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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Here’s a juicy collection!

Witches! A witch transforms some obnoxious men into a were-fox, a were-pig, and a moron. What could go wrong there, eh?

A rude stepson! And only solution is a step-mom. Plump up those lips, honey, you’re about to find out how the other half lives!

A man who can’t stop cumming! Zowie! sounds like fun, until it happens to you!

Castration! It is truly amazing how many men think of this. Don’t they realize that their penis is often their only redeeming feature?

Hucows. I love Hucows. It’s like the next step in human evolution, and a satirical statement of the condition of mankind all at the same time.

So here we go. Start flipping those pages (scrolling?) and step into the Feminization Zone.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Gender Transformed by a Witch!

A were-fox, a were-pig, an idiot and a feminized man!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Got a good one for you this time. (I know, they’re all good!)

A man and his friends walk into a bar…

That’s always a good start.

And the start leads to transformation, feminization, sex change, and…I’m not sure if this is a satire or a horror or a paranormal or…but whatever it is, you’re in for a treat!

As always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine, thought Dex, swizzling his gin and tonic, his eye catching the woman’s image in the mirror behind the bar.

First off, she was built. She had bumpers like a fifty-three Cadillac. A waist like a queen wasp, and a rear end that kept moving side to side.

Second off, she had a face. An arching eyebrow that laughed at the world, eyes that sparkled with hidden humor, lips that smiled, and held within them yet another smile.

Third, she was built…he smiled and watched the other customers, his friends, wait, swivel their heads, and scope out that mighty, fine ass.

She passed him, reached the last stool along the bar, and perched herself like a pigeon come to roost. Her sexy, nylon legs were twined, with one heel on the rung, the other leg gently moving back and forth.

Mike, the bartender with a gut, a mustache and a leer, walked down and leered and asked for her order.

The bar was silent now, and the guys heard her plainly. “Death in the Afternoon.”

Death in the Afternoon. Also known as the Hemingway Champagne. absinthe and champagne. A drink for ladies…who liked to bullfight.

Henry, down the bar, stood up and sauntered. Dex held in a grin. Henry had obviously told the fellows around him ‘watch this.’ Henry had an inflated opinion of himself, of his abilities, of his appeal to the finer sex.

Henry passed behind Dex. A lop-sided smile on his face, one hand sliding back along his pompadour.

“Hey, beautiful.”

Oh, fuck, not even a real line. Henry was was not only going nowhere, he was going nowhere fast!

She turned her head, her regal, patrician countenance, looked down at the glob of shit on her heel, and said, “Excuse me?”

Henry should have said nothing. Just turned and ran. Scooted with his tail so far between his legs it tickled his nose.

Instead, like a Kamikaze pilot bent on crashing and burning, “How about a little company.”

Dex would forever remember her response. It would be embellished on the inside of his cranium for all time.

“You pathetic, little dicked excuse for a man.”

She turned back to her drink.

Henry was frozen, and he finally realized he had bitten off more than he could chew. His face a mask of…fear? Was that actually fear on his face? He turned and walked, his legs as stiff as crutches, back to his stool.

The others were looking at him, gauging him, estimating the damage.

It was plenty. He reached between his friends, grabbed his bourbon and socked it down. Like he was throwing a baseball down his throat. Then he simply walked out.

But it wasn’t the words she said, it was the way she said them.

She didn’t just put down a man, she put down every man that contributed to his birth, every father, grandfather and great grandfather, back to Adam.

Her tones were more than icy, they were liquid nitrogen frozen in outer space.

And her eyes were amused the whole time.

Hmm. Interesting. thought Dex.

He watched her in the mirror, studied the tilt of her long but elegant nose, analyzed the M curve of her red lips. Saw that she was wearing nothing but a black dress. Chic. Svelte. Stretchy. Clingy.

No lingerie.

Dex, of course, had a boner.

And, as she approached the halfway mark on her flute of Death in the Afternoon he stood up and walked towards her.

The guys behind him, hunkered like vultures, their heads turned and watching him breathlessly.

He pulled the stool out next to her and sat on it.

He leaned forward and raised a finger to Mike. As if Mike wasn’t watching the play with deathless fascination.

Mike tried to look cool as he approached them, but he tripped on the rubber mat on the floor behind the bar. Recovering himself, he asked, “What’s up, Dex?”

He actually made it sound nonchalant and cool.

“What’s she having?” he jerked his head ever so slightly at the woman, who had noticed him, and was now paying attention with everything but her eyes.

“Death in the Afternoon.”

“Absinthe and what, Champagne?”

“Yep.”

“What kind of champagne.”

“Uh, it’s good stuff.” Which meant it was the house champagne, and probably as palatable as pee.

“Is it a sissy drink?”

“Nah. Hemingway drank it.”

Blandly, Dex asked, “Who’s Hemingway?”

Poor Mike, he actually started to explain. “He’s that writer guy that…aw, fuck. You want one?”

“Yeah, but give me a better champagne.”

A couple of seconds and Mike placed the milky flute in front of Dex.

The woman was staring fixedly at the mirror, at herself, but Dex could feel her eyes on him. Peripheral vision.

Dex lifted the flute, sampled it, made a face like he was trying to puke up a hair ball, and said, “You drink this shit, lady?”

That was the electric moment. That was the moment he made up for poor Henry—and he knew the guys would tell Henry about it and make him feel better—that was the moment it was all up to Miss…fancy drink nose in the air God would I like to fuck her beauty.

A long moment.

She snorted out a laugh. Snorted so hard she had to be careful the absinthe didn’t come out her nose.

She turned to him, a big grin on her face. “That is the best fucking pick up line I have ever heard.”

Dex grinned. He wasn’t in danger of being ejected, he had passed the first test. Now he had a chance.

“Hell, after watching what you did to Henry I figured I was going to go down in flames. I mean, he really didn’t deserve that.”

Her smile didn’t go away, the humor was there, but it condensed into a slanted smile. “All men deserve that.”

Dex matched her smile. He was reading her, watching whether she was a feminist, a man hater, or something worse, something a little psychopathic and to be avoided.

Slap and tickle he liked, needles in his dick he didn’t.

“All men, eh?”

“Sure.” She leaned forward a little, her breasts grazing the shiny bar, and raised a finger for Mike. “Two more, and give us some good, fucking champagne this time, you two timing, low life, piss brain.”

It was the way she said it, not insulting, but making fun of him. Everybody in the bar grinned, even Mike laughed.

Two timing, low life, piss brain? WTF?

Dex let the laughter seep out of him. “How can you scare the shit out of us and make us laugh at the same time.”

“Practice. What do you do, whatever name is?”

“Dex, and I mostly hustle. I’m an okay gambler, as long as I don’t shoot too high. Dare I ask what your profession is, madam?”

His insouciance kept her interested in him and she turned fully to him, placed her hand on his knee, and said, “Fun.”

He blinked, but managed to ask, “How’s the pay?”

She placed her hand inside his thigh and slowly moved it up. “I do it for fun, and if enough men have fun the pay is quite good. Are you willing to have some fun?”

He gulped as she touched his head, “I’m having more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking another barrel of monkeys…what’s your name?”

“My name is Izzie, and there is almost no chance that you will be able to put your squalid, little penis into me.”

“Almost. So maybe…”

She laughed, took her hand off his thigh and turned back to her drink. She tossed it down, waved to Mike and turned back to him. “Okay, Dex, straight talk.”

He waited.

“I am a witch. I mess with men’s minds. I wouldn’t say I hate men, I love them, but as lovers I don’t have much use for them.”

“Are you a lesbian?”

“Sometimes. And sometimes I fuck a man, but this place, you, don’t look like you’re enough fun.”

He tilted his head slightly, grinned, and threw out the challenge. “Try me.”

She nodded slowly, then looked around the bar.

There was an old man at a booth next to the door. There were Dex’s three friends down where Henry had been. They were whispering and sneaking glances at Izzie. And there was Mike.

Izzie stood up on the rungs of her barstool. Her spikes were hooked and she was now a couple of feet taller than Dex. She looked over his head at the men down the bar.

“You guys. Show the old man out.” She turned to Mike. “Mike, give the old man a drink in a cup, then stay behind the bar. You’re not in this, and we need somebody to keep serving us.” Back to the four locals. “Lock the door and come to the back booth.” Back to Mike. “Bring us a tray of whiskeys. If you want to give these guys rot gut that’s okay, but I want the good stuff.”

“But I always serve good stuff!” Mike protested, but it was obvious, even to a drunk, that he was lying through his false teeth.

