Slow down, honey,” he whispered when he had the chance.

“Ha!” muttered Lia. “You’re always telling me to hurry up. How does it feel when the shoe is on the other foot?”

But she did slow down, and Ted managed to step tot he side and keep up without too much trouble.

Until he accidentally bumped a woman.

She was coming up from behind and Ted didn’t see her. He stepped to the side for a woman coming from the front, but when he stepped back onto the walk he touched his shoulder to the woman coming up from the rear.

“Sister!”

Lia stopped and turned. Ted just stood there. Damn! That was on her! She had run into him!

“Yes, sister?”

“Your property just got in my way.”

Lia turned and snapped at Ted, “Apologize, dog!”

She had told Ted about this, that he might have to grovel a bit, but, man, did it bug him.

It was her fault!

But he lowered his head, even bent his knees a little, and mumbled an apology. “I am very sorry. I didn’t see you and it is all my fault.”

The woman made a hmph! sound and turned to Lia. “First timer?”

“Yes, sister. I will work hard to train him.”

The woman turned back to Ted. “Dog. Look at me.”

Ted raised his face and stared at the woman.

Oh, man. This babe was a candidate for a boner. She was slightly thick, but mostly on top. She looked very athletic, and she even looked stronger than him.

Her face was Valkyrian. Strong chinned, full lips, golden hair and blue eyes.

Beautiful, but in a very fierce kind of way.

“I’ll be watching you, dog. Learn your lessons well.” She turned to Lia. “Is he entered in the Sadie Dickens’ Day Race?”

“Yes, sister.”

“Excellent. I’ll be looking for him.”

With that the woman traveled on, and Lia cursed. “Oh, shit. Of all the people you had to bump into…”

“She bumped into me.”

“Cancel that,” she hissed. “Come on, we’ll talk about it in our room.”

They had no more misadventures on their way, and they stepped into a large room and looked around.

The resort was very crowded this year, and this room had been set up for four occupants. Ted glanced around and smiled. “Oh, good,” he threw himself on a bed.

“Get up! Quick!” Lia hissed, and slapped his leg.

Confused, Ted got to his feet.

“The beds are for the ladies. You’ll sleep there.”

She pointed at a large, rolled up pad at the foot of her bed.

“What?”

“Remember? You are a lesser citizen here.”

“But I’m not a dog!”

“To many of these women you are, and you simply have to mind your manners. Now, about that little accident you caused…”

“I caused? She deliberately ran into me from behind! How could I see her if she was behind me?”

“Doesn’t matter. As a second class citizen it is your fault.”

“Second class citizen? Heck, it doesn’t even sound like I’m a citizen at all!”

“I didn’t want to describe it that way, but…you’r right.”

“I am?”

“”Now, that woman is very important. She’s on the boards of many companies, very influential, and if she’s running in the Sadie Dickens’ Day race, then—“

“What the hell is Sadie Dickens?”

“Don’t swear. Damn it, Ted, are you trying to mess up?”

He looked surly at this.

“Now listen. There’s an old comic strip that had a race in it where the women chased the men. If they caught them the men had to marry the women.”

“But I’m already married!”

“Yes, you are, but it doesn’t matter. That comic strip called the race the ‘Sadie Hawkins’ race. We call it the Sadie Dickens’ race because it’s not about marriage.”

“It’s not?”

“No. If you are caught the woman will have sex with you.”

Ted couldn’t help it. He smiled.

“Don’t look so smug. It’s not like that at all.”

“What’s it—“

“Hey! Sister!” two ladies entered the room.

“I’m Becky and this is Shirley.”

“I’m Lia. This is my dog, Ted.”

“Excellent! I was hoping I’d have a slave this time. Ted, fetch our bags and place them on our bunks.”

Ted blinked and wouldn’t have moved, he was trying to figure things out, but Lia gave him a kick with her foot.

“This is his first time. Don’t mind if he’s slow or you need to spell things out for him.”

Ted was moving now, but he was also highly resentful. Sure, he knew what it was supposed to be for him, but the reality of being looked down, of being commanded like…like a dog! It was too much!”

It was close to dinner by then, and shortly after the other girls arrived the women went off for dinner, but not before Lia made Ted aware of the rules.

“Remember, don’t walk on the paths. Keep your head down. If anybody stops you just do what they say.”

Then Lia went to dinner at a big dining hall.

Ted was left alone, and for his dinner he had to walk the long way around the complex and ask to be fed at the back of the dining hall.

Sighing, a little bit miffed, but glad to be by himself, Ted started out. He walked a short distance to the outside of the complex and sauntered, whistling, hands in his pockets, around the backs of the buildings.

It wasn’t bad back here. A short parking lot, the woods beyond that, and nobody to bug him. He didn’t have to keep his head down because there was nobody around, and—

“You there!”

Oh, fuck! Ted took his hands out of his pockets and lowered his head. But it was too late.

Two women in mock uniforms came up to him in a golf cart. The golf cart was decked out like a cop car, painted black and white with a little red gumball machine on top. There was even a logo on the side of the cart: To protect and serve. Except somebody had scratched out the ‘pro’ and replaced it with an ‘E.’

To Erect and Serve.’

Funny.

“What are you doing whistling?”

“Sorry, ma’am,’” he responded as he was supposed to.

“You want to end up in chastity?”

He started to lift his head up, but merely jerked, then controlled himself.

Chastity? What the fuck was this?

“Uh, no, Ma’am.”

“Who do you belong to?”

“Lia Thompson, ma’am.” And she was going to kill him for getting in trouble!

Both women were out of the cart now, one was walking around him, staring at him. It looked like she was looking at his buns!

Made him feel like a criminal. Or…at least a piece of meat. Man, men really didn’t have any rights here!

What was worse was the uniform the women wore.

It was a cop uniform, but made out of latex and stretched so tight he could have seen a pimple. If the ‘cops’ had any pimples.

He could see their camel toes, however. He tried to control his eyes.

The one in front of him started writing a ticket.

“This is just a warning. First day courtesy, but don’t let this frivolous attitude happen again.”

With that she ripped the ticket off the pad and handed it to him. She turned and got back onto the golf cart.

The other woman walked past him…and actually bumped him with her shoulder!

He started to say something, but managed to gulp and control himself.

She turned to him. “You had something to say.”

Biting down his anger, he muttered, “No, ma’am.”

“Best learn your manners, bitch.”

She got into the cart and they zoomed away. Doubtless looking for another victim for their…their…tyranny!

Now Ted didn’t feel like whistling. He walked the rest of the way to the back of the dining hall with his head down, the ticket scrunched up in his hand.

And dinner was a wash.

First, he had to stand in line, and the kitchen staff seemed in no hurry to serve the half dozen men lined up at their back door.

Second, he had to put up with a couple of men that were not exactly men.

They wore pink jumpsuits and they giggled a lot. They also took one look at him and it was obvious they didn’t think much of him.

He waited for about fifteen minutes, then the staff noticed the men and handed out paper sacks.

He looked inside the sack. A ham and cheese sandwich and a carton of milk. And a skinny, little cookie that was supposed to be chocolate chip, but was really just a wafer with a couple of dark spots on it.

Still, it was food, so he sat down at a table and ate.

“How you doing?” A tall fellow sat down across from him and opened his bag of dinner.

“Okay, I guess.”

They were alone in the dusk then, and the man nodded. “You have the first timer look.”

“How could you tell,” grunted Ted.

The other man grinned. “Beaten down, not a friend in the world, I don’t get no respect.”

Ted chuckled at this reference to Rodney Dangerfield. “Well, you’re right.”

“Don’t let it worry you. Once you figure out the proper attitude they’ll back off.”

“Proper attitude?”

“These are strong women, they want men to knuckle down, be outright submissive. It’s their game in life, and it really shows up at this retreat.”

“Wow.”

“I know.”

They chewed on their ham and cheese sandwiches and the night grew darker. Stars rose up over the trees and the moon started to rise.

“You entered in the race?” asked the man, whose name was Johnny.

“Yep.”

“I’ve been training for six months. I do a lot of 5Ks and 10Ks. I haven’t been caught yet, and I don’t want to get caught this year.”

“How many times have you, uh…”

“I’ve been here five times, been in the race four times. Never been caught.”

“What if you don’t get caught?”

“They give you a little medal. You get to wear it around your neck and everybody treats you a little differently. It’s worth it. You still have to make a show of submission, but they forgive your mistakes and actually talk to you. It’s sort of fun. It’s like you got promoted. It’s—oops. Head down.”

A golf cart went whizzing by and Ted followed Johnny’s example and looked down.

“See, you just play the game and it’s not bad.”

Shortly after that Johnny headed back to his ‘owner.’

Ted crumpled up his sack and put it in the garbage can next to the back door. He began walking back to his and Lia’s apartment.

It’s not bad, he thought. Could have fooled me. I’ll never get used to this…this crazy place.

He made it back to the apartment without incident, and found the women sitting at a table and playing cards.

And there was one other man there!

The card table was set up in the center of the room and Ted had to walk around the girls, and stopped. The man was laying there, next to his owner. He was naked. Completely naked! And he looked up and growled.

Ted blinked. What the fuck?

Three girls paid no attention. Lia grinned at him.

He had to walk over the man, and when he lifted his leg the man actually snapped his teeth.

Now the girls were watching, big grins, and one was chuckling. “Don’t mind Willie, Ted. He’s all bark and no bite.”

Ted managed to keep his head down and navigate around the table and the naked man. But he wasn’t happy. Who the hell did that guy think he was.

Nothing else to do, Ted sat down on his sleeping pad. He sighed, then turned his back to the women and just…laid there.

This whole thing was very disturbing to him. Sure, it was a joke, lots of laughs, unless you were the one being joked on.

To make matters worse, the women seemed intent on having an all nighter. They laughed and told stupid stories and ignored him, and the stupid ‘dog’ laying by the feet of one of them.

Finally, Ted drifted off, and woke up.

A bottle had made its appearance the women were passing it around and drinking freely.

They giggled and wiped their mouths and made crude jokes.

And…the game had gone from ‘Old Maid’ to ‘Strip Poker!’

Turned turned on his side and watched the women throw cards down and brag about men they’d fucked.

“I had this one guy, he was so short I only felt an inch of him. Funny thing, it made me work harder, and I ended up having a great cum!”

“Men with big dicks think too highly of themselves. I got this one guy who thought he was the cat’s meow. You know what?”

“What?” the other girls asked.

“He came in thirty seconds! Can you believe that? Thirty fucking seconds! Ha! Take off something.

Ted was lying with his eyes slitted, and he watched a redhead take off her bra. She had big bazooms and he licked his lips.

A hand later Lia lost her culottes. Then two of the women were sitting there with their boobs hanging out.

The ‘man/dog’ growled suddenly gave a growl.

“Shush up, Willie. He’s only looking. He doesn’t even have a boner.”

Ted closed his eyes tightly and turned over. Son of a bitch!

And, of course, he started getting a boner.

It was a terrible night for sleeping. The girls drunk and crude and cursing and making fun of men. All men either had short dicks or came too fast, in their opinion.

Willie kept growling. What an asshole.

And the stupid pad he was sleeping on was very uncomfortable.

Still, he managed to finally fall asleep, only to be woken up a minute later by Lia.

“Come on, bitch,” she crowed happily.

She had nudged him with afoot and he blinked and opened his eyes.

Willie was at the foot of a bed, the other girls were up and about. And mostly naked.

Ted tried not to stare, but with so much flesh bouncing around it was hard.

And, to make matters worse, his penis was really acting up.

Of course it was. He hadn’t had any sex for the last couple of days, and now seeing all these women, good looking and naked as not…his dingus was dinging.

“Have your dog put the table away,” suggested the woman who ‘owned’ Willie.

Fucking Willie got to sleep late and he had to clean up?

“Do it, bitch,” said Lia with a smile. “Afterwards you can go to breakfast.”

“He’s better hurry,” said the other woman. They stop serving at 7.

Ted glanced at the clock. 15 to 7! Fuck!

He got up and quickly folded the table, dumped the bottles into the trash, and put glasses into the sink in the little kitchenette.

He would clean the glasses later. Right now, he had to eat. All he’d had yesterday was a McGriddles at a MickyDs on the way up to the retreat, and a stupid ham sandwich!

He trotted, careful to keep his head down, and arrived just in time to get the last sack.

He sat down across from Johnny.

“Hey, Ted. How’s life in the bitch world?”

“Pretty good. How’s life in the asshole world.”

“Uh oh. Somebody had a bad night.”

“Sorry. But, yeah. It’s like I don’t even count anymore. My wife just calls me bitch and gives me orders.”

“Yeah. Sort of changes your perspective, doesn’t it?”

Ted looked up at Johnny. They were eating scrambled egg sandwiches with puny half strips of bacon on them. There was a carton of orange juice to drink, and a cup of applesauce for desert.

“I never treat my wife like that.”

“I know.”

There was commiseration there, but something else, too. Laughter? Was Johnny holding a bit of laughter in?

Ted headed back to the apartment. He cleaned the glasses, and when Willie stretched and got up Ted said, “You growl at me again and I’ll fuck you up.”

Willie just snorted and ignored him.

“You hear me?”

Willie was standing within reach at that moment, and he muttered, “Go fuck yourself.”

Pop!

Ted didn’t hit him hard. Just a quick snap of the fist to the nose. He wasn’t interested in breaking anything, he just wanted to get the pecking order straight.

What he didn’t plan on was that 1) Willie’s nose started to bleed, and b) the girls walked in at that moment.

“TED! WHAT DID YOU DO!”

“Oh, my poor Willie. What did that big brute do to you?”

Heck, there was only a few drops of blood, but they were acting like it was the rape of Nanking!

The women crowded around Willie and offered sympathy and held tissue to his nose.

And Willie seemed to get off on it. He sniffed. “I don’t know why he hit me! I was just standing there.”

“I told him to stop growling at me and he told me to go fuck myself,” Ted had been bullied over to his sleeping pad and was sitting down.

“I did not,” muttered Willie.

“You want another one?” Ted asked.

“That did it. Lia, I’m sorry, but I think your bitch needs to be muzzled.”

“What?”

“Ted, shut up. I’ll handle this.”

“But—“

“Don’t talk,” Lia warned. “You’re just digging yourself in deeper.

Grumbling, Ted looked down. He’d had about enough of this.

And, to make matters truly and totally worse, one of the latex cops entered the room.

“What’s going on here? I heard the racket down on the next floor.”

“That bully hit my Willie Boy.”

The cop, who had enormous tits and…it was that viking style bitch again…glared at Ted.

“He did, eh?”

Ted tried to talk, but the security babe just said, “All men out. We’ll discuss this without the children present.”

Children? What the fuck?

But, nothing else to do for it, Ted and Willie walked out of the room. They each sat on the ground, one on each side of the door.

Inside the room the women were discussing things calmly. Ted heard another reference to being ‘muzzled,’ and he turned to Willie.

“What kind of a pussy are you? Doing that? You fucking liar!”

“Oh, eat shit, you bully. I’ve had enough of people like you.”

“People like me? What? A real man? You sissified pussy!”

Willie stared at Ted for a long moment, then he slapped himself, right on the nose. “OW! What’d you do that for!”

“What?”

Then the girls were crowding through the doorway, glaring at Ted, and asking after poor Willie.

“Are you okay, Willie? Did that big brute hit you again?”

“I didn’t hit him!”

“How’d he get his nose all bloodied again?” growled the cop.

“He hit himself! He’s just trying to get me in trouble!”

The cop turned to the other women. “Well, girls, I think it’s pretty obvious. This one has to be muzzled, and…” a pause, “chastised.”

“No!” sobbed Lia.