Two of the barflies went over to the old drunks table, gave him a red solo full of whiskey and showed him to the door. They locked the door after him.

Mike poured a dozen whiskeys and put them on the tray and headed for a table in the back.

Izzie was there first. She sat on one side and pushed up against the wall.

Dex moved in next to her and she gave him a scorching smile.

The three of the regulars piled in opposite them.

Mike placed the tray on the table. “Call me when you’re done. I’m going to read a book. And I better get paid for all this.”

The guys reassured him, but Izzie ignored him. Mike walked back to the bar, poured himself a beer, sat on a stool, and produced a paperback. The title of the paperback was ‘Silithia,’ and it was written by some girl named Grace something or other.

Periodically, as he read, he could be heard softly exclaiming, “Heysoos Xristo! Fuck!”

At the table the four guys had their attention on Izzie.

There was Dexter, and across the table was Hammy, Roger and Denny.

The three men were working class. They wore work shirts, two Ben Davis shirts, and all in Levi’s. Appropriate, because Ben and Levi were partners in the original mass produced jean wear. The other one was wearing a tee shirt, and three of them had ball caps.

Izzie was wearing skinny black pants, and a loose fitting, large sleeved shirt. It showed cleavage, and it was hard to talk to her without glancing down. She had some real mountains.

She reached into one of her large sleeves and pulled out a little pouch. It was purple, a bit worn, had a string to close the mouth and a little pattern of diamonds in the shape of a cat.

“Who are you?”

“What are we doing here?”

The men asked questions, but were pleased to be let in on the party. They stared at her hungrily.

Izzie opened the pouch and shook out four little pills. They were brown, and they looked home made, they were a little misshapen.

“Here you go, boys, wash them down with whiskey.

The four men were not virgins to drugs. They had taken just about everything available at one time or another. But they were also a little older and wiser now. They had all puked their guts out, and two of them had spent the night in jail, and one of them had had his license suspended.

“What is this stuff?” asked Roger. He wore a cap so worn the original logo couldn’t be seen on the front panel.

“Yeah. I don’t wanna get drunk!” As if a pill could get him drunk, and not stoned.

Izzie smiled. “I thought you were men?”

That did it for all but Dex. The other three popped the pellets, slurped their shots, and sat back satisfied. They had proven their manhood, so there!

Dex held up the little ball. “It’s not a matter of  being a man. It’s a matter of being careful.”

Izzie linked her arm through his, rubbed up against him with her large breasts. “What’s the matter, Dex? Scared of a little pill?”

Dex now didn’t want to grin, but he forced himself to, and he felt her hard nipples grazing his forearm as he said, “Nope. What’s in ‘em.’”

“If I tell you will you eat it, no matter what?”

Now he was caught. Sort of. He tried, “Maybe.”

She laughed, and it was a merry sound in the dim lighting of the bar. Then she sighed.  “It’s  a slice of marsh snake, part of the eye of a salamander and the toenail of a frog. I sprinkled a bit of wool scraped off a bat, then I put in drippings from the tongue of a dog. Speaking of tongues, I put in a bit of drool from between the fork of a snake’s tongue and acid derived from a worm’s corpse. I mixed the potion using the leg of a lizard and the wing of an owl. I heated the whole thing up so it would mix well, then I added frozen monkey blood to cool it down. Now then, stop your quibbling and pop the pill, or the door is right down there. Follow the old man out. We’ll give you a cup of whiskey to hide your cowardice in.

She didn’t speak meanly, she didn’t ice up her tones to freeze the blood. She just spoke calmly and matter of factly.

Dex took a breath. Yeah, this was dangerous. He looked around the table.

The others watched him. None were judging him, just curious as to how he would respond.

“No.” He placed the pill on the table.

“Oh, fuck,” stated Izzie. She picked up the pill and tossed it into her own mouth. She swallowed and grinned at him. “See?”

Now Dex felt bad, but not that bad. Just sort of sorry.

“Aw, Dex is all sad now.” She reached up to his head, turned it to him, and pulled him down to her lips.

Their lips met, and it was as good as Dex had thought. Better. Her mouth was sweet and hungry. There was a moistness that made it feel like he was jumping into a spring shower. There was a warmth as of cook fires and matches on a dark night.

And she spat the pill into his mouth. She hadn’t swallowed it, just rolled it around, and now it went shooting down his mouth like it was propelled by a fire hose.

He gulped, jerked back, and she laughed.

And laughed and laughed.

“Your face! You should see your face!”

“What’d she do, Dex?”

He held a hand to his mouth. “The pill.”

The others got it then, and they looked between Dex and Izzie.

Dex was caught. She had tricked him, she had forced him to ingest a foreign substance of what he knew not. He didn’t believe she had put all of that weird stuff in it, but…what was it?

And, on top of that, if that had been a guy he would have punched in the nose so hard his nose stuck into his face, not out of.

But, if it had been a guy he wouldn’t have been kissing, so…he sat back and looked grumpy. Then, as an after thought, he drank his whiskey. Then picked up two more whiskeys and tossed them down the gullet.

Izzie watched him, her laughter waning, but her smile as big as ever.

Then one of the guys turned to her. “Who are you, lady?”

“I’m Izzie. I’m a great and powerful witch, and I have bewitched you all.” She sat back, folded her arms behind her head, which pronounced her breasts even more. “Until tomorrow morning you will do as I say, you will become what I wish.”

Denny muttered, “That was Shakespeare.”

Everybody stared him, not understanding his non-sequential remark.

Izzie said, “So there’s one of you that’s not an idiot. You can remain a man, but you’ll be an idiot.”

“What’s Shakespeare?” asked Hammy.

Denny frowned at her pronouncement, but turned to his friend, “That stuff she was saying. It’s out of a Shakespeare play. I had to read it in high school. Double, double, toil and trouble. A bunch of witches were cursing MacHeath or somebody. I think.

“Your name is Hammy, correct?”

Hammy was a chubby fellow, his named was Hamsmith, which accounted for his nickname name. He nodded and frowned. She was beautiful, but he didn’t know if he wanted her attention anymore. “Uh, yeah.”

“Hammy, you will be my little piglet. You will squeal when we pork you, but you’ll love it.”

“What?” he asked in confusion. This whole thing didn’t make sense to him.

“Lady, you’re crazy,” muttered Roger.

“Crazy like a fox, and you’ve chosen your role in our little play. Which leaves you,” and Izzie turned to Dex.

Dex tried to grin, but he was still a bit irritated. He wished she had kissed him without spitting the pill into him. His mouth achieved a sort of smily grimace.

“You lost your courage. You were like a scared, little girl, so that’s what you will be.” She looked around the table, from man to man, and intoned, “One a were-pig and one a were-fox, one an idiot and one a box.”

Each of them pondered, and Dex realized what the box thing meant. He was supposed to be a girl; he would have a box. A pussy. A cock holster.

Not on his fucking life!

“I’m sorry I ever met you, lady. You and your fucking cuckoo shit.”

Oddly, she didn’t get upset. She merely pulled up one loose sleeve and revealed a wristwatch.

Dex shook his head. That was weird, he hadn’t seen a wristwatch on her arm earlier. She had even hugged his arm, and he would have felt it. But he hadn’t.

“Where’d that come from.”

“Before you walk out on me, have another drink. Just give me five minutes, don’t leave for five minutes, and I’ll tell you the truth.”

“The truth? About what?” he eyed her suspiciously.

“The truth about all this. Come on, Dex.” Now she was sweet and syrupy, again hugging his arm, looking up into his grey eyes with her glistening, dark pools. “Give me five, and I’ll kiss you again.”

“Well…”

“In fact, I’ll more than kiss you. You wanted a fuck, didn’t you?”

“Well…”

Boy, was his attitude changing. He might like her anymore, but he loved her body, and the idea of putting his penis up her ‘gina was pretty damned appealing.

She pulled his head down again, and this time she did kiss him. Really kissed him. And when Izzie kissed a man they stayed kissed.

The other three stared enviously. Hammy and Roger had their tongues out like they were drooling, and they were breathing hard. Denny’s eyes were sort of bugging out, and one eye started twitching.

Dex went from irritation to enjoyment during that kiss. He had had a hard on since she arrived. Sometimes extra hard, sometimes not quite as hard, but hard nevertheless. Now he entered boner city. There was nothing in the world except her lips, and he wanted them to eat him alive. He wanted to give himself up to her exquisite….exquisite…what?

He was confused. He drew back and blinked, and shook his head.

“Take a drink,” Izzie suggested.

He picked up a whiskey, and his hand felt smaller.

“Mike, more bourbon!”

Mike said something back, something signifying his assent, then he put down his book and started pouring shots.

Dex looked at his hand. Before it had surrounded the little shot glass, but now it seemed like the glass had grown bigger.

Or his hand smaller.

But that was impossible. Glass wasn’t like a shirt that could shrink in the wash, and a glass would break if you tried to put it in a washing machine, anyway.

Mike arrived and placed a tray of whiskeys on the table.

“Drink it, Dex,” Izzie whispered. “Then have another.”

Dex couldn’t stop himself. He didn’t want to stop himself. He wanted what she wanted. He drank the whiskey, but it was difficult. It wasn’t like a shot he could just pour down his gullet, it was more, like a glass that he had to sip and sip and swallow in pieces.

Pieces of whiskey, and he giggled.

Then he picked up another glass.

Roger had glass in his hand. He looked a little smaller, too, and he glanced back and forth and around the room, his little eyes small and black and slanted like an Asian’s. But he wasn’t an Asian. He was a smaller man than he had been, and his ears looked to be bigger than they had been.

Hammy snorted, laughing at Roger, then realized that he had snorted. “Oh, ‘scuse me.” But he was confused. Why had he the need to apologize for such a normal sound as a snort.

Everybody snorted at one time or another. Liquid down the wrong pipe, a bit of snot trailing down the sinuses, and…”snort!” He did it again.

“Why’s your head so round?” asked Denny.

The question came out of the grown up’s mouth like a little boy had spoken it. His eyes were shiny and he had a bit of drool seeping out of the corner of his mouth. “What’s happening?” He sounded so innocent.

Dex looked at his friends, studied their features, which were the same, but not quite. He turned his face towards Izzie. “What did you do to them?”

She just shook her head, her mouth a bit turned down at the corners, her eyes reflecting her complete and total and utter innocence.

Roger drank his whiskey. Not downed like a shot, but sipped, and he looked around, then his tongue, looking as sharp as a knife, darted out and licked his jowls.

“Snort!”

“You guys are funny looking!”

Izzie leaned forward, held Dex’s arm, his smaller and thinner arm, his arm that was so hairless and delicate. Her face was next to his as he stared at his friends. “Aren’t you glad you didn’t leave?”

He turned to her, and his hair flowed down the side of his face. He licked his lips and tasted lipstick. Hers? Or…or…

“Look at Dex! He’s so funny!”

“Grrr, you’re funny,” but Roger shrank back as he said it. He looked so small now, and he didn’t have his hands around the whiskey glass now, he had his paws around it. Holding it, balancing it, and his sliver of a tongue darted into the glass and reamed it for alcohol.

“Snort!”

Denny stuck his finger up his nose, wormed it around, then brought it out. Looked at it with a happy grin, and licked it.

“You’ve got such pretty breasts.”

Dex stared at Izzie, what the heck did she…did she…then he looked down.

He was shorter, smaller, no longer six feet tall. Now he was about five foot tall, but his pectorals had swollen, become tits, and they were laying on the table. So big, and him so short, and…he shivered. He felt his nipples against the clothe of his shirt.

Roger didn’t turn all the way into a fox. He was a…a were-fox. He was a couple of feet long, but still sat like a human, though he could have scampered like a little dog, if he wanted.

And he wanted. He suddenly looked around, dropped the shot glass, and leaped onto the floor. On all fours, his body just misshapen enough to guarantee his gait, he ran under the tables, leaped over chairs, and stopped in a corner to pant and look around.

Hammy was next. His body, normally a bit thick but muscular, was now round and…not muscular. Whereas Roger had a light, reddish cast to his flesh, the beginnings of fur, Hammy had bristles, and they itched.

He fell to the floor and pulled his clothes off. It was awkward because it looked like he had hooves in his shoes, and his hands were black and sharp and pointed. His face was round, his nose was pug and tilting upward.

“It’s the bristles,” he snorted.

“What did you do?” Dex blurted, astonished and aghast and alarmed.

Well, almost alarmed. There was something very nice feeling about his soft flesh, the extra fat, the curves that seemed to swoop forever.

“You’re a girl,” snickered Denny.

Dex wanted to leap to his feet, to do something, but he was scared. At first Izzie held to him, then he lost the rest of his male bravery and cowered against her, almost as if his friends were a physical threat to him.

Izzie turned his chin, which was small, a bit narrow, and delicate, and didn’t have nay of his normal stubble on it.

She kissed him soft, so soft. Not like he was a man, and he didn’t feel like a man. He didn’t feel greedy for her mouth, he just wanted to merge with it, to understand it, to accept it.

He wanted to submit to her.

“Have some more whiskey, she said.

Dex took a shot and drank it like he was drinking from a big glass.

Izzie placed several shots on the floor and whistled.

Roger skittered his paws on the floor, approaching warily, but grinning.

“Whiskey,” he growled in a high voice. He stuck his tongue in a short glass and lapped.

Hammy sat on his tail, able to balance his roundness, and held a shot glass in both hands. He sucked the liquid noisily.

Izzie put a whiskey glass into Denny’s hands. He was having trouble controlling his big body with his little mind, but he managed to drink the fiery liquid without spilling too much.

“Ooh, hot!” he giggled.

Then Izzie fed Dex. He had finished his drink, but she picked up another one and held it to his mouth. “Come on, baby. You’re all grown up now.”

He drank, and realized, as she lowered the glass, that her arms are around him. Her hand was holding his tit. Fondling it, and she leaned down and took his nipple in his mouth.

His shirt had somehow turned stretchy, like a dress, and it was easy for her to pull down the top of the dress and pull his breasts out.

He looked down and laughed in delight.

He loved big tits. And now he had big tits. Really big tits.

At the bar Mike had given up trying to read. The book was shoved aside and his palms were on the bar. His mouth was open and his eyeballs were bulging. “What the…what the…” he kept repeating.

“Mike,” Izzie called. “More Death in the Afternoon. With your best booze. Big glass. Two big glasses. Me and my girlfriend feel like a little drinking. Right, honey?”

Izzie kissed Dex again.

Dex was helpless in her arms. He leaned back as Izzie pushed, accommodating her, not struggling.

Then Izzie had him on his back on the bench. She was exploring his mouth with her tongue, and she reached down between his legs.

He had had a boner. A big boner, but now it was gone. Now there was a big, empty space there. A wet space.

His hardness had been changed into plush wetness, and it felt so good. It was just as hot, no, hotter, than a dick.

He felt Izzie’s fingers dash into him, circle the rim and bring him to a shuddering moan.

She sucked on his nipples, then she suddenly moved forward, somehow moving her legs up him in the cramped space of the bench. She knelt on her knees, one knee on each side of him.

He looked up at her, and loved her. The way she towered, the way her breasts stuck out over him.

And he was right, she wasn’t wearing any underwear. No panties. No bra. No nothing but the lips between her legs.

Lips that wanted him, except…except he no longer had a penis.

How could he fuck her with no dick?

But, God! how he wanted to!

He was burning up! He was sloshy between his thighs. He wanted to…he wanted to…no he didn’t. He didn’t want to do to…he wanted to be done to.

He wanted Izzie to have a dick! He wanted to be poked!

He cried out with frustration, but it did no good.

Then Izzie lowered herself onto his face.

He was a woman, and it was okay. He could perform Cunnilingus. He could eat Izzie out!

Feeling a desperate urge, associating eating with fucking, with putting his man dick which he had no longer into a pussy with his tongue becoming a dick and doing the penetration.

He was confused, and he spoke, cried out, wailed, and his tongue did the job.

Izzie cried out and arched her back. She held her own tits, pulled on the nipples, and rode Dex’s face.

Roger sniffed Hammy’s between the legs.

Hammy snorted at the half fox.

Denny drooled into an empty glass of whiskey and sucked up the drool.

And the night unfolded.


Part Two

Izzie sat at the table and giggled.

Roger the were-fox had his elongated snout half up her pussy, his paws were pushing on the bench, trying to get traction.

Hammy was snuffling and snorting and having a gay old time. Izzie was going to have the cleanest tootsies in town.

“Denny, don’t cum,” she commanded the madly masturbating man. She turned to the others. “That goes for all of you. Don’t you dare cum. Get as close as you can, but I want you all at fever peak when my friends get here. Got that?”

‘Snuffle, snort and yes,’ came the answers.