“It’s okay, Lia. You’ll survive.

Ted stared around in amazement. These people were all nuts!

And most nuts of all was the fact that the cop in the tight latex, with her boobs sticking out with her nipples so damned rigid, had a muzzle and a chastity tube with her!

She reached into a big bag that looked like a purse and took out a penis gag and a chastity tube.

“You’re not doing that to me!” Ted started to back away.

The cop drew a gun and shot him.

ZZZZZZZZ!

Ted locked up and shivered as the taser took away his senses. Then he folded to his knees, then laid down.

Dully, he saw Lia biting a knuckle and watching him.

“Pull his pants down.”

Gleefully, the girls pulled his pants down.

Behind them, the attention off him, Willie Boy smirked.

The jolt had definitely made him limp, and the cop put a ring around his package, then slid the tube over his member. There were little points inside, and he wouldn't be able to get out of this thing.

She locked it. Click. Then pulled his pants up.

Ted started moving very slightly.

“He’s coming to,” said one of the women. “Hurry up.”

The cop pulled a strap over Ted’s head. Something was shoved into his mouth and it felt like…the shape of it…it was a penis gag!

The thing was locked low on the back of his head, over the neck. No way he would be able to pull it up and remove the gag.

“Mmmpphhh!” Ted yelled.

He began to twitch.

The cop moved off him and aimed the taser at him again. “Behave. I don’t want to put restraints on you.

Ted’s mind was frantic. His cock was already trying to break free, he couldn’t talk, and then he saw Willie Boy. Laughing.

Mother fu—“

Ted charged, brushed past the girls and reached for Willie’s neck.

ZZZZZZZZ!

The smell of flesh. A peaceful feeling as he watched the sky above, and wondered, how did I get here? Why am I lying on my back?

Then he felt the further ’restraints’ that the cop had spoken of.

There were two bands around his thighs connected by a chain. They were kept up on his thighs by stiff leather bands that came down from a band that was around his waist.

His arms were down by his sides, the wrists in bands that were attached to the waist band.

The cop helped him up. “Okay, Ted. One more infraction and you’ll be in real trouble.


Part Two

One more infraction? thought Ted as he looked down at himself.

He could stretch his arms about six inches out from his hips. He could only take steps of one foot at a time. He couldn’t speak through the gag in his mouth—which was particularly galling as he could feel the shape of a penis with his tongue. And…his cock was locked!

He looked around, his eyes wide, and saw that all the women were grinning.

Even Lia had a smile on her face.

“Okay, ladies. Party is over. Probably time to get ready for your next activity. Ted, if you don’t want to go to your manners class let me know. I’ll be glad to chain you to your owner’s bed.”

She didn’t really give him time to answer, and what was there to say? It wasn’t like he was going to run off!

The women, casting last amused looks at Ted, filed into the room.

Willie walked past him and whispered. “Who’s the asshole now, asshole!”

Then Ted took his little steps into the room.

But his troubles were just beginning.

He walked, one foot at a time, to his pad. He was going to sit down, but Lia took his arm and spun him around so that he had to sit on her bed.

He looked up in her pissed off face.

“Ted! I can’t believe how much trouble you’re causing me! If you do one more thing…”

“Mmpphpoom!” he tried to say.

“Oh, shut up! Your mouth has caused all this, so I’m happy you have that thing in your mouth. Now listen to me. You have the Manners class in room 110. I expect you to be there. And if I hear that you weren’t…well, maybe I’ll see to getting some punishment for you that you’ll listen to!”

Ted had never felt so discouraged in his life.

He was right! Willie was at fault! Sure, he had popped him, but it was nothing! And then for him to slap his own face and pretend Ted had hit him…the guy was obviously a psycho!

Now he stared up at Lia, and he felt totally powerless. He was looking up, which put her in the position of power. And he couldn’t even defend himself.

Then she smiled down at him. “Maybe this is good for you, Ted. Maybe you need to experience real punishment. Maybe that would make you behave.”

Behave! I do behave! In the real world!

“Well, all I can do is warn you.” Then her smile turned into a giggle.

He looked around, the other girls were all grinning, enjoying watching him get his comeuppance. Willie was biting his lip not to laugh.

“Actually, I sort of like you like this. None of your whining arguments, just…peace and quiet. Let me tell you, Ted, even if you’re not learning something from all this, I sure am.”

“Time to go, Lia. Coming?”

She looked down at him one last time. “We’ll talk more about this later, Ted. After your manners class. Which you’d better get to. And you’d better hurry. You’re not the speediest fellow at the retreat.

She giggled, and the girls all headed out.

Willie stood up and walked over to him.

“How you doing now, bitch. Would you like me to remove that penis from your mouth?”

Ted actually hoped, but those hopes were quickly dashed.

“Well, I will, if I can replace it with my penis.”

Ted’s eyes went big, and Willie walked out laughing.

Ted sat for a half minute. His brain feeling crushed, his spirit as low as could be, then realized that he better go to that stupid manners class. He stood up and began taking his little baby steps out of the room.

The trip across the campus was eventful, to say the least. He walked slowly and everybody passed him, and they giggled. and chuckled, and even guffawed.

The sight of a grown man taking little, mincing steps, his mouth full of penis, was great fun.

Ted reached the stairs, and navigating them proved to be an adventure in itself.

He held to a rail with one hand, had to lower a foot, then make a little hop as the chain wasn’t quite long enough.

Women passing him, laughing. And it became a practice to pat his ass.

The first time it happened he almost lost his balance, it surprised him so much. But then it became a practice, everybody getting in on the fun.

Slap, slap, slap!

At first he looked up and even frowned, but the way the women were looking at him, he lowered his head and took it.

He would make it through this day. He would do it. This was totally unfair, but he’d make it. They wouldn't get him to lose his temper any more. Not even that idiot Willie.

Man, if he had that Willie in a room by himself for just a minute…

But, no. The heck with Willie. The heck with these crazy women, he would win. He would survive!

He made it to the Manners Class.

It was in a small room at the back of the complex in a little trailer classroom. There were only twenty guys in there, and they were sitting quietly while the Mistress, as she liked to be called, lectured them.

“Women are the moving force behind society. Wars are fought over women, and women profit greatly when the men die and the women inherit every—aha! You must be Ted. They warned me about you. Come up to the front of the class, Ted. We’ve got a seat up here, and you look like you need to listen closely.

Everybody in the class turned and looked at Ted. And smirked and chuckled and snickered.

“Now, class. Be polite. We all have lessons to learn, and it looks like poor Ted has had to learn his the hard way.

Ted was caught once again. If he had just been able to sit in one of the empty chairs in the back he would have avoided all the humiliation and embarrassment. But, no, the Mistress had to make an example of him!

His temper, in spite of his determination to control it, began to flare.

He walked, small steps curtailed by the chain between his thighs. Mincing steps, like…like somebody who was gay!

His mind was boiling now, he was seeing red, but all he could do was walk to the front of the class and listen to the snickers.

“Before you sit down, Ted, stand right here.”

She grabbed the band around his waist so he couldn’t sit down. She turned him and showed off his restraints to the class.

“These are class one restraints, class. Simple bands, leather, that sort of thing, they curtail motion. This is very effective if a person is violent. You were violent, weren’t you, Ted. Just nod or shake your head.”

Ted’s vision was blurry he was so mad, but he managed to nod.

“Very good, Ted. Or perhaps I should say ‘very bad.’ At any rate, Ted is no longer a threat. however, if he doesn’t mind his manners, if he misbehaves further he will have to endure second class punishment.

Ted wanted to ask what second class punishment was, but with the penis plug in his mouth he couldn’t. The class seemed to understand, for their were nods.

“Very good, Ted. Sit right there.”

The seat was in the front row right in the middle. Right where he didn’t want to be, but he had no choice. He sat down and faced the Mistress.

“Okay, class, let’s talk about the need to transform today’s society into a more woman friendly one. We’ve already talk about how women are smarter, now let’s talk about how men should be restrained and the penal system should be reformed. All prisoners should wear pink, all prisoners should wear chastity devices, and—Ted? Are you in chastity?”

Ted blinked, and he was close to tears. He was close to breaking.

“I’m sorry, class, I missed the most important feature of first class punishment, the need to curtail the penis. Ted, please stand up so I can show the class your chastity device.

Ted shook his head.

“Now, Ted. Don’t misbehave. I don’t want to have to call the proctors. Stand up.”

But Ted’s mind was crashing and burning. He had had enough. He just couldn’t put up with any more punishment or humiliation. He shook his head and slunk down further.

The Mistress took out her phone and made a call.

“I need a couple of proctors in the Manners Class.”

Only a few seconds passed and two large women burst through the door.

The fake cops in their skin tight latex cop uniforms. One was holding. a taser.

The Mistress called them to the front and the class backed off and gave Ted room.

Ted was crying now, tears slowly creeping out of his eyes, but he wasn’t going to move.

The proctors stepped in front of him.

“Okay, Ted. Stand up and come with us.”

Ted shook his head. He squeezed his eyes tight. He wanted the world to just go away.

ZZZZZZZZZ!

Ted woke up, but found himself in the same room, surrounded by the same people, confronted by the same Mistress.

But he was naked.

And tied to the chair.

“Good morning, Ted,” smiled the Mistress.

Ted slowly realized his new situation. He also realized something else.

His asshole.

Something was in his asshole!

He began to wiggle, and it was…strange. It felt good, it rubbed him deep inside, but…whatever it was…it wasn’t supposed to be there!

“Class, Ted is now realizing that he has a visitor in his rectum. Ted, it is called a butt plug, and history has demonstrated to us that butt plugs stop violent behavior. simply, a violent offender is more concerned with his butt than being aggressive. Over time you will learn to like this form of punishment, and you will become a gentler, more kind man. Now then, class, let’s have an open discussion as to whether forcing world leaders to wear butt plugs and have their cocks locked up would put an end to war. Jeremy, you have some thoughts on the matter?”

Jeremy was a very soft man, quite mousy, and he said, “I think Joe Biden would greatly benefit from a butt plug.”

“Very good. Anybody else have a world leader in mind?”

There were suggestions, and all Ted could do was sit on his butt plug and give an occasional wiggle. Damn! That was irritating, but it felt good, too!

Inside his chastity tube his penis started trying harder to get erect. Now naked, he could watch it, and it was terrible to behold how excited he was becoming.

And now the whole world would see when his penis was trying to get hard!

The class took up the morning and Ted walked slowly back to his apartment. The trip back was ten times worse than the trip to. Now he was naked, and the stares were direct and amused, and the guffaws louder.

A few women chortled and lectured him on being a good boy and behaving himself.

He just walked with his head lowered. He reached the stairs and he couldn’t mount them.He was forced to get down on his hands and knees and crawl. His hands being so low on his waist it was very awkward, and he even bumped his head a couple of times.

Then he was on the second floor and he took his little steps towards the apartment.

“Oh, no! Ted! I told you to behave yourself!” Lia stepped in front of him.

“And look at you. Crying and everything. Well, this should teach you a lesson. Come along.”

She walked him to the apartment. The other girls were waiting, and they grinned when they saw Ted. Willie, of course, turned away and his shoulders shook.

“Look how upset poor Willie is at seeing your punishment.”

But Willie wasn’t crying, he was laughing.

But none of the girls seemed to see Willie for what he was.

In the apartment the women were all taking off their clothes. They put on tight running shorts and tunics. The afternoon was reserved for exercises and team building sports.

“Well, no need for you to change your clothes,” Lia remarked wryly.

Ted shook his head.

“So you’ll have to come as you are.”

Ted’s head snapped up. He shook his head.

“Come on, Ted. You can’t just lay around here. Let’s go.”

Ted struggled, and Lia called to the other girls. “Come on, girls, help me get Ted started. We don’t want him to get third class punishment.

Third class punishment? WTF?

Ted couldn’t imagine anything worse than being like he was now!

The girls linked arms with him and half lifted, half carried, and moved him out to the corridor.

Down the hallway he went, his feet tripping along as he tried not to fall on his face.

The good news was that they carried him, by the arms, down the stairs.

Then they left him to walk for himself and headed out to the exercise field.

Lia, before she followed her friends, said, “Now, Ted. You don’t have much leeway left. I suggest you mind your manners. You don’t want third class punishment.”

Then she ran off, leaving Ted to wonder about third class punishment.

He was gagged, plugged, chastised and unable to use his hands ot walk more than a foot at a time. What could be worse?

He walked slowly, taking his little steps, and went between two building to the  big grassy area. There were games of soccer going on, and girls were lined up in teams on the sidelines and cheering.

Ted located where Lia was and stumbled his way around the field. He was rounding the end of the field when who should come up behind him but Willie.

“Hey, Ted, how’s it going?”

Ted walked with his head straight forward. He was determined to ignore his tormentor.

Ignoring Willie, however, was easier said than done.

“I see they’ve locked you up. I don’t see why they bothered. Your cock is so small. Heck, it’s too small to suck, and I’ll bet your wife would love to finally get a real orgasm.

Ted’s head swiveled, then he turned it back to the front and gulped.

Damn it! He wasn’t going to let Willie get to him!

“I’d fuck her. I’ll bet she’d like it, too. Especially after tying to get off on your little pecker. And that’s all it is, a pecker. Like a little birdie trying to peck seeds off the ground. Peck, peck. Have you even had a real orgasm, Ted? I mean, with that little thing—

Ted broke. He lurched towards Willie.

Willie, to be honest, could have gotten away. He had free range of motion, and plenty of advance warning.

He didn’t want to get away, however. He let Ted push him down with his body, and then he had Ted where he wanted him.

Ted was on top, and he was trying to head butt Willie.

Willie, however, just kept moving his head this way and that and avoid Ted’s head. And then his right hand reached under and grabbed Ted by the chastity cage!

Ted’s eyes opened wide! Another man was holding him!

Willie squeezed hard.

Ted tried to move his hips up, to get free, but then Willie pulled him down.

And squeezed to make him go up, and then pulled him to make him go down.

All across the field women turned to see Ted looking like he was trying to hump Willie!

“MPPJOOOMH!” Ted screamed, his balls hurting, his package feeling like it was being ripped off.

“Help! Help! He’s trying to rape me!” screamed Willie.

Up and down, his mind blanked out as he just tried to get free, but looking like he was trying to hump Willie.

Then women were clustered around them. Ted felt arms grip him and lift him off Willie.

Willie let go and scrambled away. The son of a bitch was actually sobbing.

“He said he was going to fuck me! Then he jumped on me and I couldn’t get loose! Please…help me!”

He was helped, all right.

Women gathered around Willie and patted his back. They felt at his penis to make sure it was all right, sticking their hands right in his pants to feel him.

Ted was pushed back and fell on his backside, which made the butt plug jounce inside him. It must have hit his prostate because suddenly a jet of semen spurted out.

Then the proctors were pushing the ladies back and holding him up.

“Look! He came!”

“What a pervert!”

“Whose pet is he?”

Lia hung her head in shame. “Oh, Ted…” she sobbed. “How could you!”

The proctors held him up and marched him across the field.

The women were silent as he left, except for a few muttered imprecations.

Lia just stood there, totally humiliated, then she followed the proctors.

Ted was taken to the quad. At the far corner of the grassy area was a little fenced enclosure. One could walk in through little paths, but it was impossible to see in.

Inside the enclosure were three pillories.

They were staunch things. made of posts and planks, and there were holes for the head and the wrists.

“Okay, Ted. The easy way or the hard way. The easy way is we unlock you and you put your head and wrists through the holes and we lower the top plank. The hard way is we zap you and do it anyway.”

They didn’t wait for an answer, just started unlocking him. A third proctor stood behind him with a taser.