Dex was going crazy. He had always had a cock, he was used to the stroke for broke and it ain’t no joke, but now he didn’t have a cock, and she was just teasing him, bringing him along slowly, slowly, delighting in his frustration.

“Please,” Dex whined. “I’ve never had a female orgasm!”

“And you may not tonight. And then again, you might. I’m not sure how I feel about you. You make a very pretty young woman, but I’m still a little bit miffed at your manly manners.”

“I’m sorry! I’ll do better when…when you change…” and Dex stopped.

Izzie’s eyes crinkled up in merriment as she saw him get it.

“You are going to change me back, aren’t you?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Depends on how brave you are as a woman. If you get brave enough, then maybe you won’t be so arrogant as a man. It’s a balance, you see.”

“What’s a balance?”

“A brave man is a cowardly woman. A brave woman is a cowardly man. somewhere in between it the proper balance. That’s why you see so many screwed up marriages.”

“It is?”

“Sure. You get a big, bully man and he victimizes his wife. Or you get a woman who dominates her hubby, make him wear panties and make up and things. It’s all a. matter of seeking a balance.”

“But I’m wearing those things now! I…” again, he stopped. “Where did these clothes come from?” He looked at Roger and Hammy. “Where did their clothes go?”

“Into the mist, my little twist. Now spread your legs.”

Under Izzie’s control, Dex had no choice. He spread his curvy, little stems apart and Izzie snapped her fingers. “Hammy. Give Dex an almost orgasm. Don’t let him cum, though.”

As a were-pig Hammy was a man, and he was a pig, and he was combined. His belly protruded and his head was fat and round. He had hooves instead of hands and feet, and he had a pig’s appetite for sex.

Dex was his friend, and a man, and he didn’t go for men. But right then…Dex wasn’t looking too manly.

Hammy jumped up on the bench, almost into Izzie’s lap, and turned and pushed his snout between Dex’s legs.

Snuffle snort, wheeze and gasp.

A pig’s tongue is five inches long, and it is very tough. Add to that that it has three times the number of taste buds, and Hammy was a very anxious were-pig.

He scrabbled his hooves, leaned his weight, and pushed his tongue forth.

“You like it,” said Izzie, her statement really a command, and Dex liked it.

“OH…EEE…YES!”

Hammy’s piggy shoulders hunched forward, he made gobbling sounds, and he pinned Dex to the table with his lust.

Izzie laughed happily. “Denny, bend over the table, let Roger have a taste.”

Underneath his idiot brain, Denny was aware. He was stupid, but he took his pants down and bent over and felt the Roger extend his fox tongue.

A fox’s tongue is actually about as long as a pig’s. The difference is that a fox’s tongue has a sandpaper texture, and it is only an inch wide. So while Hammy’s tongue was slapping away, only getting inside of Dex a little, Roger’s tongue was inserting rather deeply.

Denny may have been stupid, but he could feel pleasure, and when that sandpaper tube started slithering back and forth inside his heinie he cried out and raised his butt and gave better access.

To the side Mike was snapping away, videoing everything. He had a big dong under his dirty apron, and he kept grunting and pushing his hips against the bar.

“Oh, my horny, little friends,” laughed Izzie. “Mike! More Death in the Afternoon!”

Mike hurried over and held out the drinks.

“Hammy, down.”

Hammy, showing disappointment, pushed back and away and jumped to the floor.

Dex sat, his face stunned, his eyes dull, and Izzie put the drink in his hand and moved his hand to his mouth.

Dex sipped the drink and slowly came back to reality. Such as it was.

“Okay, Dex, time to really have some fun. You just got tongue fucked by a were-pig. Did it feel good?”

Suddenly Dex wasn’t feeling so happy. Izzie released her control on him and he felt revulsion wash over him.

Oh, my God! I was doing it with a pig! He looked at his friend, Hammy, sitting on the floor and squealing his desire to be back up licking at Dex’s pussy.

His pussy.

Too much to take in.

But what he did understand was that a were-pig had pleasured him, and he had liked it. He shivered, and it was not so much disgust with the were-pig, it was for himself.

He turned to Izzie, “You’re sick. Don’t make me do that again.”

Izzie was now smothering laughter. “Oh, don’t worry. I won’t. I’ll make you do something better.”

“No!” Dex didn’t want to do anything!

“Would you like me to fuck you?”

Dex blinked once and stared.

“I’m going to give you three things to do. I’m telling you right now that they will cause you more pleasure than a simple were-pig’s tongue slapping up and down over your pretty, little vagina. Now, you will like what you have to do, but you won’t want to do them. But you will want to do them. You’re going to think about it now, and in one minute you will ask me what those three things are.”

Dex muttered, “No. I’m out of here.”

He slid off the bench and his friends rubbed up against his legs. He had on a dress, up to the mid thigh, and his skin was exposed. Reggie, on hands and knees with soft, red fur felt good against his bare calves.

Hammy, however, was bristly. Pig’s bristles are stiff enough to be used on hair brushes, and the feel of them scraping against his bare flesh was painful, and it even felt like they were cutting into the skin.

“Stop it!” sobbed Dex in a girly, high voice.

He ran for the door, and realized he couldn’t run very well in high heels. Not only that, his boobs were bouncing!

Three strikes and he couldn’t get out! Izzie yelled at Roger and Hammy, “Stop him!”

The were-pig and the were-fox were both faster than him, and they got in front of him, and though they were a little small than him, they tripped him and butted at his legs and he stumbled and they stood in front of the door and growled at him.

He turned to Izzie, “Let me go!”

“Come back here right now, or I’ll send Denny after you.”

Across the table Denny wheezed a retarded laugh and his big chest huffed up and down. While the others had grown smaller, Denny had grown larger, there was no way Dex could have resisted Denny’s big muscles.

Dex trudged slowly back towards the table. He eyed the hallway to the back door, but Mike had put the night chain on it. He was caught.

“That’s a good girl,” Izzie spoke cheerfully, and she patted the bench next to herself.“Now sit down and learn what your first task is.

Dex broke. He sprinted down the hallway to the back door. Crying and screaming he pulled on the back door, but the chains held.

He picked up a broom that was standing in a corner and bashed at the lock on the chain. No go.

He cried and screamed and his long hair got in his eyes, then two big arms went around his waist and lifted him up.

“OOF!” he grunted.

Denny was amazingly strong, and he carried Dex back up the hallway.

“Denny! Let me go! Let me go!”

Denny plopped him onto the bench and Izzie frowned at him.

“Dex, since you’ve been so bad I’m going to up the ante. If you don’t accomplish the three tasks I’m about to give you, you’ll remain a girl. I won’t change you back.”

“What? No!”

“You brought it on yourself. I granted you a bit of free will and the first thing you do is try to run away. Not nice.”

Dex sat and sobbed softly. He had been a man, big and strong and brave, and now he wasn’t. Now he wore heels and lipstick, he had big breasts, and he was scared.

Did all women feel this way?

He doubted it. They couldn’t, not and live their lives. So as a man he really was a cowardly, little girl.

“Okay, Dex, the first thing you’ve got to do is kiss an idiot.”

Dex’s head swiveled towards the woman and he shivered. “No!” But his ‘no’ was almost a whisper.

“God loves drunks and idiots, and it is only right that you show appreciation for your friend’s condition.”

“But…but he’s a man!”

“And you’re a woman!”

“I’m a man inside!”

“Do you really feel that brave?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Then you must kiss Denny, and you must kiss his penis…until he squirts.”

“What? NO!”

That you’ll remain a woman. Welcome to the other sex, sister. It won’t be so bad. In fact, you’ll grow to love having a pussy, even when I’m not around. You’ll get to wear the prettiest dresses, and you’ll put on make up every day and—“

“STOP!”

Izzie stopped, and watched, and waited.

Denny shuddered, he shivered, he quaked.

Kiss a man? That was more revolting than having his pussy lapped at by a pig, even if the pig was really a were-pig.

“Okay,” his voice broke. “Okay.”

Izzie waited, then said, “I’m waiting. And you better make that kiss good. You’ve got to kiss him until he’s hard enough to suck. Got it.”

Dex nodded.

“Okay, Denny, stand over there. Dex, get busy.”

Denny stood at the side of the table. He was grinning broadly, drooling, and scratching an armpit.

Dex stood up and faced his friend.

“But—“ he spoke to Izzie, but at the smile on her face he gave up. No way out. He stepped up to Denny.

Men are revolted by the idea of kissing men. Unless they are pink men, homosexual, or just preferring to feel the whiskers and the groping hands.