Ted was now out of rage. He was exhausted, and his balls hurt from where Willie squeezed them.

The proctors put his hands through the two holes, he laid his head down, and the plank came down.

There he stood. Naked in a pillory. His mouth plugged and his butt plugged and his cock in chastity.

But there was good news.

“Okay, Ted. Level three punishment we can remove the level two  and one punishments. Be advised that we will put them back on if you get too rambunctious.

Ted nodded. A short nod as he was restrained.

One of the proctors took the penis out of his mouth and removed the strap. Ted swallowed and licked hi slips and tried to get feeling back into his mouth.

One of the proctors pulled the butt plug out, and he groaned. He sort of missed that. That was about the only pleasure he was getting.

The third proctor fiddled down there with the chastity cage, and suddenly felt his dick swing free and start growing.

“That always cracks me up when they get hard again.”

“It is funny. Look at the expression on his face.”

Ted didn’t care about the expression on his face. He was just glad to feel a hard on again.

So he was free…but in the pillory, which was a different sort of containment.

“Okay, Ted. People are free to come and talk with you, and that means Willie, the bitch you’ve been having so much trouble with. I suggest you keep a cork in it. Learn to get along with people. Believe me, you don’t want to go to level four punishment.

Ted’s mouth was still dry, so he didn’t ask what level four was. And, truth, he didn’t care. He was beaten. He was done. He was going to get along with everybody, and that was that.

“If you can control yourself for three days then we’ll move you back to level two. Three more days and you’ll be at level one. Come on, Ted. Learn to get along. You can still have some fun up here.”

One of the proctors put her hand on his back and started stroking his penis. “Unless this is the only fun you want.”

She brought him to the edge, then let go. The three proctors left then, chuckling about the foibles of men.

“Ted?”

“In here,” he called back.

Lia entered the enclosure. “Oh, Ted. Why did you try to hump Willie? Don’t you want women anymore?”

“Lia! Of course I want Women! I want you! Didn’t you see what Willie was doing?”

And Ted finally had a chance to explain about everything. He told her about Willie hitting himself, about Willie insulting him, and finally about Willie holding his package and making it look like he was humping him.

“It was all Willie! I swear! I mean, I can see where I screwed up, but I’m trying! I really…”

For the first time Lia listened, and an element of doubt appeared in her mind. Ted seemed so intent, and he wasn’t the lying kind. And he had been under a lot pressure. This retreat really wasn’t his thing.

“Well, okay. But the first thing we have to do is get you out of here.”

“Three days.”

“Oh.”

“Unless…”

“Unless what?”

And Ted explained his plan to her.

That night Lia played cards and drank and had a good time.

And she watched Willie, who laid by his Mistress’s feet and acted so docile and committed.

Could he really be at fault?

He looked so innocent.

But, Ted had looked innocent and nobody had believed him.

She sighed, and when it came time to pour drinks she put more Coke in her drink than bourbon, and she wondered. She had a lot to think about.

Later that night, everybody sleeping, Willie stirred. He looked around the room. He isolated the sound of snores and paired them to each person.

Okay. Everybody was asleep.

He went to the door, moving slowly. He opened the door and went out.

In the room, Lia opened her eyes.

It was dark in the enclosure. It was about two in the morning, and the retreat was totally silent.

Ted stood in the pillory. He was exhausted. It was difficult to sleep standing up, but he was managing to grab a wink here, a wink there.

He had no idea how he was going to last three days.

Suddenly he heard a sound.

“Ted?”

The voice was soft, and Ted didn’t know whose it was.

A shadow loomed, then he felt the penis plug forced into his mouth, the strap tied behind his head.

“MMMHPPPH!”

The sound didn’t carry past the enclosure.

“Hello, Ted. Forgot about me, did you?”

Ted’s eyes opened wide. It was Willy!

“It’s time for us to have a little understanding.”

“MPPPHOOOW!”

“No use protesting. I know you want this as much as I do.”

Ted felt a hand grabbing his penis.

“I’m not going to jerk you off, I’m going to jerk this off you!”

Ted tried to scream, but only squeaks came out.

“And I’m going to put this in you.” In the dim light Ted could see something in Willie’s hand. It was shaped like a pear, but with a handle on the end.

“It’s called a pear of anguish, and I insert it, then start opening it up. When I’m done you’re going to be wide enough to drive a truck through.”

“MMMPPPHHHOOWW!”

Willie chuckled. “I really got you, didn’t I, Ted. I got everybody thinking you hit me, and all I did was hit myself. And then that trick on the playing field. Everybody thought you were humping me, and nobody saw me making you go up and down by twisting your balls. And now, when they find you tomorrow your asshole will be big and…well, let’s just say you’re going to be hurting. And when you accuse me…no proof, no witnesses, and…” he shrugged.

And put the pear of anguish into Ted’s butt.

At first it wasn’t bad. Just a butt plug. Felt sort of good, actually.

Then it started to hurt. He felt it opening up, tearing his sensitive tissues, and just when he thought he was going to give up and go to heaven.

Click.

The lights went on.

There stood Lia, with her cell phone recording everything, and two big proctors.

Willie snarled and tried to run for it, but the proctors both had tasers, and they both shocked him at the same time.

Willie flopped on the lawn and lay and twitched.

And Ted sobbed for his poor, broken butt.


Epilogue

Ted lay on the bunk next to Lia. Because of his butt being so badly abused by the pear of anguish, he was allowed to sleep in a real bed.

Because Willie and his owner had been kicked off the campus—Willie actually faced criminal charges—there was a spare bed.

Even the other two women treated him kindly.

They still considered him a dog, but a dog that had to be healed, and deserved a little kindness while that healing took affect.

Fortunately, the pear of anguish hadn’t done that much damage, and Ted was only consigned to bed rest for two days.

And all punishments had been canceled.

And the Head Mistress, in charge of all the Mistresses, had paid him a visit. Probably to make sure he didn’t sue, but…that was okay. At least he didn’t feel like a non-person anymore.

“Just think,” murmured Lia, sitting on the edge of his bed and rubbing his back, you’ll be up and at ‘em in a couple of days. You’ll be able to enjoy this place. You’ll even be able to run in the Sadie Dickens’ Day race.”

“I can hardly wait.”

Lia nodded, then revealed the one thing that bothered her.

“Ted, I have to tell you, I know you got a raw deal, at least in the beginning, but you were better behaved, and I did like the new you.”

He looked up at her.

“So once you’re all healed up…we’re going to explore that.”

“Explore what?”

“Penis gags, butt plugs, and especially chastity devices.”

He stared at her.

“It is a woman’s world, after all.”

She smiled.

END
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Part One

“Ted, I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” smiled Ted.

“But I didn’t believe you! We arrive here at the Sister’s Camp and some fellow lies about you and I believe him.”

“It’s okay. It turned out all right.”

“How’s your butt?”

Ted had a rueful expression on his face and rubbed his heinie.

Ted had a bit of a temper, and when a fellow named Willie had lied about him he had blown it. And the proctors at the retreat had, progressively, penis gagged him, butt plugged him, restrained his arms and legs, put him in chastity, stripped him naked, and finally put him in a pillory.

But the worst thing was when Willie had put a pear of anguish in his heinie and started expanding it. That was a unique pain that could not be described.

“It’s good.”

“But you just made a face.”

“It’s mostly memory now. The memory of that thing expanding my rectum, brrr.” He shivered.

“But you liked it before Willie made it big.”

“I never should have told you that.”

“But you did. The cat’s out of the bag.” She was grinning and anticipating all the things she could do to him now she knew his preferences.

Suddenly they heard the morning bell. It was time for breakfast.

“Okay. You be a good boy and I’ll see you later.”

“Okay.”

She gave him a kiss, then darted out of their apartment.

Ted followed a few seconds later. Funny, he was recovered, he could walk fast if he wanted, but the memory of that night when Willie…he walked slowly.

He walked down the hallway, eyes down whenever a woman passed, and was aware that he was being checked out.

He had actually a sort of notoriety for the situation in the pillory, and a few women had asked him about that.

Oddly, or perhaps not so oddly, they had seemed excited by the idea of a man helpless in the pillory and what could be done to him when nobody was around.

None of the ladies did anything to him, other than ask a few questions, and he made it down to the outside of the complex.

Men were supposed to take the back route to the dining hall for meals, and he sauntered, whistling but keeping it on the down low. The first day he had been caught whistling and the proctors had warned him.

Now that Willie and his wife had been kicked out of the retreat, and now that he was free and innocent, things were looking pretty good.

The proctors suddenly sailed past him in their golf cart. They were dressed in skin tight latex uniforms, and one of them called out, “No whistling, bitch!”

Then they laughed, and it was a welcome sound. Ted didn’t mind being teased.

He arrived at the other side of the complex and stood in line. He was handed his sack of breakfast and sat down at a table with one of the other men, Johnny, who he had met the first day.

“How’s the butthole?” asked Johnny cheerfully.

Ted groaned and shook his head. “It’d be fine if everybody would stop asking me about it.”

But he was joking.

They ate their breakfasts, which was a bagel with a bit of cream cheese on it.

“They could at least give us some lox,” remarked Johnny. “This is pretty dry.”

“Bread and water for the inmates,” responded Ted.

“And lemonade.” Johnny held up a carton of watery lemonade and the two men groaned, then laughed.

Done with their bagels and just sitting their wishing they had some more, even another bagel, Johnny asked, “Seriously, were you scared when Willie got you in the pillory?”

“Not at first. I didn’t figure he was going to do anything. But when he put that thing in me. Holy fuckoly. I would have shat, but…” Ted shrugged.

“Well, you lucked out. You got a good wife.”

“I do that.” Ted smiled.

“Not speaking of which, are you going to be ready for the Sadie Dickens’ race?”

“The doctor said I was ready.”

“And what happens if you aren’t ready and you get caught?”

“I heard I have to fuck whoever catches me.”

“It’s true. But…what will your wife say?”

“That I don’t know. But she knows I’m going to be trying my best to avoid capture.”

“You realize, of course, that you aren’t accepted for the race unless your wife okays it.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. You enter, but you won’t be running if your wife doesn’t say it’s okay.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“So if you are running, it means your wife is okay with somebody fucking you.”

Ted was stunned into silence.

They sat and the morning sun rose and illuminated them. They heard announcements being made in the women’s dining hall, and cheers.

So Lia had okayed him having sex with another woman. This put a whole new spin on things.

“Are you going to talk to her about it?”

“I don’t know,” Ted answered honestly. “On one hand, I’m a little too stunned to want to go there. On the other hand…maybe I should just run fast enough to get away from everybody.”

“It’s not that simple.”

“What? Why?”

“Do you train?”

“To run? Not so much. I ride bikes, do some body weight calisthenics, more like yoga than real calisthenics, but…not much in the running department.

“I train every year, all year long. I do 5Ks and 10Ks, and when I get here I’m at a peak. That’s why nobody has caught me.”

“So why does your wife enter you? Or approve your…your application?”

“I’m not sure. There’s something here that I don’t understand. But I do know that a lot of the ladies know about me, that my record of not being caught is the best in the history of the camp. I’ve had a lot of ladies tell me they have been training to catch me.”

“So tell me about the race. Is there an area you have to stay in? Is there a finish line? What am I going to face?

“There isn’t a finish line. You can run anywhere as long as you stay in the BLM land towards Beck’s Peak.”

Johnny pointed towards a mountain rising up behind the camp. There was a smattering of snow on the top, but it didn’t look particularly steep.

“What’s BLM?”

“Bureau of Land Management. That’s government land. It’s okay for recreation, and some ranchers lease parts of it for grazing.”

“Anything to worry about on Beck’s Peak?”

“Sure. Lots. There are some maps in the administration office and…let’s check them out.”

“They’ll let us?”

“Not a problem. Anybody can look at the maps, and I look at them every year to remind myself of what I’m facing. We’ve got an hour before the Woodlore Class starts up. Come on.”

Ted and Johnny set off for the admin office. They were half way there, when one of the proctors pulled up in a golf cart.

“Ted.”

Ted stepped forward and kept his head lowered.

“How’s your asshole, Ted? Look up at me.”

Ted looked up, and was surprised. The first day he had been at the camp he had been bumped by a woman, and here she was again.

She was tall, six feet, which put her six inches taller than him. She was built, looking like she spent a lot of time doing cross training or some such.

The most striking thing about her, however, was that she looked like a Valkyrie. A firm chin, blonde hair that was golden in the sun. Piercing blue eyes, and a no nonsense attitude.

“It’s…it’s fine,” he mumbled, a little bit cowed.

She had been irritated with him on that first day, and he certainly didn’t want anybody feeling badly towards him now. Not after what he had been through.

“Good. Bend over. Touch your toes.”

Ted was puzzled, he quickly complied.

“Good. Do some jumping jacks.”

Again, he was confused, but he did three jumping jacks before she stopped him and said, “Do some squats.”

He did.

“Okay. You’re good.” She turned to Johnny. “You’re the runner, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He had his head down, but he was checking out her magnificent body.

“Well. I’ve got two to choose from. I’m going to catch one of you, but I’m not sure which one, yet.”

“Ma’am?”

“Go ahead and speak.”

“Why us?”

“You’re the runner. You hold a record, and every woman in camp wants to end your streak. As for you…” she turned to Johnny. “You’re famous. The buttfuck boy they call you.”

“I wasn’t butt fucked!” Ted started to protest, then caught himself. “I mean, I’m sorry. I didn’t…”

But the big woman was smiling.

“It’s okay. Jus this once. But I heard that Willie character screwed you.”

“No, ma’am. He used a pear of anguish on me.”

“Oh, Lord. One of those things that goes in and then opens up?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, so you’re not the buttfuck boy, but everybody has got you labeled now, so you’re probably going to be stuck with that label. Don’t let it get to you.”

“I won’t.” And he wouldn’t. Now that she had warned him he would be prepared and mentally set.

“Okay, You boys go on about your business and—“

“Ma’am?”

The proud blond looked at the Johnny. “Could I get your name? So I know who to outrun?”

She laughed, and her laughter was quite robust. “Brandy. Like the drink.”

She drove off laughing.

The two men watched the golf cart round a building, and turned back towards the administration building and the maps.

“Brandy. Hunh! I think I’m already drunk.”

“Well, looks like you’ve got your work cut out for you.”

“Me? What about you?”

“I’m the runner. I’m pretty fast, and I carry less weight than her. I should be able to outdistance her. You, on the other hand, you aren’t in training, she’s going to have a longer stride than you, and…well, I hate to give her up to you, it sure would be nice to bump uglies with that beauty, but I want to hold on to my record.

“So you’re going to run away and leave me to her mercies.”

“Ha! I doubt if she’ll show you much mercy. She looks like she could screw a man to death and laugh the whole while.”

“”But what a way to go.”

Grinning, they came to the administration building. They approached the main counter with heads lowered and Johnny asked if they could see the maps for the race.

No problem, and they were pointed back to the map room.

On the map room Johnny quickly found several maps that showed the details on a line from the Sister Camp to Beck’s Peak. The two men hunkered over the maps and traced routes.

“We could run in this stream for almost a mile. That should help.”

“Last year two women cut across here, I was in the stream and almost got caught. It was the devil’s luck that the fellow with me tripped and got snagged.”

“How about through this little canyon.”

“That’s good. I was thinking about that. We have to be very sure of our footing. There’s a dry stream right here, and the rocks are round and smooth and tend to roll a bit.”

“Okay. What about this forest area?”

“If we can thread a path…and it looks like this line here…”

They continued talking and tracing possible routes for an hour, then it was time to head for their next activity.

They left the administration building and reported to the small classroom trailer in the back of the complex. It was reserved for the 20 or so men who had come to the camp with their wives.

“Hello, Johnny, Ted.”

“Good morning, ma’am,” they answered. “Five minutes early, the others haven’t even arrived yet. Are you interested in wood lore?”

“Actually, ma’am,” Johnny spoke right up. “We’re interested in surviving the Sadie Dickens’ Day Race. We figured you might have some hints. That is if you’re not running.”

“Oh, Lord. Put me on the spot, will you? I should betray my sisters?” But she was grinning. She liked enterprising men.

“We just want to make the race interesting.”

“You do, eh?” She inspected them for a moment, hands on hips, then nodded. “Were you going up the face of Beck’s Peak?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You know there’s a trail around the right side of the peak?”

“There is?”

“It’s hidden. Some of the girls always hide it with brush. Then they squirt through that little pass and snag a couple of you lads on the far side.”

“How do we find it? Can we use it ourselves?”

“You can, it’s between two large boulders right past the picnic tables. You’ll see that the brush is a little yellowed. Just push through and go for it.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“I probably shouldn’t have told you, but…you realize that some of the women are actually rooting for you?”

“For us? Both of us?”

“For both of you. Half the women want you caught and your record ended. Half the women admire that and even bet money on you. And as for you, Ted, a lot of women are feeling badly for what Willie did to you. You’ve got some admirers for the brave way you came out of it.”

“I don’t feel so brave,” he mumbled.

“You fought back with intelligence and arranged for your wife to catch him. Then you didn’t pursue the matter with a bunch of lawsuits and things. Believe me, a lot of women appreciate the fact that they’ll have a camp to come to next year.”

Ted allowed himself a smile. “Well, thanks. But I still don’t feel brave.”

“And that’s probably good. Bravery is brightest when it’s framed by humility. Have you been training hard this year, Johnny?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, my final advice to you is this. Don’t hurry in the beginning. Pace yourselves, and Johnny, set the pace for Ted. See if you can make it to the secret pass before you start really running. Help Ted, that will give you even more fans. And, other than that, good luck to both of you.”

At that moment the other guys at the retreat started coming in. They went to their chairs and sat, and Ted had time for only a quick question. “Ma’am?”

She looked at him.

“Are you betting on us?”

The Mistress just grinned.

The lecture that day was appropriate to the coming Sadie Dickens’ Race.

The Mistress taught about how to deal with minor injuries, how to stay hydrated, the best way to cover tracks, how to take advantage of animal trails, and so on.

It was a very enlightening lecture, and all the men walked out deep in thought and rethinking their strategies.

Interestingly, during that lecture Ted found out that the men had various reasons for being in the race.

Several were just a little freaky, and wanted a strong woman to catch them.

A couple of fellows were deliberately pitting themselves against the women, revealing a desire to prove they were better than women.

The largest portion of them, however, had been entered by their wives, and Ted once again thought about the fact that Lia would have had to approve his entry before he would be allowed to run.

So she was putting him in the position of being caught and fucked.

They didn’t have an open marriage, and neither of them were interested in pursuing lovers, so…why?

And he kept wondering whether he should talk to her about it. Again, on one hand he thought he should. This was a major thing, after all, screwing another person.

And, on the other hand…he wanted to let it play out, just to let whatever plan she was enacting happen, and see what occurred.

If he was caught, would she object? Would she stop him before his captor took him to bed?

Or would she just stand back and let it happen?

And if she did let it happen, what did that mean?

Then he wondered if she actually wanted him caught, or whether this was just a big test of their marriage.

Lord, was he confused.

The day passed uneventfully, except that Ted was approached by several women. There were the usual ones who wanted to know about Willie and what Willie had done to him.

These were a bit…quirky, and he always wondered what they wanted to know, or whether they even had sexual kinks driving them.

Then there were several who just wanted to know him. Who were curious, and just.,..friendly.

In a way, that was even weirder, because Ted had never really had girl friends that were just friends, and especially since he was married.

All the women he knew were friends of Lia, or acquaintances from work.

Now he had friends of the opposite sex.

Weird.

Night time came, and for dinner there was a big weenie roast. The good news was that Ted and the other men were required to roast the weenies and bring them to the various women. In other words, to wait on the ladies.

All the men ended up with two or three dogs on a stick and running madly back and forth, serving the women as they cried out for weenie.

Which was as ribald as it sounds. Women were constantly shouting out that they: ‘wanted a harder weenie,’ ‘a longer weenie,’ a weenie that oozed juices.’

It got so funny that even the men were laughing and looking directly at the women.

Then the men were allowed to cook their own hot dogs and told to return to the classroom for a special briefing.

In the classroom they found a case of bourbon and bottles of mixer.

Cheers, and the men all cracked open the bottles and started drinking.

Ted grabbed a bottle and was about to have a drink, but Johnny grabbed his arm. “No, don’t do it.”

“Why not?”

“Tomorrow is the race.”

It burst upon Ted then. It was a plan to slow the men down and make them easier to catch.

“Good Lord, is there anything sneakier than a woman?”

“Nope. But let’s hide a couple of these bottles for after the race.”

They walked across the campus a bottle in each hand, and decided to bury the bottles in the woods. It was going to be safer to sneak out and have a few in the woods than around the women.

Johnny had a pair of binoculars around his neck. He had taken them from the classroom, and Johnny had not bothered to ask why.

Off to the side the women were deep into their after dinner carousing. Apparently they had some liquor, too, and they were making the most of it.

“I never realized how hard women partied,” murmured Ted.

“Harder than men, in my estimation.”

They reached the woods and found a couple of trees and made two caches. The trees were easily recognizable, and Ted said, “I’m just going to sit her for a while and watch.” He pointed at the big circle of hundreds of women.

“Don’t get caught.”

“I won’t.”

“See you at the race tomorrow.”

“Good luck to us.”

“You betcha. Are you gonna

Johnny disappeared into the night and Ted was left alone with his thoughts.

He sat down, his back against a tree and sipped from a bottle of Coke.

Coke, a simple pleasure, and it was so peaceful here on the edge of the woods.

The women carousing a hundred yards away, and he was out of it all.

Interestingly, now that he was recovered and feeling good, he was having a good time.

Now that the women were more obvious in their frivolity, many of them treating the whole female/male dynamic as fun, he was starting to have fun.

He didn’t mind stepping off the path for a woman, or even bowing a bit.

He liked the quick repartee he sometimes had to deal with, and…it was fun.

Of course he would have liked it better if the men were dominant and the women submissive, and he wondered if there was a retreat somewhere for men. Modeled on this but reversed.

He smiled and sipped more Coke.

The women were getting a little less noisy, and he peered at them, tried to make out individual faces.

His wife wanted him to run in a race where, if caught, he would have to make love to another woman.

He watched the women and wondered. Such an odd—was that his wife? Moving around the campfire?

He had seen her during the weenie roast, and they had grinned at each other, but other than that, he had not been around her.

He lifted the binoculars and peered through them.

They were good glasses, and there was sufficient light from the fire, though it was dying down a little, and he saw her.

She was such a beautiful woman. And her breasts were better than most.

It was her body he lusted after most, and they both knew what a horn dog he was.

He watched as she reached the other side of the fire and held her hand out.

Now what in the world…? A woman stood up and took Lia’s hand. They faced each other, and a low chanting rose up. It sounded like ‘Do it! Do it! Do it!’

Ted’s brow furrowed as his wife and the other woman stood face to face, talking, saying something, then his wife moved forward, and the other woman held out her arms, and…they kissed!

Ted sat up in shock and focused the glasses better.

Yes, his wife was kissing another woman! They had their arms around each other and the kiss was not a grandmotherly little peck, it was a full tongue, passionate crawl down the throat kiss!

And hands roamed! Their hands moved over breasts, cupping, pinching.

Then the other woman reached down and cupped Lia’s mons.

Ted could see the look of sublime pleasure on Lia’s face.

After a moment, the women around the campfire cheering, they walked into the darkness…towards him! Straight towards him!

Ted scrambled to his feet. Their faces were now shaded, their backs being to the campfire, and they grew larger in the binocs.

He moved back into the trees and to the side.

They kissed, and hugged, and finally spread a blanket.

Ted was ten in feet in the woods and twenty feet from his wife and the  other woman, and he watched with his heart climbing in his chest.

Was his wife a lesbian?

He didn’t think so. But she was obviously bi.

But she showed none of that during the year. But this place, this retreat…and things began to click in Ted’s mind.

She had an excuse, or a place, to sate her desires.

She had a secret that probably ate at her.

It wasn’t like she was with a man, there was no dick involved.

How should he feel about that?

They were going to give each other orgasms. They were going to share in a passion that Ted was excluded from, and could not give to Lia.

How should he feel about that?

On the blanket the two women were moaning, and he could tell, but the way their shapes moved, that they were losing their clothes.

In a way, the sounds were familiar. He had made love to his wife, a lot, and he knew those sounds.

But being on the outside of them they were different. And Lia being with a woman…were the sounds different?

They had to be.

Women were soft and men were hard, that resulted in different mannerisms, different methods, and…different sounds.

Lia cried out in pleasure. She had had her orgasm. Maybe the first of a few. She started working on the other woman.

Ted finally started moving slowly away.

He had to get back to the apartment, and he had a lot to think about.

He stayed on the edge of the woods for quite some time, but finally darted across the edge of the parking lot and made it up to his room.

No proctors caught him, thank goodness.

What would he say if they had? ‘Oh, I was just watching my wife screw another woman…’

He walked into the apartment and there was nobody there. Thank goodness. he didn’t want to talk. He just wanted to think.

He rolled out his sleeping pad and sank down on it. He lay as if asleep, waiting for sleep, but unable to.

His wife was having an affair with a woman.

And she came to this retreat every year, so that meant she had probably been having affairs every year.

And that was why she wanted him to run the race and get caught. If he screwed somebody, then it was okay for her to screw somebody.

But was it?

He heard the sound of voices. Sounded like the girls were returning.

He turned on his front, his face to the wall, and pretended he was sleeping. he made light snoring sounds, ore like sighs, and Lia and the other two women entered the room.

“Oh, he’s sleeping,” Lia said.

“Let sleeping dogs lie,” whispered on of the girls, giggling.

The girls were tired from their campfire, and Lia from boffing another woman. They quickly stripped down and crawled into bed.

And Ted thought: That’s why she doesn’t give me any shit for staring at the room mates when they were undressing, or dressing. That’s why she teases me, even laughs and makes suggestive remarks about other women. ‘Wouldn’t you like to put your dick in that one?’ That was why she had been so amenable when he had asked about coming to the retreat. Because she had a secret!

And now he knew her secret, which gave him a secret.

Should he talk to her?

No. If he did that he would just put her in a position. He might be right, but he would make her wrong, and in spite of her affair, he didn't want to do that.

If he was caught, would he go through with it?

And should he let himself get caught, or run for his very life?

He was mixed on that.

Odd. He had an open door on whether to cheat or not, and he was confused.

Do or don’t.

The room was silent now as the women settled down. He heard the deep breathing of the other two women, but it didn’t sound like Lia had gone to sleep yet.

Then he heard her moving on her bed. She leaned over him and whispered, “Ted?”

He didn’t move. Just kept breathing softly. He didn’t want to talk. Not yet. Maybe not until after the race and…whatever happened.

“I love you.”

Then she rolled back onto her bed and settled down.

She loved him.

And he loved her.

But their marriage was changing. Had changed.

And Ted didn’t know what to do.


Part Two

Morning, and race day!

Ted woke up and stretched and…thought about his wife. And her lover. And whether he should just give up and lose the race, or do his best to outrun the Sadie Dickens Day racers.

“Good morning, lover,” Lia looked over the edge of the bed. She was smiling, and well she should, considering that she just got her ashes hauled the night before. “Are you ready for the big race?”

“I hope so.”

“I heard the boys all got drunk last night.”

There was a question in there, and Ted answered it. “They did, but I abstained.”

‘Heavens? Why? You like your whiskey, I thought maybe you would lose all control.”

“And wake up all barfy on the day of the race? No thanks!”

She frowned and bit her lip.

“You know, Ted, if you get caught…it’s not going to bother me.”

He stared, but kept his face clean. “Well, okay. But…some of those women might be able to outrun me.”

“Ha! Well, time to rock and roll.”

She rolled out of bed and began dressing. She slept in the nude, and gave him quite a show.

And, for that matter, so did the other women in the room. They were all super endowed, and they loved to mock Ted, who they knew couldn’t do anything about it.

Ted lay on his side and just watched, and his boner arose.

She had opened the door for him. She had, basically, said it was all right for him to screw somebody else.

So why did he feel so weird?

The women all headed out for breakfast and Ted got up and dressed. He was wearing shorts and a tee and his running shoes. He had bought them at the beginning of summer, but barely broken them in. But, at least they were worn enough. His feet wouldn't blister up or anything.

He reported to the back of the dining hall and received his sack breakfast. A spam sandwich. White bread. A splatter of mayo. A fruit cup. And two oranges.

Oranges. Yes.

The other guys were, except for Johnny, hung over. He managed to trade for two more oranges, and saw that Johnny was doing the same. Johnny winked and said, “These will save your life on the run up the hill. Save them until then.”

After lunch they all were summoned to the classroom for final instructions. They saw the route on the maps, were told to watch out for wild life. They were warned that anybody who got their dick eaten off by a Grizzly would be castrated. The Mistresses giving the briefing thought that was hilarious. The guys not so much.

They learned which proctors would oversee the race and that the women who were chasing them down would be wearing red jerseys.

They were given a quick lesson on snake bites and other first aid, then they were given little pouches.

The pouches had first aid supplies in them, a GPS for emergency summoning if you fell off a cliff or were bitten or something, two energy bars, and a bottle of water.

Johnny and Ted put their oranges into their pouches and the mistresses stood up.

“Any questions?”

There were none.

“Then head out for the field and report for the start.”

Five minutes later the men, there were eighteen of them, were on a line between two proctors.

Hundreds of women were to the sides, talking trash and cheering.

“GO!”

And they were off.

It was obvious from the get go that Johnny knew what he was doing. He moved to the side, avoided the pack, and waited.

Within a couple of hundred yards the adrenaline had worn off and the men were starting to slow down, and Johnny, with Ted in tow, slowly moved to the front.

This first part of the race was through the woods. It was thick woods, and the men had to wend their way between tall trees and bushes. The ground was rough, and one man stumbled and fell. He was rubbing his knee when Johnny and Ted passed him.

After a few hundred yards of brush and winding trail and roots and rocks they entered a chaparral. This was a bit sandy, and the men all slowed and slogged. The line was already starting to stretch out, and near the top Johnny suddenly stopped and waited.

“Hey, slow down. Come here…”

The men, looking confused, gathered around Johnny.

“They start when everybody reaches the top of this rise. They can see us from the field. Just rest for a minute. Get your breath back. We’re going to have a short hill that’s a killer, very steep, then we have a long downhill where we can take it easy and keep up our speed.

The men waited for about five minutes, then Johnny walked slowly up the rise.

At the top they turned, some of them walked backwards, and sure enough, they could see the complex and the field filled with women runners.

“Go!” They heard the command from far away, and they saw the women break into a run.

Now the race had really started.

The men trotted to the sharp hill, scrambled as best they could, while trying to conserve energy.

Johnny didn’t try to be first, he just held his own and Ted managed to stay up with him.

They were cresting the hill and starting the long downslope when they heard yelling. Women had come up to the hill and seen the last of the men straggling along.

Johnny smiled. “They’re fast, but they’re going to be wasted by the time they reach the top. This is where we make up for lost time.”