Denny was totally revolted. His stomach was queasy at the thought, but he had to do it. He couldn’t stay a girl forever!

“Heh heh heh!” chuckled Denny. He might be an idiot, but he had sexual desires. And Dex wasn’t a big, ugly man any more, he was a pretty woman with big breasts. In his idiot mind there was no consideration for the fact that Dex had once been masculine.

Dex looked up at the big, blubbery lips. He picked up a napkin, groaned and his hands shook, and he reached up and wiped the drool off Denny’s mouth.

Then he put his hands on Denny’s biceps and leaned up and…kissed him.

Denny suddenly wrapped Dex in his big arms and smooched his friend’s lips. His pressed his mouth down and kissed, and he might have been an idiot, but lust is lust and a his kiss was pretty damned good.

Dex struggled, wanted to run away, but there was no way to defeat Denny’s big arms.

And he gave up.

A kiss is a kiss, and he was getting kissed, and, like a horny man, he gave into the kiss.

It was good. It was smash mouth, lip licking good, and the heat built.

Denny kissed, and he held on with one hand and reached up with the other one and pawed Dex’s breasts.

Even that felt good! Felt better! The big hands squeezing, the palms rubbing over the nipples.

Denny’s fat tongue poked into Dex’s mouth, and Dex closed his eyes and lost himself in the sensations of—

“Ahem.”

Dex turned, breaking the kiss, and looked at Izzie.

“I don’t mean to interfere with you two lovers, but Denny’s got a boner.”

Sure enough. Denny’s pants were bulging out. Dex looked down. He was caught between lust and lust. He wanted to kiss some more, but he was there to suck cock, so…he knelt and undid Denny’s zipper.

Denny had a big cock to start with, and becoming an idiot just made his cock bigger. It was a hog and a half, hard and straight, with two, big, massive balls to back it up.

Denny stared at the cock, his eyes to the single eye, and shuddered. Suddenly he remembered he was a man! And men didn’t suck the cocks of other men! Not unless they were gay or something.

Then he remembered, he wasn’t gay, he was…a girl. And girls were supposed to suck cock.

His head moved beyond his control, moved forward and his mouth opened. “Oh, fuck,” he mumbled, the last word getting a bit jumbled as the pig penis filled his mouth.

Denny reached down and grabbed Dex’s head and began slamming his hips back and forth. And that was the good news.

Dex was so freaked out it might have taken him hours to finally get Denny to shoot his load.

But Denny fucking his mouth sped the process up.

The stuff smelled like bleach and had the texture of snot, but it went right down Dex’s throat so fast he didn’t even have time to think about it.

Besides. He was a girl now, wasn’t he?

Denny’s knees were shaking as he sat down. He wiped his brow and grunted, “Good.”

Izzie reached across and patted Denny’s hand. “I know it was. You can go to sleep now. And wake up a man.”

Denny’s head went to the side, his body went to the side, and a mighty snore erupted from him as he slipped into sleep.

“He’s not changing back!” protested Dex.

“He won’t, not unless you complete your three tasks. Just think, if you don’t make it then you will have doomed your friends. Hammy will keep changing, and he will become a real pig. The same for Roger as a fox. The same for Denny remaining an idiot.

Dex sat down. He arranged his dress, just like a girl sitting would, and sighed.

“Now, have a shot of whiskey and screw up your courage. You’re about to go places.”

Dex didn’t hesitate. He took two shots, quick, and slammed the glasses back down. “Okay.”

“Your next mission, should you choose to accept it,” Izzie broke into laughter.

“Not funny,” commented Dex, throwing down another whiskey.

“Oh, it is. Your next task is to have anal sex…”

Dex gasped.

“…with Roger’s tongue.”

Dex’s mouth opened. “No!”

On the floor Roger was sitting like a dog, a human dog, sort of. He had fur on his back now, and his paws were growing little claws, and his snout was even longer, more narrow. He even had a big, bushy tail.

At Izzie’s words he sat up straighter and his fox’s mouth grinned wide and his little tongue licked at his jowls.

“Yep. Now lay down and spread your legs.”

“No!”

“Okay,” and she sat back, folded her arms under her huge breasts and smiled at him.

Dex saw it then. A lifetime as a girl. And, in a way worse, his friends, his poor friends, just because of him, would be doomed.

Izzie tilted her head.

Dex’s head slumped.

“Where do I do this?”

“Right here. Just lay on your back, your head up here. Roger can jump up.”

The table was long, and Dex got up on the bench, then the table, and lay on his back.

His head was down by Izzie, who reached out and brushed his hair. His legs were spread, and his boobs stopped him from seeing down there.

He felt the motion of the table as the were-fox jumped up, then he felt that five inch tongue, that was an inch wide, slither into him.

He cried out, and found himself gripping Izzie’s arm.

“Easy, Dex. It’s okay.”

Then, while Roger lapped at his back door, sticking that prehensile tongue into him, he shivered, and Izzie kissed him.

Dex wouldn’t have gotten through that moment, except for Izzie kissing him.

His anus was twitching as the sliver of tongue went round and round, up and down, licking and lapping.

Roger’s tongue, very fox-like, had barbs on it. It was rough, and he felt it like the were-fox was trying to pull him inside out.

And it felt so fucking good that Dex…Dex forced himself to concentrate on Izzie’s lips.

He blotted Roger out of his mind and focused on Izzie’s beautiful, curvy lips, how they held his lips, how their lips meshed, the soft, wet heat of them.

Dex didn’t have an orgasm, but Roger’s tongue must have been tapping on his prostate, because he started to leak semen. A golden feeling washed over him, but he attributed it to the kissing of his mouth by Izzie, rather than the attentions of Roger the were-fox.

He had to.

Or go insane.

Then, his back arching with pleasure, his whole body feeling satisfied, but still horny, Izzie broke the kiss.

“Down, Roger,” she said, and the disappointed fox leaped off the table.

“Go to sleep now, and when you awake you will be yourself.”

Roger immediately jumped down on the bench next to Denny. He slept with his head resting on Denny’s ass.

Dex didn’t get up. He just curled, and slid to the side, and onto the bench, huddled up against Izzie, sobbing, but with happiness. He felt so good.

For a long moment Izzie brushed his hair, felt his boobs, kissed him, and then handed him a whiskey.

“Drink, sweetheart. Your third task is here.”

Dex looked up through wet eyes, noticed that his eyelashes were longer, his boobs bigger, his mouth felt…puffy.

He knew: he was going to change into a girl all the way if he didn’t keep going.

And he had done two tasks, so what was the big deal?

He nodded.

“All you have to do, sweetheart, is to get down on the floor, on all fours, and make yourself available. Hammy will take care of the rest.”

Dex leaped away from Izzie and stared at her in horror.

“Him? Doing…doing me? A pig?”

“He’s a were-pig, honey. Don’t hurt his feelings.”

Dex turned and looked down at his friend on the floor.

Yes, Hammy was still human, but not by a lot. He was fat, his ears poked up, he had a squiggly, little curled tail.

And he had a pig’s boner, and Dex had never seen a pig’s dick. Let alone a were-pig’s.

It was nine inches long and curly, sort of like his tail. It was a corkscrew spike, and it was thick and pulsing and dripping.

He looked up at Hammy’s face.

Hammy still had humanoid features, but they were rounded, blunted, porcine-like.

If Dex didn’t do this his friend would be stuck in a pig’s body forever! At least until he died, which the porky figure might prefer.

Not many people would think that becoming a pig was better than being a human. Snuffling through the garbage, waiting to become pork chops. Not a great life.

So Dex had to do it.

He slid off the bench, knelt down in front of the bench and…

“On the table.”

Dex looked up.

“Hammy can jump up. He’s an agile, little fellow, aren’t you Hammy?”

Hammy managed to nod his fat head, and his piggy features looked so very happy.

Dex stood up and climbed on the table. He crouched down on all fours. He lifted his dress and his bare pussy was exposed.

The table bounced as the were-pig jumped up on it. But it didn’t collapse, and Hammy moved forward.

Dex felt it going in. He felt the corkscrew reaming him, filling his insides, and it seemed like it took an hour for the thing to become seated, then the were-pig started thrusting and pulling back.

The ridges of the corkscrew cock rippled against his labia, then, inside him, it felt like the corkscrew flattened out, then the were-pig drew back.

That was the moment that Dex should have gone insane. Indeed, there was a large part of him that just wanted to chuckle into forever, but Izzie reached under him and cupped his breasts.

The pig hunched and humped.