It was probably two miles of downslope, and the men cruised. Another one dropped out because of a twisted ankle, but the rest were far ahead of the women when they came to a stream. They ran across it, and Johnny slowed down and sipped water, and refilled his bottle.

“It’s easier to carry it on the inside,” he quipped.

Through more woods, up and down, then they came to a series of five zig zags up a hill.

Most of the men were slowing down now, and looking a bit peaked.

“Come on, gut it out. Downslope coming up.”

They passed the others and were suddenly and firmly in the lead.

And they heard the yells of women as they began to collect men.

Johnny grinned. “I’m doing better than last year. I wasn’t this far last year when the men started getting caught.”

Down the downslope, which went through some severe forest, but they managed to make it without mishap, then they were ascending the slopes of Beck’s Peak.

They moved quickly, gasping, and ate their first orange.

It helped, and they came out on a meadow. It was a bit slushy at points, the effect of a stream that widened out, but at the other side were the first of the big boulders.

The secret pass is pretty soon,” gasped Johnny.

Ted was feeling pretty much done in. He had drunk water, eaten his bars, and he had one orange left. He was saving it.

They heard the women shrieking behind them.

“Sounds like they’ve been training, too,” observed Ted.

“I’ll bet. Here we go.”

They angled up a trail and were hidden by trees, then rounded a corner and, just like the Mistress had told them, there were two big boulders. Between the boulders were bushes that looked a little yellowed.

Johnny ran up to the bush, shoved it so it sat slightly askew, and headed to the left!

“Wait! Aren’t we…”

“The Mistress told us about this, right?”

“Yes, but—“

“And Mistresses are in the race, right?”

“You think it’s a trap?”

“I think I can read a map. The map shows a drop off. I think that drop off is a cliff, and we’re going to be stuck.”

“Oh, Lord!”

They headed up the hill. They each got out their last orange and ate them. Behind them they could hear yells of confusion. The women had come to the secret pass and were debating whether the men had gone that way, as they were supposed to, or continued up the hill.

Johnny grinned. “Me oh my.”

A half hour passed without much sounds except for an occasional yell, then they were cresting the mountain and heading down the other side.

But as they began the descent they heard a yell.

Somebody had spotted them.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Johnny.

“What?”

“My ankle!”

Johnny had stepped wrong and his ankle was sore. he began to limp.

“Johnny!”

“Go! Go! That’s the way it goes. Get away!”

With that Ted began to sprint. it was downhill and now he easily outdistanced the injured Ted.

The yell had come from one runner. One runner who had seen through their ruse at the secret pass. One runner who had her heart set on catching one of the last two runners.

Brandy.

The Valkyrie proctor. The drop dead gorgeous woman with the magnificent chest and the piercing blue eyes.

She sprinted across the top of the mountain, and not fifty yards ahead of her was Johnny. Hobbling.

She chuckled and quickly closed the gap.

Johnny heard her coming, and, finally, he stopped and turned. “You got me.”

Brandy slowed, thought about it, then grinned. “Next year,” and she took off after Ted.

Ted was making good time, and he thought he had a real shot at escaping.

He had thought about stopping, just losing, but…it was a race! And the male in him rose up and wanted to run. No man likes to lose a race; they all want to come in first.

So he ran, and then, unbelievably, he heard the pounding of feet behind him. Moving up fast.

He glanced over his shoulder.

Brandy!

He ran harder, stretched out his stride, but it was useless.

Suddenly he felt a slap on his shoulder. “Gotcha. You’re mine.”

Ted slowed down, dropped to his knees, and just took in air.

Brandy, breathing hard, walked back to him. The glow of victory was in her eyes.

“You were a good rabbit, Teddy boy, but I’m a better hound than you.”

“What about…Johnny?”

“I decided to get you.”

“Then he still holds the record?”

“Probably, unless one of the other girls gets him, but I don’t think they will.”

“Good for him.”

“Yep. And good for you.”

She pushed him back and he landed on his back. She straddled him, put her arms on each side of him and leaned down into his face, and whispered. “Are you ready to fuck, my little chickadee?”

She kissed him.

Her lips were hot, and her mouth was feverish. She near sucked the soul out of him. She placed her hands on his chest, on his pectorals, like they were tits.

“Honey, you were the last one to be caught. You made it the furthest, and I am going to take you to the moon.”

Ted stared up at her. In spite of his exhaustion, his dick was getting hard, and she felt it rising up between her buns, pushing at the cloth that separated them.

“Ooh, goodie. He likes it.” She squirmed and ground down, grinding her crack onto his dick.

Then she leaned forward and surrounded his face with her mammoth breasts and waggled them.

Ted could hardly breath, and when she finally backed off he gasped for air.

Brandy stood up, took his hand and hauled him to his feet. “Let’s go, big guy. We’ve got all afternoon before the party.”

“The party?”

She dragged him up the hill. “You bet. The best runner to almost get away wins the prize, and everybody wants to see me collect that.”

Ted followed her, tried not to drag his tired feet. Everybody was going to watch him fuck Brandy? Even his wife? Holy fuck!

They passed Ted on the way back. He was being carried on a stretcher, and he was grinning. But he was also appreciative of Brandy.

“You could have had me.”

Brandy laughed as she walked past Johnny with Ted in tow. “There’s more meat on his bones.”

The women carrying the stretcher chuckled.

There was a road off to one side once they crested the hill, and there was a bus waiting for them.

They rode back to the Retreat in style, Brandy sitting like a queen, one arm around Ted’s shoulders, as if to stop him from running away.

They arrived at the retreat and every woman in the place was there to cheer for Brandy.

The amazingly beautiful woman stood on the steps of the buss and raised her hands, and the crowd went wild.

Then Ted got off the bus, and there was even a cheer for him. And a lot of interested looks.

So they all knew he was married. And they all knew he was going to be screwing Brandy. But they were all up here and, if they didn’t actually partake in women loving women, they knew about it.

Brandy led him through the complex and back to his apartment. She rapped on the door.

There were twenty women in there, and they burst out and congratulated Brandy, and even Ted.

But why are they congratulating me? he wondered.

“Okay, girls. You’ve got several hours to prepare him for me. Do your best, because I’ll be waiting.” Brandy gave a big wink and everybody laughed and cheered some more, then Ted was pulled into the apartment.

Twenty women tried to get at him all at once.

They pulled him through the room and pulled his clothes off.

“What the fuck?” he yelped.

It was crowded, and several sets of hands splashed some sort of cream on him. The cream turned to gel, then got hot. He was thrust into the shower and two women, naked, scrubbed the gel off him.

Along with all his hair.

He didn’t realize it at first, he was just trying to figure things out, but when the different feel of having no hair on his skin penetrated through to him, he realized: Nair!

He was pulled out of the shower and a drink was put in his hand. He drank, and when he was done another drink was put in his hand. He would be plied with liquor all afternoon, and the women worked on him.

“What is going on?”

“We’re going to have a marriage,” giggled one of the women.

“We are?” he was a little drunk already. Shortly they would start watering his drinks down, make sure he wasn’t blotto, just happy. “Who’s getting married?”

“You and Brandy!”

Marriage? Holy moly! What would his wife think?

“Okay, Teddy Boy, lay down on the bed here and the good doctor will fix you up.”

Ted had no choice, not with so many women controlling him. He laid down and his dick was up and the women were laughing and he was drunk and…a woman in a white dress appeared and began giving him shots in his chest.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

But it was obvious what they were doing. They were giving him tits. Temporary boobs. Called Vacation boobs.

At first he struggled a bit, but one of the women grabbed his cock and twisted it and said, “be a good bitch, bitch.”

So he lay there and was in a mild state of shock as his pectorals grew up and became womanly tits.

And, to make matters worse, the doctor gave him a shot of botox behind each nipple. Now his nipples were standing up and big and proud, and…Ted actually started admiring his tits!

The doctor gave him a shot then, different from the fake boob shots.

“This is a special Depo Provera compound. Good for a month. Sorry, Teddy boy, but you won’t be getting any boners for the rest of your stay here.”

“I won’t? But how will I fuck Brandy?”

That caused a lot of laughter, and he didn’t get the joke, but now they were fitting him with a bra.

He sat on the bed and stared down at his big boobs. Man, they were really massive!

And his dick suddenly shrunk. Just went from boner to de-boned.

“Oh, no!” he cried out.

But the women just held him and kissed him and cuddled him and told him it would be all right.

Next, his penis was put in a Chinese finger lock.

A finger lock is a tube made of bamboo strips. The strips are interwoven, and when the finger is placed in it the victim tries to pull his fingers apart, but this only stretches the tube, makes it tighter, and holds the victim even harder.

But this was specially made for men’s penises. His dick was shoved into the thing, then it was pulled back between his legs, which shoved his balls up out of the way.

Now he had a flat mons, and his dick was tied to a simple leather loop around his waist.

“Oh, Lord!” he looked down. Again, he looked up? But how can I fuck?”

The girls just laughed and continued making him over.

They rolled nylons up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt.

They put a corset on him and pulled it tight. He wasn’t a chubby fellow, and now he was downright skinny in the waist.

It was difficult to breath, however, and the girls coached him on how to take shallow breaths.

Then they put a white gown on him. A wedding gown. Of course, he thought with his addled and drunken mind, a wedding.

The gown was sleeveless and showed off his new cleavage. There were flowers embroidered on the thin shoulder straps, and the cups pressed his boobs in and made them extra big looking.

It made a puddle on the floor, and whenever he moved the girls moved with him, lifting the bottom of the dress and making sure it didn’t get messed up.

More drinks, and the girls began his make up.

He started crying, it was all so beautiful, but the girls cuddled him and told him it was all right and convinced hm to stop crying.

He sat in a chair and they cleansed his face, used creams and powders and made a canvas. then they added the color. They shaded his eyes a light bronze color, and gave him longer lashes.

The doctor came back in and gave him shots around his lips, and they began to puff up.

He stared in a mirror at one point and didn’t recognize himself. His eyes looked large and sparkling. His lips were red and full. Then they started working on his hair.

Ted wore his hair long, and the women trimmed it, teased, styled it in a very feminine fashion.

He looked exactly like a woman.

But they weren’t done.

They pierced his ears and gave him long, dangly earrings.

And, high heels.

They stood him up and he almost fell, to the merriment of all the women.

“Don’t worry, Teddy. “You won’t be doing much walking.”

The women all went ‘Oooh!’ and Teddy frowned.

He was still confused in the head. He was drunk, and trying to figure out how he was going to screw Brandy with a limp dick. A limp dick that was tightly pulled out of the way and which he would need help to get loose. But even if he did get it loose…it was limp.

He was done. Dressed up and ready to go.

One of the women spoke into a cell phone, and turned to all and proclaimed. “It’s time!”

Cheers, and they lifted Ted, chair and all, and carried him out of the room.

And down the corridor and down the steps.

Now he understood why he shouldn’t worry about walking in high heels.

They marched him across the campus, more and more women joining the parade, and came to the athletic field.

Across the field, under a rounded trellis adorned with roses, Brandy stood.

She was wearing a tuxedo, which didn’t do much to hide her breasts.

The throng carrying Ted stopped at the edge of the field and the music started.

‘Here comes the bride…’

The women carrying the chair with Ted in it began taking the short steps associated with the wedding march. Step, step. Step, step.

Women were lined up on the sides of the approach, and they cheered, and many of them were holding bouquets and crying.

“I don’t get it,” mumbled Ted.

“You will,” chuckled one of the women.

Chairs were set up the last twenty yards, and the women lowered Teddy to the ground. One of the women took his arm and another woman grabbed his other arm and helped him stand. they began to move forward and they helped him balance on the heels.

Teddy actually looked a little graceful as they stepped him the last twenty yards to where Brandy and a woman in a preacher mock up waited.

And Ted realized that the woman on his right, holding his arm so he wouldn’t fall, was…Lia!

“Lia?” he blurted in a low voice.

“Hi, honey.”

“What is happening? What are you doing?”

“I’m giving away the bride.”

“But I’m married to you!”

“Are you?” and she chuckled. thens he said, “Ted, I’ve been coming here for years, and I’ve decided that I like women better than men. Brandy likes men better than women, and she has volunteered to take you off my hands.”

“What?”

They had reached the area right before the trellis, however, and women were all sitting in the rows, and Brandy watched him with an amused expression.

“Now, sign these, Ted.”

A woman had appeared and she was holding a clipboard. Teddy looked at the papers on the clipboard.

A divorce paper. A marriage license.

“But, honey!”

“But nothing, Ted. The deal is done. I love you, but not that much, not as a woman should love a man. Brandy is a much better match for you. Now sign the papers.”

He was caught. Hundreds of women were waiting. His wife didn’t love him, so…so he signed the papers, and his tears fell on the paper and left warped dots.

The woman with the clipboard moved to the side and the way was clear.

Lia and the other woman moved him forward and his veil was lowered.

He stopped in front of the preacher and Brandy, and the preacher did his stuff.

“Who takes this man…who takes this woman…anybody who wishes to speak up…do you take this man…do you take this woman…put the ring on the finger…and…the finality of: “I now pronounce you man and wife!”

Deafening cheers rose up and all the women and the few men yelled their approval.

Brandy bent Ted’s head back and kissed him on the lips.

Ted was crying.

Because he was losing a wife? Or gaining a wife? He didn’t know.

He just knew that Brandy was bigger than him, and she moved him to the side.

A team of women moved up the aisle. They were carrying a large poster bed, and they placed it on the platform the ceremony had taken place on.

Women were moving forward now, trying to get the best vantage point.

Brandy suddenly scooped an arm behind Ted’s legs and picked him up. She carried him back up on the platform and placed him on the bed.

Ted looked up at Brandy.

“It’s okay, honey, I’ll be gentle.”

“What? I don’t…”

Brandy turned Ted over and arranged him in the all fours position. She lifted Ted’s dress up, threw it over his butt. She pulled his panties down.

Ted was revealed to the world. His limp penis pulled tight, the end sticking out the end of the finger lock like a little clitoris.

Ted squirmed, but Brandy had a firm hold on him. She stuck a finger in him and greased him.

It felt good, but Ted still struggled.

“Stop that!” Brandy slapped his ass. Hard. And Ted quivered and stopped moving.

Then she moved forward and Ted’s eyes grew round.

Yes, it felt good. A little pain in the beginning, but as Ted’s large strap on went in and out it felt better and better.

Ted lay there, taking it, his heart suddenly feeling like it was glowing.

Then a voice whispered in his ear, “Congratulations, honey.”

It was Lia, and she kissed him, long and passionately, on the lips.

She moved aside and another woman took her place.

“Congratulations, Teddy boy.” Another kiss. Full and deep, lots of tongue. Then another woman, and another.

And Teddy realized that his marriage wouldn’t be truly consummated until he had been kissed, and been blessed by, every woman at the retreat. And that Brandy wouldn’t take her penis out of him until that had happened.

But that was okay with Ted.

Very okay.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Fem Wolf

A ‘Werewolf’ Feminizes a Manly Man!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

I am not a loose person. I don’t hang out at bars and try to pick up women. I try to make sure that any relationship I have is…normal.

I don’t want to end up with a stalker after me.

I don’t want to bring home a disease.

I don’t want to cheat on my wife.

All of which makes what I did seem even more terrible.

Yet, I tell you…you would have done the same.

You would have.

I was halfway home, the rig was running smooth, and I was still angry.

I had taken a load to Sacramento. Nice load, easy to hook up, everybody was waiting for me, helped me out, and I had hit the road an hour ahead of schedule. Took me a couple of hours to get the goods to the destination and the unloading went smooth. Then the shit hit the fan.

I ran my tractor into a warehouse parking lot, got out, and a guy comes up with a little box.