Izzie whispered in his ear and distracted him, and he…liked it.

The incredible feel of the coils bumping through his velvet tunnel.

But he did cry, and he knew if it wasn’t for Izzie massaging his tits he would have buckled.

But he didn’t, and when the were-pig spewed he was okay.

The were-fox, the were-pig, and the idiot slept, curled around each other like brothers in a litter.

Dex lay in Izzie’s arms and sniffled and she dried his tears.

“Very good, honey. You’re the kind of man I want after all.”

Dex nodded. Shattered, but happy. Now that it was done he liked it. All of it. He would have done it all again, and with no back off.

But now it was time to collect his reward.

“Would you like me to grow a dick and fuck you? Or would you like your dick back so you could fuck me? Or would you like us both grow dicks and do a super trib type fuck?”

“Super trib type of fuck?”

He was asking a question, but Izzie knew what she wanted. “Excellent. Now close your eyes and I’ll help us grow dicks.”

Dex closed his eyes, and felt her hand in his groin. He felt her fingers pulling at his pud, stretching out his mons. He felt the clitoris being manipulated, and growing bigger. He felt the return of a boner.

Yet he still had a pussy! He was still a young woman!

He opened his eyes and stared at Izzie.

Her dress was up and she had a huge cock, bigger than his.

She smiled happily. “Okay, honey, lay here and spread your legs.

Tribbing is when two women open the legs like scissors, then push them together, pussy to pussy. They rub until they have orgasm.

Izzie moved up on the table and they scissored their legs and pressed their pussies together, except they didn’t have just pussies. They had cocks and pussies.

Slowly, gently, lovingly, they slid their penis’s into each other’s holes. He was in her and she was in him. They folded a bit so they could reach out and touch each other’s breasts, and they began…wiggling. That is the only name for it.

They couldn’t hump, but they could…fold over. Their sex organs slipped and turned, were stopped by the limits of anatomy, then they adjusted their positions and turned the other way.

For a moment during a big wiggle one could reach the other’s breasts, and they sucked and nipped and pulled nipples with their teeth, then wiggled the other way.

Back and forth, the excitement, doubled by their double sex organ fuck, they went.

Harder, faster, wetter, loving.

And the orgasm, when it came, occurred at the exact time for both of them, and it was a double powered orgasm.

Actually, quadruple powered.


Epilogue

Dex looked at his friends. They lay entwined, but human. All traces of fur and fang, of paw and claw, were gone. They were human.

Dex was still a girl, but his penis had shrunk back into his body, the only sign of it being a swollen clitoris.

And, of course, he as messy with semen. His pussy was slick with what felt like4 quadruple the sperm.

Izzie yawned and stood by the door.

Sunshine was coming through windows, and the boys were due to wake up soon.

Dex looked at Izzie. “What about me?”

“What about you?”

“Aren’t you going to change me back?”

“I tried, but you don’t want to change.”

Dex was silent. Then he opened his mouth to speak, and closed it.

He was a woman. Forever. And darned if that wasn’t how he wanted it.

“What will I do?” he finally asked.

Izzie took his hands in hers. “You’ll come with me. You’ll be my little fuck chick. Sometimes you’ll be able to be a man, but all the time we’ll be together. Sometimes I’ll do you, and sometimes you’ll do me, and sometimes we’ll do each other. But all the time we’ll have fun.”

Dexter thought about that. He looked back at his sleeping friends. “Bye, guys. You’ve been good friends, and better lovers. I’ll see you again sometime.”

He contemplated them fondly for a second, then added, “And say good bye to Henry. Poor guy missed all the fun.”

Then Dex turned back and took Izzie’s outstretched hand.

Izzie touched the chains on the door and they fell away, then she and she, and sometimes he, and sometimes, at her whim, a were-pig, or fox, or duck or whatever she wanted him to be, stepped into the sunlight.

END
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She dominated, she chastised, she was…

The Feminizing Step-Mother!
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Don’t you just love step-mommies? They try extra hard to make little Johnny and Janey love them. They give great presents. They try to make up for the fact that they aren’t your real parents.

Sweet.

Unless, of course, they are the wicked witch type of step-mommy.

Then they don’t care, and they take hold with a grip of iron and some nasty sex toys and…a gleeful grin.

All of which just goes to show that you shouldn’t mess with step-mommy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t think you understand,” said Grant. “When Lucas comes home he is…he’s difficult.”

He and Shiela were sitting on the second floor balcony, outside the big master bedroom.

He was an older man, sixty, but still had lead in his pencil. His hair was silver, his chin was chiseled, and his eyes were a level grey. Add to that the fact that he did a full work out every day, running, hitting the bag, a little weightlifting, and it was easy to see why a woman twenty years his junior had fallen for him.

Shiela was five foot four, just an inch shorter than Grant, with auburn hair that either hung to her shoulder or was up in a ponytail. Her body was the stuff of dreams. 36 by 24 by 36. But a large 36 on top. Her eyes were blue, the light, opaque kind of blue that was quite good at hiding her thoughts.

“What do you mean by ‘difficult?’”

“Well, he’s never forgiven me for divorcing his mother.”

“So why doesn’t he live with her?”

“She won’t have him. He’s…” he smiled ruefully, “…difficult.”

“But if he’s difficult with you for divorcing her, why is he difficult with her?”

“That is a question, is it not? For divorcing me?”

Shiela chuckled. She had a low, sultry voice, very sexy, and Grant found himself responding. His pants filled up, his heart started pounding, and…he wanted her.

Unfortunately, while she had proven an easy fuck when they first met, her interest in sex had waned since they had been married.

While his interest had grown. Which is the way it is: you want what you can’t have.

“So what’s Lucas going to do that will bother me?”

“A sulky attitude. Rudeness. Won’t contribute to the house function. That sort of thing.”

“So why don’t you stop giving him an allowance?

He sighed. “To be honest? Because if I cut him off he just hangs out here, and I’m tired of that.”

“All that shouldn’t bother me.”

“It might, that’s why I’m warning you now. I’ll be in China, you’ll be here, and Lucas might get under your skin.”

She smiled and leaned forward. They were in chairs catty corner to each other, and she patted his knee. She had noticed his excitement. “Don’t you worry about Mr. Difficult. I know how to handle angry, young men.”

“Well, I just thought…”

Her hand rose on his thigh and he started breathing faster.

“You think too much. Want to squirt?”

Oh, Lord, did he!

“I wouldn't mind.”

She tugged her chair over, reached into his lap and unzipped him.

“Do you think we could…you know?” He nodded his head back towards the bedroom and the big bed.

“Nah. I like to do it this way.”

He acquiesced, sliding down in his chair a little and letting his dingus sprout up.

She gripped him with both hands, she watched him.

His breath caught as her hands moved up and down.

He jerked when she pulled his balls out. He could already feel the sperm roiling around down there.

But he risked it all. “Why don’t you want to make love?”

She didn’t get mad, like she sometimes did. She just pursed her red lips and studied him. “I don’t want to get messy and sweaty. I like watching you when you spew your seed. Most of all, by not letting you top me I retain a certain degree of control. I am my own woman. I am in control.”

“Well, I wish you’d let me be in control sometime.”

“Now where’s the fun in that?” she laughed.

Her hands moved faster, his breath became jerky. He tried to relax, to make it last.

Lord knew he didn’t get it enough. Not like before they were married.

She watched him carefully, felt the impulse begin in his testicles, felt the shaft tighten up, throb, and just when he was starting to shoot she slowed down. Gave it a squeeze.

He came, but he only came halfway. His seed spurted a drop, then it drooled half heartedly, then it stopped.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. “Why can’t you let me shoot all the way?”

She patted his cheek with her cum wet hand. “Now where would the fun in that be?”

“It would be fun for me,” he groused.

“But this way you stay horny. You stay compliant. You give me what I want. You don’t treat me like a used up, old wife.”

“I wouldn’t do that anyway!”

“I don’t want to risk it.” Then she licked her hand and smiled at him.

He shivered. He still had a load ready to go. Relief was a short-lived thing in their marriage.

Later that night, when Grant was asleep in bed, Shiela got up and wandered through the house.

She wore a pale blue negligee over her thrusting tits. She kept it open so her pussy was visible. She carried a small drawstring pouch in one hand.

There was nobody to see her, but she still liked to act like there was.

She was an exhibitionist always on parade. Always showing off her spectacular body. Always  sexy and sultry.

She didn’t get turned on by sex, she got turned on by denying sex.

Having a man dripping in her hand, unable to get the rest of it out, was the biggest turn on in her life.

She went out to the pool and sat in a lounge chair under the eaves.

She was under the bedroom and the moonlight shone directly on her, but even if Grant was awake he wouldn’t be able to see her.

She sighed and felt like the moonlight was illuminating her every secret.

And her every secret was that she was loveless. She had married for money. She didn’t want to fuck the old man.

But his son…hmmm. That might be interesting.

She was 40, Lucas was 20, and she was a MILF in the truest sense of the word.

Young men made her hot, made her wet. Just thinking about them was a thrill. Their strong, young bodies. Their stiff penises. The way they looked at her, lusted after her, thinking they could never hope to get between her thighs.

But they could. And did. And mostly it was her doing the come on.

And Lucas was due home.

In fact, she was going to take Grant to the airport, send him off for a  couple of months, and pick up Lucas within an hour.

Out with the old, in with the new.

Perfect.

She sighed in the moonlight, her large breasts heaving, her negligee falling apart and revealing her triangle.

She had her hair removed long ago. It didn’t even grow back now, and she loved to sit and feel her soft mons, her fleshy labia, her pointed clitoris.

She had nipple rings, and once she had had rings through her labia.

Maybe she should do that again. Get a nice big set of rings for men to grip and pull apart and reveal her wet pinkness.

Maybe while Grant was away. Yes. Get her labia pierced, maybe introduce Mr. Difficult Lucas to a little kinky sex.

He would want her as a MILF, everybody did. But to want her as a kink. To put some screws in the basement wall, some eye-screws. To chain her nipples to the wall, to wear chains on her upper thighs and keep her labia open and dripping.

She was hot now, just thinking about what could be done to her.

She opened the drawstring bag and took out a pink vibrator. A small one with a bulb on one end and a thin handle on the other. She arched her back and inserted the pink vibrator into her anus.

The sensations rocketed through her. She shivered, up the body, like a dog shaking off water.

She took out a glass dildo, one with a slight bend and a ball on the end. She pressed it to her mons, ran it up and down her slit, and quake with desire.

That was the thing: ruining Grant’s orgasms made her so horny she couldn’t stand it.

But what if she didn’t have the boy do nasty things to her…what if she did them to him?

She had done that a couple of times. She had taken a young man once, tied him to a bed and striped his ass. She had stuffed a dildo in his mouth, put a chastity tube on him, and teased him 24/7 for a week.

Until she could no longer stand up.

She had gone to bed, him crying out for her, humping the air and begging, and when she came back to him, after a good night’s sleep, he was goofy.

He was like a moron, babbling and drooling and begging for sex.

She hadn’t, of course, let him have any. She had simply let him loose and showed him the door.

He hung around the front, and she called the police.

And while he cried and sobbed and begged for a fuck, a stick up his ass, a kiss…she had had some of the best solo sessions of her life.

She had a spent a week doing nothing but getting herself off. While he wandered the streets, hid in the bushes and jacked—before the police picked him up—and wasn’t worth much after that.

Hunh! He had been a law student with promise, until he met her. Last she heard he was standing in lines at soup kitchens.

Lucas was coming home.

Hmmm.

The next morning Shiela rolled over and stroked Grant for a long while. She edged him, then she kissed him and got up.

He whined and made gulping noises.

She took a shower.

Then she hopped into the Mercedes and trucked on down to the tattoo parlor

‘Ink You!’ was the name on the building, and the windows were blacked out.

Inside the building were three chairs, no waiting. The walls had artwork on them. The place smelled of ink, that peculiar smell, and there were two fellows sitting in the chairs, feet up, smoking cigarettes.

They both had sleeves. They were both bearded, and one had nipple rings. The other one had rings in his ears, big rings.

One of them started to stand up but Shiela just motioned him down.

The artists were bemused as she walked around them, then she chose the one on the right. “I’ve had rings in my pussy before, four on each labia, and I want them again. I want the minimum bleeding, I’m in a hurry to…do things.”

“The man on the left stood up. “Let’s go in the back.”

They went in the back because they didn’t want Shiela laying with her legs open in the front. which was odd because that would have been nothing but good advertisement for a place like theirs.

The back had one chair with legs that separated, straps to hold the legs, or arms, or whatever, in place. People moving while needles were poking through their privates, or whatever, were an invitation to disaster.

“How thick?”

“Thick.”

He held up a series of rings, one at a time, until she chose a set.

She hadn’t worn panties, but she had them in her purse, in case of blood.

She lifted her skirt and hopped up on the chair.

It was comfortable, nicely cushioned, and the man got to work.

“This will be easy,” he said. “The marks are still there.”

“Bleeding?”

“Not much. Probably not at all, but don’t sue me if there is blood.”

“Hell! If there’s blood then I just won’t fuck you.”

He grinned. He could tell that Miss High Falutin was serious. He would be extra careful.

Slowly he put a needle through her soft flesh, Everything went smoothly, and within half an hour she was adorned. She had four big, thick rings on each lip, and there was no blood.

He held a mirror for here while she was in the chair and she examined his work and nodded.

“Nice. Want to fuck me now?”

He did.

She got home an hour later, just in time to take Grant to the airport.

“Where you been?” he asked cheerfully as he rolled his big suitcase through the house.

“Got some rings put in my pussy.”

He stopped and blinked and turned to her. He didn’t say anything, just looked at her.

He was used to her quirks and idiosyncrasies, but this…rings in her pussy?

She lifted her skirt and spread her legs and tilted her hips out. The rings pushed out, an even set of four on a side, and her moistness made a silvery sparkle.

His mouth dropped open.

“Something for you to dream about while you’re in China.”

“Oh, Lord,” he whispered, smacking his lips.

“Just think. I’ll be sampling every dildo I can, and when you get back I’m going to put a lock on the rings. You won’t be able to get your dick in me. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

“I’d like to get in you,” he whispered, mesmerized by her rings.

“Too bad, so sad,” she dropped her skirt. “Now pack the car and let’s go.”

Five minutes later they were driving to the airport. She was driving. He was staring at her, his pants bulging out, a bit of drool actually leaking from his mouth.

“So Lucas is trouble,” she commented.

Sighing, his eyes on her crotch, his imagination on her rings, he said, “He can be. He’s a sensitive boy, at least he was. He was actually sort of a mama’s boy. then he grew up and became resentful.”

“Before the divorce?”

“A little bit before, a lot after.”

“Well, I’ll handle him.”

“How?” he asked, genuinely curious.

“I’ll empty the basement, make a dungeon out of it. I’ll use whips and sex to cow him. I’ll train him.”

This was hard talk, and while Shiela was a bit of a wild hair, this was even wilder.

Then he thought: fuck it!

“Well, if that’s what it takes, you have my permission.”

“Honey!” She grinned at him as she held the wheel. “I don’t need your permission.”

He had to laugh then.

“What’s got into you?” he asked.

“I don’t know. I’m just feeling a little…crazy. Maybe it’s all that sex you’ve been denying me.”

“I denied you?” He shook his head and laughed lightly. “Don’t you think it’s the other way around?”

“Are you kidding?”

She reached over and grabbed his hand, she pulled it across the console and placed it on her right tit.

He could feel her nipple, hot, pointed, and her blood pulsing in her breast.

“Honey, you get me so horny that I have to masturbate all the time. When you’re sleeping, when you’re at work, all the time. While you’re shuffling papers or counting sheep I’ve got a vibrator up my pussy and I’m working it like a hockey player works his stick.”

Now Grant’s cock was ready to burst. He had only had half a cum the day before, and that made him hornier.

But before he could do anything Shiela pulled into the airport.

Grant stepped out of the car and he was half bent over courtesy of his hard cock.

Shiela stepped out and grinned as he shuffled, half bent, to the trunk and got out his luggage.

They walked together, and slowly his hard on waned.

“Not going to miss me, eh?” She ‘accidentally’ brushed a hand against his groin.

He groaned, and his pecker started up again.

“Honey. We’re going to have to have a long talk when I get home.”

“Or a long fuck. Which did you want? A talk or a fuck? Both are four letter words.”

He shook his head, actually a bit out of sorts with all this odd and highly charged tension.

She walked him to the gate, stood with him for a few moments and watched the big airliners roll up to the gates.

“Here we go,” he mumbled, watching a ground crew scurry about.

The big tube with wings rolled up and the walkway was rolled up tot he door.

“Okay, honey. I love you.”

“I love you, too,” she lied, kissing his cheek. “And don’t worry about Lucas.”