The parking lot is overgrown and the warehouse looks abandoned, but I’ve got a pick up scheduled here. I start to circle my tractor; I’m going to head for the open road. Then a guy steps into my beams. He’s skinny, has a ballcap pulled low. Small mustaches. He looks like a throughly slimy character.

He waves me down.

Now, I should have followed my instinct and run for it. But I didn’t. I needed the pick up, so I stopped the tractor and got out. Stupid me.

“Thees it, senor. You make run quick. Take backroads.”

He’s holding out a small box. Maybe a foot square.

Drugs.

A small box of…what? Fentanyl? Coke? Some designer crap?

I knew exactly what had happened.

My name is Richard Thompson. Dick, for short. Yeah, I know, I’ve heard the jokes.

There’s another Dick Thompson, and he is a dick.

I’ve had guys pissed off at me, until they figured out I was the wrong Dick.

And now this bozo thought I was the wrong Dick.

The wrong Dick got in fights, was involved with drug dealers, and I stayed away from him and lived a life of little aggravation.

But now the aggravation had sought me out.

“No way, man,” I held up my hands and backed away.

The guy looked confused. “You said you take theese…”

“You got the wrong Dick. There’s another Dick with my name. You want…” I stopped backing away.

A big guy, a REALLY big guy was behind me.

Heck. I would have fought him. He wasn’t too big for me. I’ve fought big guys for me.

I wouldn’t fight the pistol in his hand.

Pistol, hell. It was a cannon. Some kind of Dirty Harry gun. Barrel as big as a drain pipe. And the bore was staring right at me.

I turned back to the little guy with a gulp.

“You joke stupeed.”

I tried. “No, there really is another guy named Dick Thompson. We get confused all the time. You’re waiting for him.”

“I call you…you come. You come…you deliver.” He shoved the box into my hands.

I almost dropped it. It was heavy, heavy like full of sacks of white powder.

Man, wait until I got a hold of the wrong Dick. I was going to hunt him down and…and I tried to give the box back.

“No, listen…” I held the box out.

CLICK! The big howitzer in the hand of the Godzilla behind me nudged the back of my skull.

I shut up, and the two guys, the skinny drug dealer and his pet monster disappeared.

Okay. Fine. Oh, fuck! I looked at the box. It had an address on it.

So what are my choices?

Go to the police, and the drug dealers hunt me down.

Throw the box away, and the drug dealers hunt me down.

Move to an isolated igloo in the frozen north and…the drug dealer’s hunt me down.

I climbed back into my tractor and threw the box onto the passenger seat.

I was terrified the whole trip. I didn’t have a trailer, I wasn’t hauling anything. This job was supposed to provide me with a trailer. I shouldn’t be stopped, but…crap. I didn’t want to do this!

The delivery was in San Francisco. I trucked on down the 5. I wheeled into a small parking lot in a warehouse district in the South Bay. I stopped the tractor and a kid comes out to the truck. A kid. On a bicycle, I shit you not.

I hand him down the box, and that’s it.

So here I am, transporting drugs, a couple of hundred miles away from home, and no money to show for it.

I don’t know how the wrong Dick was supposed to get paid, but he was going to get the money and I wasn’t. But that was okay with me. I just wanted out of the deal.

So I’m totally aggravated, pissed off. I had wasted my time and gas and contributed to the drug problem. I decide to go up the 101, there’s a guy in Willits that sometimes has loads for me. If he has nothing I can cut over the 20.

So I was running in the night, zipped through Willits—guy had nothing for me—and head up into the mountains.

It was quiet. The road was smooth. I was pissed, but listening to an old Eagles’ disk I was calming down. In fact, I was almost totally calm, when…BLAM!             

My tractor swerved and I worked it to the side.

Crap. All I needed was a flat. I didn’t have a spare.

I got out and walked around the truck. Yep. Left rear tire oozed off the rim and puddled on the ground.

For a long moment I just stood there, looking down, and that was when I heard the music.

I smiled. When life is all lemons there’s got to be lemonade somewhere. right?  I locked up my rig and headed up the road.

It was a roadhouse. Out in the middle of nowhere, which is common to the lower level roadhouse.

The building was low eaved and made of logs painted green. Ice Cold Beer was advertised in the windows, a half dozen big Harleys were lined up in front. A half dozen cars were spread out over the gravel parking lot, and one, ratty looking but big assed RV.

I stepped on to the wood porch and pushed through the door.

The heat heat me right in the face. And smell of burgers being cooked. And…the smell of beer.

I smiled.

There was a big bar on the left and a half a dozen bikers were drinking beer and laughing raucously. There was an excuse for a dance floor next to the bar, and the right side of the room was booths.

Not much of a place, but the burgers did smell good.

I went to the end of the bar and waited for the barkeep to notice me.

After a minute he sauntered up, wiping his hands off and smiling.

“What can I do you for?”

I explained my situation and he said, “My cousin will change your tire. His price is reasonable. You want a beer or anything while you wait?”

I ordered beer and burger, waited for my schooner, and walked it over to a booth.

It was actually a nice place. Not the cleanest, but it had good vibes. The music was mostly old country western, you know, the good stuff with everything from Hank Williams to Flat and Scruggs, with a spattering of good new stuff, like Son of a Bitch (gimme a drink).

There was only one TV in the room, and it was showing an old Louis L’amour western. The Sackett’s.

I sipped my beer, put my feet up on the bench, scrunched back in the corner, and just sort of relaxed.

My burger arrived, big and juicy. Onions cut and cooked, not sliced, onion rings on the side, man it was good.

“My cousin says he can’t get to it until past mid night. You can stay here, but you can’t spend the night.”

“Sounds good,” I thanked the bar man, and he went off to pour some more beer. I could hear the bikers starting up an argument about Knuckleheads. Good luck with that.

I had just finished my burger when a gal slid into the bench on the other side of the table.

“This seat taken, cowboy?”

“It is now,” I said, and then stopped.

She was go-o-od looking. I mean REALLY good looking.

She wore high heeled cowboy boots. Looked like gator, but who knows. I’m not up in the fashion world.

She wore shorts and nylons, and her legs were slender and curvy and unblemished. No stretch lines on this baby.

She wore a halter, and it was big, and it had to be. Black with sequins and a fair helping of flesh trying to flow over the top.

Her face was round and sweet with just the right amount of make up…including juicy, red lips.

Her eyes were black. Really black, like hardly any whites. Her eye shadow was subdued, and had to be. Too much eye shadow and she’d look like a black bear in a coal mine.

Her hair was tawny blonde. Down to her shoulders. Looked like a waterfall in summer, and this was in a dim bar closing in on midnight.

She checked me out checking her out and grinned.

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s a compliment,” she said. “I’m Cherry.” She extended her hand.

“You certainly are. “I’m Dick.”

She laughed, “Do I dare say it?”

I grinned, “Go ahead, everybody else has.”

“You are one bi-i-ig Dick.”

We laughed. It was one of those rare situations when you meet somebody and you just like them. Her sentences were quick and easy, and my answers blended right in, we laughed, and for once I didn’t feel like an awkward fool.

More beer.

I told her I was a trucker, and that every one in my family was tall, but I was the tallest.

She told me that was her RV in the parking lot, and she was traveling around the US of A.

More beer.

She asked me to dance, and we shuffled on to the dance floor. She was short, but stacked, and I felt her breasts against me. It was all so natural I didn’t feel guilty.

And she said she always wanted to hold a big Dick.

More beer.

And more.

I’m a family man. Don’t have any kids, yet, but I have a wife. And I love her and honor her.

But the beer, the feel of her body when she danced with me, the way she placed her hand over mine, soft and warm…and the look in her eyes.

Dark eyes like a swimming hole at midnight, and there isn’t anyone to stop you from going skinny dipping.

Breasts against me, and her hand guiding my hand onto her boob.

I felt her warmth, her extended nipple. I could feel my blood steaming inside, looking for a way out.

“Cherry.” A gal stood at the end of our table and stared at Cherry. She ignored me.

Cherry turned to her, and her face was calm, placid, like a lake without waves.

“It’s getting late.”

“I’ll be in in a while.”

Silence. The girl staring. A mood coming over the table. Hell, the whole bar. Of waiting.

“Go back to the trailer.”

“Cherry?” A plea.

Cherry looked, and I could feel something. Something unspoken, but volatile.

The girl  turned and walked out of the bar.

“That was Bonny. My roommate. She worries about me.”

I didn’t say anything.

She put her hand back on mine, waved to the barkeep for more beer, and smiled at me.

Oh, my heart was broken, dashed, and thrown on the floor.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my wife. But I was drunk and horny and…this girl was touching me in the most casual but intimate way.

More beer.

We staggered across the parking lot. She leaned against my hip and kept me centered.

We giggled, and she made sure my hand, the one that was around her, was on her tit.

I’m a big boy, with big hands, but that tit really filled it.

“Come on in,” she chuckled, leading me up a fold out step and into her trailer.

“I really should be heading back to check on my rig.” My last chance at staying true to my wife.

“Hell, you can’t even walk…Dick.”

The way she said my name. Every time a nuance charged with lightening and promises.

The living room in the trailer was small. I had to be careful of a ceiling fan.

She stepped up on the little couch in the slide out and pulled me to her. She kissed me, and those lips delivered on all their promises. She tasted me, and I ate her. She licked the inside of my mouth and breathed into me. I felt like I was being inhaled by pure sex.

My wife was forgotten—don’t judge me, not yet—and I followed her as she stepped off the couch and led me into the bedroom.

She threw me on the air bed, revealing more muscle than I would have suspected, and jumped on me.

“Hey,” I gulped, as she ripped my buckle open and pulled on my belt. My belt came out of the loop[s and she threw it aside.

The side window, just a little square, let the yellow light of a street lamp in on us. I could see the hunger in her eyes, the way she licked her lips.

She pulled my pants down and off, threw them aside, and started working on herself. Her shorts came down and I saw a garter holding up nylons.

She ripped her panties off, leaving the belt and the nylons on. It emphasized how sexy she was. Not that she needed any emphasis.             

She reached behind her and undid her halter top. She flung it to the side and her bosoms unloaded.

Big. Curvy. Nipples standing out.

I reached forward and touched her nipple, and she shivered.

She reached down and ripped my underwear off. I mean ripped it. This girl was strong!

Then she climbed on me. Small, slender, like an hourglass, she sat on me.

I sank into her, and I never felt such luxury in my life. It was like being engulfed by a hot, warm, angel food cake. With ripples of muscles. It was like the head of my dick was suddenly taken and squeezed.

One second I was in her, and it already felt like I was going to cum.

Then I felt her squeezing the base of my dick. She didn’t use her hand, but it felt like the grip of an arm wrestler, and I wasn’t going to cum.

She sat on me, stared down at me, and a moment passed. Her eyes, so dark, yet had a gleam to them.

She said, “You should know before we continue.”

“What?” Before we continue? Baby, I’m already done!

“I’m a Fem Wolf.”

“A who wolf?”

I was trying to move, but she was somehow holding me down. She was a stripling, and she was holding down an oak.

“A Fem Wolf. You can make love to me, but if you cum you will turn into a girl.”

“Oh, okay.” I was drunk, she was joking with me, and I was ready to  squirt. Never had a man more excuses not to think.

“No. I mean it. If you cum in me the transformation will begin. Over the weeks and months you will change, become a girl, a woman. And you will want me. You will become desperate, you will search for me, and if you find me it will be even worse.”

“Like Bonny,” I said, not really knowing what I was saying, just talking.

“Like Bonny,” she nodded in the darkness, her golden hair reflecting the yellow light like a river flowing might.

“Yeah, well, okay. I’m willing to take a chance.”

“Are you, Big Dick? Are you?”

For answer I reached up, grabbed her, flipped her over—she was a heavy gal—and pushed my cock into her.

She groaned and her eyes half closed. My dick pushed through the ridge of muscle or whatever it was that was squeezing me.

She pushed her hips up, and I could feel that ridge of muscle moving up my cock, still keeping me from cumming, but also wringing me out like a dishrag.

“Fuck,” I whispered, pushing in again.

She went with me, and she whispered, “If you make me cum I’ll lose control, and I won’t be able to stop you from cumming.”

“Yeah,” I grunted, shoving in again.

I’m called Big Dick for two reasons. One is because my name is Dick and I’m big, and the other is that I have a big dick.

Now that big dick was being used like it never had been used before. I don’t know what kind of muscles she had in her pussy, but she gripped me, and every push in was like I was shoving through the fingers of a giant fist. Every pull out made me want to squirt, to leave something in her, an offering to her pure, sexual wanton.

I bent down and kissed her nipples. I sucked on them until I was afraid they would fall off. But she was strong, and she merely held my head and whimpered: “More…more!”

I grabbed her buns and held them firmly as I plummeted all the way down.

She threw me over—I told you she was strong—and took me Amazon fashion—her inside of my legs, even as my cock was inside her. She held my legs and pumped me, tilted her hips and slid the edge of her pussy up my shaft. Squeezed the head with her pussy muscles, and rammed onto me again and again.

I wanted to cum. I felt the ignition happening. I was suspended in a haze of lightening, my groin screaming for release.

But, like she said, I wouldn’t get relief until she did.

She began to buck her hips, to spasm, to jerk back and forth, making weird sounds, and I felt that muscle that was holding my cock suddenly let loose.

“Oh…YEAH!” I squirted in her. Big, long ropes. Again and again and again. And it felt like my balls were exploding and my skull was coming undone.

Then we were done and she collapsed on me. She lay on me and gasped for breath. I could feel her breasts, so big, laying on me.

For a moment, I wanted more.

Then she pushed up, “No more for you, Big Dick.”

She took a shower, and I heard the water running. A little trickle in a small shower stall. Then I heard her dry herself off. Then she came in and lay down with me.

And I finally started thinking about my wife.

Oh, fuck!

It was about one when we slept. I awoke an hour later and heard the sound of the bar closing, the bikers roaring into the night. I drifted off again.

Into a jumble of images. Cherry, Bonny, and…others.

“This is Sandy,” said Cherry, introducing a sharp-looking vixen. The look in her eyes was quite unhappy.

“And this was Tommy, but now he’s Wanda.” A redhead. Buxom. Full lips. An unhappy look in her eyes.

Changing things in my dreams. Shifting shadows. Lights flickering, and I looked down at my dick and started gibbering, but I didn’t know why.

“And this is Tess.” Dark hair, dark eyes, a frown.

“Why are you so unhappy?” I asked, touching her cheek gently.

“You’ll find out,” she muttered.

“And this is…”

Through the night, bodies shuffling through the dark, laying under me but…I didn’t fuck them.

Why didn’t I fuck them.

I looked at my groin and screamed, but I didn’t know why I was screaming.

“Timmy, Billy, Johnny.” Cherry introduced the endless line of girls, and they all looked sad, and they told me I’d find out.

But find out what?

I woke up drained. Exhausted. If ever a sleep was lacking, that night was it.

Cherry was gone.

I showered, got dressed, and went into the living room.

It was shabby in the daylight. The night before it had been a palace. Now it was dusty, and there were several people sleeping on the floor.

Where the fuck did they come from.

Bonny was awake, sitting in the breakfast nook. Staring at me.

I opened the door and left.

The bar was open, and I stepped in and had breakfast.

And stepped out and headed down the road.

My truck was fixed. Brand new tire on the rim. That was fine, the other one was old. I took the envelope taped to the door and shook out a bill. No prob. I would mail him a check, or call him and give him a credit card.

Man, what a night. Drugs, flats, and…and, I felt guilty.

I had cheated on my wife.

I had cheated, and I thought about it all the way home.

We live in a small house on the edge of town. Big yard for my truck and my motorcycle. Big garage for when I felt the need to play with a motor or something.

I drove the tractor in through the side yard and parked it in the back. I climbed down and Zelda attacked me.

Zelda is my Pit Bull, and she kissed me and wagged her butt against me and was generally glad that poppa was home.

Then Rhonda attacked me. Rhonda is my red-headed wife, and she kissed me and groped me and reached into my pants. “Big dick is back!” she chortled.

I chortled right and smothered her with kisses and hugged her till her back threatened to break.

I kissed her extra good, trying to make up for my lack of…you know.

I thought about telling her, but I didn’t. I figured it was over, no need to cause a fuss, I would just try to make up for my action with a lifetime of loving.

Besides, every time I thought about that night with Cherry I smiled.

We went inside, and Rhonda pulled my zipper down.

Old faithful sprang out in a timely fashion and I grinned. Yes, I had drained my snake the night before, sexually speaking, but I was already hard and ready to go.

We adjourned to the bedroom where we divested ourselves of our clothes.

“What’s that?” Rhonda pointed at my ass.

I looked over my shoulder and could see nothing. I went into the bathroom and looked into a mirror. “What the…? I don’t know.”

“It looks like teeth marks. Has somebody been biting you on the ass?”

It did look like teeth marks. A little circle of broken skin, just enough to draw blood, but no more.

“I have….I don’t…I must have sat on something.”

Tell the truth I was a little befuddled. I didn’t remember Cherry biting me. I had a sudden flash of a swirl of bodies, but that had been in my dreams.

“Somebody bit me in my dreams.”

The tone of my voice actually kept Rhonda calmed. I mean, I sounded really confused, no faking that.

Wryly: “I’d hate to be in your dreams.”

“Come here, you,” I picked her up and she squealed. I threw her on the bed and she bounced, and spread her legs and held her tits up to me.

“Come here yourself, Mr. Bitten in the Ass.”

I climbed on the bed, pushed her legs apart, and Mr. Happy led the way. I braced myself over her, tickled her labia with the tip of my dick, then started to insert.

“Ooh. Big Dick,” Rhonda crooned, then she gasped and held on.

Rhonda’s a lightweight, and I like to pick her up and ragdoll her a little. I lifted her, and she was lodged on my pecker, and I sat back and she sank down to the base.

“Fuck.”

Then I flipped her over and began to truly plumb her depths. In and out, mauling her tits, kissing her sweet and lovable lips.

“Oh, God!” she cried.

“You better pray, bitch!”

She giggled, and started to cum. She held on and her hips started to twitch. Hard.

“Hey!” I yelped. “I’m nowhere near, yet!”

“Tough titty, said the kitty. The milk’s gone dry.” She muttered, starting to cum down, then she bit me on the shoulder.

“Ow! What’s that for?”

“To match your ass, now get off me.”

“But I need to…” I stopped. I thought I needed to. The fact of the matter was that I was hard, but I had nothing to shoot. I could fuck all morning, but I wasn’t going to cum.

Slowly, I pulled out.

“Ahh!” Rhonda sighed.

“But you owe me,” I grumbled.

“Hey, if you can’t cum it’s your problem.” She grinned and relaxed. Stretched, and closed her eyes when I flopped back on the bed next to her.

I couldn’t cum.

I didn’t feel bad about that. After all, there was a reason.

I did feel a bit guilty, but…but I would make it up to Rhonda. And so thinking, I drifted into a sleep.

Running through the forest, I was naked. I was naked and I had…tits! They flopped and bounced on my chest, and it was so awkward.

AWOOOO! came the howl.

I put an arm across my chest, under my tits, and ran faster. Strangely…my dick didn’t flop.

But I was naked.

But I…I looked down.

No dick to flop. Just a bald bit of flesh, with crease that led nowhere.

AWOOOO!

I sprinted over the dead leaves, under the branches.

Who was chasing me?

AWOOOO!

Wolves.

But what was I doing here? Why was I naked? And, for that matter why was I cold and dickless with a large set of jugs on my chest?

Why was I…the body hit me, tackled me, and I fell to the ground, slid through leaves, tried to turn, tried to twist, and more bodies hit me.

Bodies. Naked flesh rolling me over. I felt penises and breasts. I struggled, tried to strike out, but it was like my limbs were moving in slow motion, as if through molasses, and body parts assaulted me. Boobs pressed against me, and I felt cocks.

Cocks? WTF?

Cocks pressed against my cheeks, trying to get between my buns, trying to…I struggled harder. but the harder I struggled the more I felt the cocks, like big hands, pushing me, manipulating me, trying to get inside me.

And tits. Big, mammoth bazooms, pressing against my body, my face. I felt nipples trying to get into my mouth.

“No!” I yelped. Then, as the assault continued, “No…no!”

I struggled, fought back against the avalanche of body parts, but it was useless. I was caught, turning over and over in a washing machine of boobs and butts and dicks and vaginas. I pushed and swam, I hit and struggled, and I felt a hand shake me.

“Dick! Dick!”

I opened my eyes. Rhonda stared down at me, alarmed, almost panicked.

“It’s okay…it’s a dream.”

I looked around, dazed, and mumbled, “A dream?”

“Yes…it’s okay.”

“”Oh, god,” I blurted and rolled to my back. I threw my forearm over my eyes. “It was so real. It was…”

Rhonda knelt on the bed next to me. “What was it? What did you dream?”

I dreamed of a herd—no, a pack—of men and women holding me down, trying to fuck me, and it was like being stuck in a giant snowball racing down a hill.

I dreamed of sex with faceless people who were dreaming of sex with me, and it made no sense.

I said, “I don’t know. It was just a dream.”

Rhonda rested on her side next to me. She touched me, and I loved the feel of her.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she soothed. “It was just a dream.

But it wasn’t. I had cheated on her, and I was afraid to tell her, and somehow I knew that my actions, and cowardice were connected. I had cheated, my butt had been bitten, I dreamed of tits and dicks.

It was my fault.

Yet, what could I do?

Slowly, Rhonda’s love to help me, I drifted off again.

And this time there were no dreams. At least, none that I remembered.


PART TWO

I had no runs for a day, and Rhonda and I spent that day lazing around. I rubbed Zelda’s ears until she thought they’d come off, and she was my shadow.

And I rubbed Rhonda’s…well, not her ears, and that was fine with her. I gave her cum after cum. But, for some reason, I couldn’t cum. Hell, I usually recover within a day or two, and I should have been able to squirt, but I couldn’t. That was two days of horny inside me and I didn’t like it.

But, what ya gonna do?

The third day I had a run, so I kissed Rhonda good bye and climbed into my rig.

She grinned up at me and said, “Don’t worry, Big Dick, you’ll come back with a full load and be glad to see me.” She squeezed a tit at me and I had to laugh. then I was wheeling out of the yard and hitting the road.

I had a run to Los Angeles, drop off and pick up and head to Vegas.  From Vegas to San Francisco, then home. Three days on the road. No big deal.

I sailed down the 5, turned the radio up and listened to the sounds in my iphone. I have about 5,000 songs in there, and it is pot luck what I’ll get, and I  listened to the Beatles, to Imelda May (Johnny got a Boom!), Linda Ronstadt, and all sorts of great sounds. There is absolutely nothing like being your own DJ.

The road was smooth, the load was just right, and I made good time. I unloaded in Los Angeles and decided to spend the night at a truck stop. I showered, had a good meal, and went back to the rig.

And slipped when I went to put my foot in the footwell. It was no big thing, my foot just didn’t reach and I slipped. My foot dropped to the pavement and I looked stupid, but I was okay. I grabbed the hand rail, managed to mount my rig, and slipped into the back.

Now how could I slip? I had mounted the truck a million times, or at least 875,357 times, and I had never slipped before. Maybe I was getting fat, couldn’t heft the weight? But I knew that wasn’t it. I mean, it didn’t mean anything, but…it bothered me.

I slept, and it was an uneasy sleep. I dreamed of people riding by in buses, leaning out of windows and yelling, ‘You’ll find out!’

Still, when dawn broke I felt a little refreshed, and I hit the road.

I had picked up the night before and I headed right for Vegas. Vegas was, of course, a nightmare. The cars backed up along the 15 and the sun pounded down like a man with a club. In spite of my early start it was late in the day before I pulled in to Vegas. I hit the destination, unloaded a bunch of ceiling fans made in China, and thought about just shooting for SF. But the hotels in Vegas are cheap, so I decided to spend the night.

I checked in to a hotel on the far side of town, out of the tourist area where the rates were reasonable, and had dinner.

Oddly, I was tired. Weird. I hadn’t really driven that much, just did a lot of sitting and waiting, but I was tired. So I forwent a drink or two and just hit the sack.

And dreamed. ‘You’ll be sorry.’

Furry bodies rubbing against me in the night, feeling my penis.

I woke up and looked around. The room was quiet, the bed was soft. WTF?

I slept. People laughing at me, pointing at me. Where was I? Oh, I was in the middle of the strip. With no clothes on. The Bellagio fountains exploded to one side and danced their way through the night. People on the sidewalk staring, laughing, pointing.

I looked down to where they were pointing, my groin, and…I screamed!

And woke up.

The sun was shining through the window and I had overslept.

I struggled up, headed for the bathroom and stopped. I didn’t need to shave. WTF? I always needed to shave! Twice a day. But I hadn’t shaved before I left home, and I hadn’t shaved in Los Angeles…I ran my hand over my chin and felt…no bristle.

I know I’ve said it before, but…WTF?

So I showered, and I felt funny. I guess they made bigger shower stalls here, because I felt…smaller.

I looked in the mirror. I needed a haircut. Funny seems like I had just got a haircut the other week. And I felt…soft. Like my muscles needed a good work out.

I grinned ruefully. I needed to hit the gym.

Well, no time to lollygag, I headed out the door, up to my truck, and almost slipped again…it was like my foot just wasn’t reaching as high when I climbed up.

But I made it, fired up the beast, and headed down the road.

Vegas to SF is a long run. You have to head down to LA, then angle off to Bakersfield, then shoot up to SF. You’d think they’d build a road right straight across, but they don’t.

Anyway, I rolled down the highway, playing my music, and…I didn’t feel well.

Not exactly a stomach ache, or a head ache, just a weird feeling like something was off. Like I’d had a jug of bad beer.

I burped a few times, hoped that would do it, and just kept going.

That’s the thing with truckers, especially long haul truckers, you learn to just…keep going.

Of course this wasn’t that long a haul, but…I kept going.

By the time I hit Bakersfield I had a bad bellyache. I don’t usually get sick, but I keep a few meds just in case. Every trucker does.

I reached into the small fridge in the back and pulled out some Pepto Bismol. It helped, but I still felt like there was an alley cat in my belly chasing its tail.

Over to the five and up. Traffic was light and I was making good time. But I felt so punk…I finally pulled into a rest area. I got out and walked around, tried to walk it off, but thee was no walking this off. I was sick.

I climbed up to the cab, and I barely made it. It was like my body didn’t know where the footwells were, I didn’t have the strength in my arms to pull myself up.

And, inside the cab, it felt like the cab had grown. Or my body had shrunk.

Still, keep going, I wheeled the rig out onto the road and put the foot down. I just wanted to go home.

I made it to Morgan Hill before I gave out. I pulled into a truck stop and didn’t even bother eating. I just crawled into the back of my cab and pulled a blanket over. And shivered. Crap, I really was coming down with something.

“Hi, Big Dick.”

I was standing on a plain, not a tree in sight, the tall grass waving, and Cherry was standing in front of me.

She was breathtaking. Naked, huge bosoms, red lips, and a knowing smile on her face.

“Told you, Big…I won’t call you ‘Big Dick’ any more.”

“What…why?”

“Because you don’t have one.”

I looked down at my crotch. I was naked—I didn’t remember being naked, but I was now—and my groin…it was bare. Just bald skin and a growing indentation.

“Told you, Big.”

I looked up at her. “Where’s my dick? What’d you do with it?”

“I took it. It’s mine. It fell off in my hole and I’m not giving it back.”

“But I need my dick!” I cried.

“No,” she said, stepping closer. She reached for my hands and held them, looked at them.

My hands were feminine looking. No longer the gnarly mitts that busted a tire or strapped down a load.

“No…you need a manicure. And you really must do something about your hair.” She reached up and touched my long locks.

“What? No! No!”

“A little make up would go a long way.” She touched my face gently, thoughtfully. “If you come find me I’ll help you, but…well, really, you’re on your own.”

She stepped back and smiled.

“Hey! Wait!”

“You’re on your own, Big. See ya some year.”

She turned and began walking away, across the waving plains.

I started after her, and Bonny was suddenly standing in front of me, pushing on my chest.

I tried to move her hand, to get past her, but I no longer had the muscle. I was Big Dick, but this small, slip of a girl was stronger than me, controlled my body, and pushed me back.

“Well, Big, I guess you found out, eh?”

Then I was alone. Standing in the middle of the plain, looking up at a sun that was way too hot.

Knock knock!

I crawled out of my blanket and into the front seat. Everything was so big. Or…was I smaller?

Knock knock.

I looked out the window and a CHP was there. I rolled down the window.

“Hey, buddy, you okay?”

“Yeah, sure.” My voice didn’t sound like my own. It sounded…higher.

He blinked. “You been here a couple of days, thought I’d check.”

“Yeah. I’m fine. I got sick. but I’m fine now.”

He nodded, I could tell he was thinking about rousting me, checking out my trailer.

“I’m just heading to San Francisco. I’m late now, but I really was just sick. I’m over it now. I’ll be gone in a few minutes.”

He nodded. “You well enough to drive?”

“Yeah. Yes. I’m fine. And thanks for looking in on me. I’m all slept out now.”

He bit his lip, then decided. “Okay. But you need help I’ll be along.”

“I appreciate that. Again, thanks.”

He patted my door and turned and walked away.

I heaved a sigh, waited until he had driven away, and climbed down.

The world was different, which meant, in this case, I was different.

I wasn’t as tall. I could tell by standing next to the big front tire. I was smaller. And I had no strength in my hands. In fact, they looked smooth. Not like in the dream, but the big knuckles seemed to have…receded.

I felt my face. I still didn’t need to shave, and my hair…it was longer.

Crap. What the fuck was going on with me?

I walked to the restroom and went into a stall and sat down. I just sat, and realized my clothes were too big.

I stood up, unbuckled, and looked at my groin.

I was smaller. I wasn’t Big Dick. I was still big, but rapidly shrinking. I was only six inches, if that. And I wasn’t veined and throbbing, I was smooth skinned, like a snake without scales.

I held my head, which throbbed, relieved myself, and stood up.

I walked out of the stall in my too big clothes and looked at myself in the mirror.

I was different. My big jaw was shrunken. I was still recognizable as Big Dick, but…I was a softer Big Dick. I was six inches shorter, had lost fifty pounds, and…I had long hair. It hung lank, untidy, and I brushed it back with my now slender fingers.

What the fuck was happening to me?

I studied my eyes. Even my eyes were different. Smaller, and the lashes were finer.

And, now that I was really looking, my lips were…plumper.

What the holy hell fuck was happening to me?

I twisted the key and hit the road. It was only ten in the morning, the sun was bright, and I made good time.

I still felt like shit, but not so bad, and I roared up the road towards SF.

I made it by noon and delivered my load.

And the guys at the dock stared at me. My pants were too loose. My upper body was smaller, and son of a bitch if my chest didn’t start itching.

The dispatcher handed me my papers without a grunt, and just…looked at me.

“Anything you want to tell me, Dick?”

I shook my head, aware of how my hair waved back and forth.

“Well, okay. You’re all unloaded. Have a good one.”

I nodded, was afraid to talk, my voice sounded funny, and headed out for the truck.

I almost needed help to get in the cab. My feet were just…my legs…too short.

How the fuck could somebody shrink? What was wrong with me?

I managed to get into the cab and hit the road.

It was shorter up the 5, but I wanted to go the 101, up to Willits and over. I wanted to see the roadhouse.

I knew, intuitively, that’s when everything started.

That girl.

Cherry.

Cheating on my wife and she had done something to me. Maybe it was like a sisterhood, if your guy cheats I’ll curse him for you.

But I didn’t think that was it.

But the dreams…I wanted to see Cherry.

A couple of hours to Willits, right on the 20, and I came to the roadhouse.

Same shabby green log construction. Same blinking neons advertising brands of ice cold beer in the window.

A crotch rocket in the parking lot, a couple of cars, and no RV.

I pulled the rig into the parking lot and turned it off. The engine popped a few times, and I climbed down.

Same bar inside. A guy and a girl in leathers at the end where the bikers had been. Eating burgers and talking.

A couple of the booths had people in them.

I walked to the end of the bar and the bar man sauntered down to me.

He didn’t recognize me.

“Burger and beer?”

“You got it.”

He put the order for the burger in and poured me a schooner. He placed it in front of me.

“There was a girl here last week, name  of Cherry. Had a big assed RV.”

A couple of lines appeared in his forehead. “Hmm. I don’t recall.”

“Thursday night.”

“Nope.”

“I came in here,” and suddenly I stopped talking.

He was looking at me, and trying to remember where he’d seen me before.

Which meant he didn’t recognize me.

I was too changed to be recognized.

“Oh, well,” I said. “Never mind.”

I took my schooner over to a booth and sat down.

Sat in my over-sized jeans. My oversized shirt. And rubbed my chest. Felt like somebody had scratched my nipples. And I felt puffy under there, like my pectorals had swollen.

My burger arrived. I ate half of it, then was full. Now that sure wasn’t like me. Normally I’d have demolished it, then ordered another one.

And I didn’t even finish my beer. That was REALLY not like me. But I only sipped an inch down, then went to the bar for a glass of water.

I climbed up the side of my rig, opened the door and got in. For a moment I thought I was going to have to go ask somebody for a ladder. I felt that small. Hell, I was that small.

I adjusted the driver’s seat so it was all the way forward, and even then I had to stretch for the peddles.

And I felt like crying. What was happening to me? Why was I shrinking! And why were my fingers long and slender, and my hair so long it got in my eyes. why didn’t the bartender recognize me? But I knew why…I was different.

What was happening to me?

I started up the tractor and headed over the mountains for home.

It was rough driving. Me being normally big, I handled the rig like it was a sports car. But now, being small, I had a rough time with, of all things, depth perception. And I had to lean at odd angles to see out the windows, and I had to adjust the rear cameras.

But I made it home in a couple of hours.

I pulled the tractor around the house and parked it in its place, then I just sat there, listened to the ticking motor, and wondered what I was going to do.

“Dick?”

I looked out the window, and Rhonda blinked and her mouth opened.

I rolled down the window. “Rhonda, baby. something happened to me.”

She crumpled up, and Zelda began prancing and barking in alarm.

I climbed down from the cab and Zelda backed away, still barking at me. Then she abruptly sat and stared at me. Then she barked a bit more. But she let me see to Rhonda.

I lifted Rhonda’s upper body, it was heavier than I remembered, and touched her cheek.

“Rhonda? Baby? Wake up!”

Her eyelids fluttered, then her eyes opened.

She gave a yelp, then tried to scoot away from me.

“Baby, hold on. It’ s me. It’s all right…it’s me.”

And, finally, she understood. The shape of my face was altered, but the eyes were me, and I spoke in the familiar way a husband and wife had.

But she didn’t hug me, or sooth me. She just backed away and asked the question: “What the fuck happened?”

We sat in the kitchen. Zelda sat in the living room and watched us through the doorway. We sipped whiskey and Coke. We needed something strong. And I explained what had happened.

“I didn’t mean to cheat on you. But I was drunk, and it was like…it was like she was casting a spell on me.

Rhonda was hurt. But she was more alarmed than hurt. She actually touched me in sympathy, put a hand on mine.

“You’re a full foot shorter. And you’re so skinny, except…except your chest.”

I rubbed my chest, it felt so puffy, “And it itches something fierce.”

“Unbutton your shirt. Hell, it’s too big, take it off.”

I slid out of my shirt.

“You’ve got breasts.”

“What?” A new level of panic.

I looked down. Yep. That puffiness on my pecs was a swelling, and it wasn’t just a swelling, it was small boobs. Round and firm. And my nipples were bigger.

“Crap,” she said. “You’re going to be big.”

“How can you tell?” I asked miserably.

“Because I’m a woman and I went through puberty. You’re going to be big.”

“I don’t want to be big.”

“Then you shouldn’t…” she stopped, but I knew what she was going to say. You shouldn’t have cheated.

I filled in the awkward space with a question: “What am I going to do?”

“Get clothes that fit. See a doctor. Wear a bra.”

I stared at her. Of the three things wearing a bra was the worst. That really hit me in the groin.

“I…wear a bra?”

“Sure. I’ve got one that’ll fit you.”

“I don’t want to wear a bra.”

“You’ll have to. When you get full growth you’re going to be saggy, and your back will hurt.”

“But…but…”

She poured us more drinks.

The doctor wasn’t much help. He was a family doctor, and we had never even seen him before. He just clucked a bit and muttered, “And you say you were a man.”

He didn’t believe us.

Oh, he gave me tests, took blood samples, but he had no advice and not even anything intelligent to say.

Rhonda and I went home. And poured a couple of Coke Highs.

And sat at the table and sipped.

I stared at her, my mind a blasted mess. She stared out the window at my front of my big rig.

“Will you be able to drive?”

I nodded. “I’ve got to modify the rig, but…I can drive.”

She nodded. Then: “I’m mad. And I could get a lot madder, but what you’re going through…I guess it’s enough punishment.” She looked at me. “There’s only one thing to do.”

“What?”

“You are now, officially, transisting.”

“What?”

“Or maybe it’s transitioning. I’m not up on this stuff, but you’re undergoing a gender transformation, and we need to address that.”

“But I don’t want to! I want to be Big Dick again!” My voice was getting higher pitched, and I felt like I was about to burst out in tears.

Tears. Big Dick never cried. But…was I big Dick anymore?

“Want shmant,” Rhonda said. “Come with me.”

I followed her back to the bedroom. Zelda stayed out of our way. She kept staring at me.

In the bedroom Rhonda opened her underwear drawers and picked things out and tossed them on the bed.

A couple of bras.

Panties.

A tummy shaper.

“We’ll have to get you shoes later,” she muttered.

Then, into the closet, and dresses and things appeared.

“We can make cut offs of your jeans, and you can wear big Tee shirts, that’s sometimes sexy.”

Sexy? my mind shrieked. I don’t want to be sexy!

She came out of the closet holding nylons. “What are you waiting for?”

“What?”

She grabbed a pair of panties and held it in her hand. “Take your clothes off.”

“Rhonda!” I tried, “I don’t want to wear your clothes!”

She slapped me in the face with her panties. Smacked me good. Didn’t hurt, but it was still a severe shock. Then she moved in and grabbed my shirt front with one hand. She snarled. “I’m not going to talk about your cheating, but I am also not going to be putting up with your bullshit. You are changing into a girl. A woman. And I’m going to help. Unless you want to get a salami and strap it to your leg and pretend you’re a man.”

Man, I was silent after that one.

And I felt like crying.

“Now put these panties on.”

I took the panties and began taking off my clothes. I moved slowly, like an old man, and studied myself as I undressed.

My skin was no long bulging with muscles, tanned, strong. Now it was white, and soft. I was looking more and more like a girl every day.

I had breasts, bigger by the day. And my dick…it was almost non-existent.

I slipped into the panties, and it felt weirder than anything I had ever experienced in my whole life.

They were soft and encased my butt like a clinging hand. I didn’t even have to push my package into them. I was that small.

“Here.” Rhonda threw a bra at me.

I dropped it, and bent to pick it up, and my tits hung towards the floor. I was embarrassed, mortified, and there was no solution.

I tried to put the bra on, but got confused. My tits didn’t fit right, and finally Rhonda stepped over to me and took a hand. “Turn it this way, then fasten in the front, then slide it around and pull it up.”

I stood, encased, and stared at my body. I looked up at her and said, “I know you’re mad, but…but…” and the tears started to leak out.

Me. Big man, crying like a little girl.

For a moment Rhonda softened. “It’s just the hormones,” she mumbled, placing a hand on my thin forearm. Then she stepped back, brisk, businesslike, pushing her own emotions down. “Garter belt.”

I stepped into the garter belt, snugged it around my waist.

“You’re so skinny you’re not going to need a tummy shaper, but here, nylons. You’ve seen me roll them up.”

I had, and I sat on the bed and figured out how to roll nylons up.

“We need to paint your toe nails.”

“What?” I think that was even a bigger panic than anything else. But we were just starting.

“Take them off. If we’re going to do this we’re going to do it right.”

I unrolled the nylons, or re-rolled them, or whatever.

Rhonda sat me down at her vanity and taught me how to paint nails. Bright red.

“Stroke down towards the tip, three strokes should do it. After they dry you can…”

I sat and watched my once manly tootsies transform. It was surreal. I was a trucker, dammit! And truckers don’t paint their nails!

But…I hate to admit it, even in my own mind—I was a female trucker. And I was surprised at how flexible my new body was. And how I could perceive the nails as tiny, tidy, beautiful, little things.

While we waited for my feet to dry we did my hands. Here Rhonda took charge. She didn’t want to wait while I fumbled and made mistakes, so she just painted them, and I was stunned at how feminine I had become.

My nails were long and slender, no longer spatulate, and in red they looked like bloody claws. Meow.

Finally, nails done and dried, and another whiskey to the wind, she had me roll the nylons up my legs.

“You’ll have to start shaving at some point, most likely, but whatever this change is, you don’t have much hair on your body. Except for your head.”

“Oh.”

I stood and looked in the big door mirror. I was a woman. Long hair, pretty eyes, and that was without make up. I was slender with a wasp waist. My tits…they were going to be big. they were already big, and I was just starting.

“Hmm.” muttered Rhonda.

“What.”

“Nothing.”

But it was something, and I realized what was happening.

Rhonda was getting wet.

That was something I never expected. She doesn’t go for women. But she was going for me as a woman. Suddenly she wasn’t so mad anymore.

She put me in a dress, and if I had had a dick it would have been hard. The way the soft material clung to my body. In a way, and I know this is going to sound weird, a tight dress felt as good as a rubber on my dick.

But I didn’t have a dick.

But my whole body was suddenly turned on by these clothes.

“Sit down,” Rhonda commanded. She was breathing hard.

I sat and faced the vanity mirror.

“If we’re going to do this…” she picked up some moisturizer and began cleaning my face.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Shut up,” she whispered fiercely. She applied primer to my face, foundation, blush.

“You’re making me look like a woman.”

“Yeah,” she answered. I could feel the heat coming off her in waves.

She began working on my eyes. Light shadow, designed to make my eyes glitter. It could be daylight, but my eyes would be like in a cave, peering out, sexy and mysterious.

“You’re turned on by this,” my turn to whisper.

She said nothing.

She painted my lips. Bright red. “I used a plumper, but you don’t need one. You have gorgeous lips.”

Finally, I saw myself in the big mirror.

I was a fox.

I was a woman.

No mistaking.

“Come with me,” Rhonda took my hand and pulled me into the kitchen. She sat me down at the table and poured us a couple of drinks. she sat down, and we stared at each other.

We drank.

She stared.

She breathed hard.

“What?” I asked.

“Shut up,” she returned. “I’m dealing with my own shit.”

So I shut.

She abruptly got up and went into the living room, turned on some music, came down and stared at me some more.

Stared at me with big eyes, leaning forward. She was almost gasping for breath now.

I was breathing a little heavily, too.

No, I didn’t have a dick, but now I knew what it meant when women were ‘wet.’

I felt like somebody had greased my thighs. I felt like I was dripping.

Rhonda kept staring at me.

Pink Floyd came on. Echoes.

Rhonda reached forward and placed a hand on my hand. Her red nails on mine. Studied how our hands intertwined.

Zelda, in the other room, lay down and put her chin on her paws and stared.

Rhonda leaned forward. She grabbed a hunk of my long hair, gently, and pulled me slowly to her.

We were face to face, inches apart, breathing into each other. Our lips red, our eyes wide. Waiting.

It was sexier than anything I had ever experienced in my life. The sex was like a bridge of pure feeling between us.

“What?” I asked.

She pulled me closer, her mouth opened slightly, and our lips meet.

Oh, God. Everything was softer as a woman. I had kissed her as a man a million times, but none of those kisses held a candle to this.

She ruptured my mouth with pure lust, and the softer her lips brushed mine, the more lust I felt.

But I didn’t have a dick.

She touched my breasts, fondled them, all while kissing me. I felt electricity shooting through me. Expanding me. It actually felt like it was making my tits grow bigger.

Then she was on her feet and leading me back to the bedroom.

Zelda whined as we passed.

In the bedroom we sat on the bed, wide-eyed, wondering, as we kept sampling each other feeling each other.

“I’m not a Lesbian,” Rhonda breathed out.

“Neither am I,” I answered.

But it made us giggle.

Then she pushed me over, climbed on top of me, raped my mouth with her soft breath and lips.

We felt each other, marveling at sensations that were quite different than anything we had ever felt before.

Suddenly, she climbed off me. She stood next to me, looking down, and she said, “We can get dildos later, but right now all I’ve got it this.”

She reached into the side table and brought out her vibrator.

She climbed back on top of me, twisted the base and made it vibrate. “It’s insertable, and…I think you need to be penetrated.”

“I do?”

“Oh, fuck, yes.”

She spun on me, nearly hitting me in the face with a foot. She was reverse cowgirl, and she pushed my legs apart.

I was nervous, but too horny to let that stop me.

I felt her touch the plastic tip to me, and I knew that my hole was no longer just a shadow, a cleft, it was a pussy, deep and moist.

She slid the vibrator into me, and I arched and moaned. I had fucked her a million times, but I had never felt anything like this. It felt like I my whole body was being pried apart.

She began moving the vibrator in and out of me.

Oh, I felt the slickness, I felt the inner ripple of my love canal. And I thought: So this is what it’s like!

She turned it on, and my world came apart. My skull flew into outer space and my whole body quivered and jerked.

“Just relax,” Rhonda murmured. “It’s not like a man, you don’t have to try. Just relax and let it happen.

It was difficult, I was used to being a man, but I managed to follow her directions. Within a short couple of minutes I was feeling my hips lurching up, jerking, and my pussy suddenly exploded with lightenings. I was yelling something, but in a high pitched voice, and then…after a long minute of just laying there and collapsing, I started to giggle. And giggle and giggle.

Rhonda finally pulled me over, handed me the dildo and said, “Okay, bitch. Your turn to do me.”

So I did.

My name used to be Big Dick, and I drove a truck.

Now they call me Little Rickie, and all the truckers know me. They greet me at the truck stops and we sit at the same table and drink coffee and laugh.

I go home to my wife, and we take turns pleasing each other.

Zelda has even grown to love me. Love me the way she used to love Big Dick.

And when I am out driving, cruising the millions of miles of roads that are in America, I am looking.

I am looking for a ragged ass RV.

The RV is probably filled with girls, and it parks here for a night, then there, and makes its way through the country.

And I want to see Cherry.

I want to see the woman, the Fem Wolf, who made me this way.

I want to see her…and thank her.

END
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PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been no request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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