He chuckled. “A dungeon, eh? If only it was that simple.”

Then they hugged and he was gone.

She didn’t bother watching the plane leave, those things would sit around forever, gassing up and loading luggage. Instead, she headed for the airport bar.

“Death in the Afternoon,” she stated to the bartender. He was trying to eye her boobs surreptitiously, and not doing a good job of it. “And if you don’t take your eyes off my boobs I’ll throw it in your face.”

He kept his eyes off her boobs and served her the drink.

It came in a flute. It was milky white, a combination of absinthe and champagne. Some people said it was sweet, and some said it tasted like licorice. Whatever, it gave a high that was almost hallucinogenic.

“Another one,” she commanded, sipping at the first. When he brought the second one she decided to reward him. After all, him staring at her boobs was a compliment, and he had fetched the drinks speedily.

“Sorry I was snappy. But men with big dicks always make me that way.”

He gulped and his eyes actually fluttered. but he tried to be around and helpful as she sipped the second drink.

Shiela turned and watched out the doors, out the big windows, and waited for Lucas to arrive.

He was coming in on Southwest, and she was in a perfect position to check out the planes as they taxied up.

She watched, ordered another Death in the Afternoon, and counted jets.

Five jets matched the arrival board, and she stood up and walked out of the bar.

The barman stared after her wistfully. What an ass! What tits! what a bitch!

Shiela had never met Lucas, nor him her. But she had seen a picture of him. Unfortunately, the picture was taken some years previously, and he had changed.

She stood across the corridor from the gate and watched people exit the plane.

Fat, old lady, kids, lots of businessmen. A few lovers. If parting brings sweet sorrow, then joining must bring sorrowful sweet. Right?

She watched a gaggle of girls get off the plane. A skinny kid with skanky hair and a frowse of beard. Nothing like the picture of the sweet high school freshman.

The plane empty, Shiela wandered down to the baggage pick up. There was still half a crowd there, and a few people that looked out to the pick up area.

Nobody that resembled Lucas.

But the scruffy, skinny kid who slumped and wore sunglasses indoors was there. With his bags, and suddenly Shiela recognized his bags. They looked like Grant’s, like they were from the same set.

She walked up behind the kid, looked down at his ass. Huh. Same sort of ass as Grant. A little slack.

The set of the shoulders was the same, though slumped a bit.

But she knew.

“Hello, Lucas.”

He turned, lifted his head slightly to look under his sunglasses at her, and grunted. “I’ve been waiting.”

“Tough shit you little shit.”

She could tell that he blinked behind his glasses. The crink of the skin at the corners of his eyes, the slight bob of his head. Yep. He had blinked.

“Follow me.”

She turned and strode off, towards the parking area, and he was faced with the fact of having to hurry up and catch up while hauling his bags.

She walked fast, making him hurry more. She stopped as she came to the horse shoe shaped drive, and waited for a light.

He caught up to her. “Are you Shiela?”

“No,” she answered, just to be spiteful. Just to fuck with his head.

“Then who are you?”

She didn’t answer, just crossed the street and started angling through the parking area.

They reached the Mercedes and she used her fob to pop the trunk.

He put his bags in the trunk, and kept watching her.

She got into the driver’s seat and waited for him. When he was seated she started the car.

“Then who are you.”

“Shiela.”

“What the fuck?” Surliness raised its ugly head again. “What the fuck is it with you?”

He certainly wasn’t cowed by her beauty, and she sort of liked that.

“So, your dad said you were an asshole, and I’m here to say that that won’t fly.”

“Fuck you.”

“That’s it. You won’t unless your straighten up and fly right.”

He figured it out, and for the first time his mouth opened a little, revealed the simple mind behind all the insults. “What?”

They came to the ticket booth and she stopped the car and waited for the Chevy in front of them to stop talking and get moving. She turned to him and said in a clear voice. “I said, if you do everything I say I’ll fuck the shit out of you. If you don’t, then I’ll poison your soup, take a baseball bat to your ass, and I don’t mean sideways, and you will remember, all your life, of the opportunity you missed.”

He was silent for a while after that.

She pulled her skirt up and revealed her rings.

As she moved her hips the rings gave a couple of tinkles, and Lucas stared, and now his mouth was open.

“You like?”

He nodded.

“Then you can have…if you follow certain conditions.”

“What conditions.”

She thought about telling him. Thought about revealing that she was going to leave his father. Just empty his bank accounts, and leave, but…but she wanted to do more.

Because there was a mean streak in her.

She wanted to leave Grant a gift that was better, or worse, than money.

And who better than his dopey son.

She decided not to tell him. Heck, he might prove contrary if he knew what she was thinking about doing.

“That’s for me to know and you to suck eggs.”

He was blinking. The city was passing. The motor was humming.

“Can you get down here and eat my pussy?”

“Uh…”

“I said—“

“I heard what you said!”

“Then get your dopey head down here and get to work.”

He undid his seat buckle and leaned over the console. It was awkward, she had to hold the wheel with her hands up and her elbows out of the way.

His head was having trouble pushing deep enough, and finally he just stuck his finger in her.

“Hey!” she screeched, and she slapped him on the back of the head.

He straightened up, rubbed the back of his head, but damned if there wasn’t a smirky sort of half grin on his stupid face!

“God,” she said in disgust.

He just sat back and grinned.

They arrived home and she pulled the Mercedes into the driveway. She got out and strode away, her high heels clicking noisily and powerfully.

Lucas got out his luggage and walked into the house.

His mind was actually in a bit of a daze.

Yes, he had gotten her, sort of, with his finger, but now that that was over he was thinking about her pussy. About the rings. About the soft, wet feel of her vagina.

So she was going to fuck him, eh? Sounded like a head trip. She wanted to be a dominatrix, or something.

Well, she might qualify for that. The pony tail look was powerful, and her ass had certainly been a trip when she walked up the walk to the house.

And she had those mighty tits and that red lipstick.

But he wasn’t in to being bullied.

He hadn’t had many girlfriends. Under his sullen exterior he was sullen, and he never had much luck with girls, so he was bitter, too.

Sullen and bitter. Not a good combination for getting a girlfriend.

He took his bags to the room above the garage, which was his.

It was a big room, big as a garage, and he had a bed, a gaming station, a pool table, and books. Lots of books. Especially books by Grace Mansfield.

She was the one, in his universe.

And that was one more reason why he never had a girlfriend. He was waiting for a woman, a strong woman, maybe even like Shiela, to take him in hand, to dress him up, to bring him to heel.

One more reason to be sulky.

He rolled his suitcase into a corner and flopped on the bed.

Shiela walked in. Naked. Her pony tail now squarely on top of her head, her hair pulled tight, her lipstick fresh and shiny. Her tits shook as she walked, and his mouth opened in surprise. She had a coiled length of something over her shoulder.

“What the fuck—OW!”

She snapped the whip across his belly.

He rolled over the side of the bed and cowered, and looked up at her as she rounded the bed.

“What I say goes!” CRACK!

He scrambled over the bed and she caught him on the ass. CRACK!

He cried out and lurched and darted into the bathroom. He slammed the door and braced against it.

“Come out of there, you little shit!”

“No!” He was crying now.

“Then you better be clean, and clean shaven, your hair brushed out, in one hour. I’ll be back.”

The sound of her walking, then heels clicking on the stairs, then…silence.

Lucas walked over to the mirror. His belly had a stripe on it, and his butt had a short mark. Damn!

He took a wash cloth and ran cold water over it, then he thought, fuck it.

He stepped into the shower. He let cold water run on his ass, then his belly, then he turned the temperature up.

Heysoos, he thought. What is with that bitch!

In the back of his mind was that fact that she had given him an hour.

The hour passed, and he was clean, but his hair was a scraggle, and he still had the rubble of face hair.

She appeared in his doorway.

Naked. Big tits. Those damned rings tinkling between her thighs. This time she was smiling and holding a little jar.

“How you doing, Lucas?”

“I’m fine,” he said with suspicion. Was this some kind of good cop bad cop thing?

She came to his bed and held up the jar. “Ointment, for your wounds. But you have to get undressed.

He wasn’t too dressed to begin with, just a towel, but he didn’t intend to get naked for her.

Even though his boner started poking up the towel.

She grabbed the edge of the towel and pulled.

“Hey!”

She straddled him, her pussy, and its rings, against his cock, but not on it. The rings were hard and weird. Her pussy was wet.

“That was certainly mean of me,” she said as she dipped a finger and spread cold ointment on the stripe on his belly.

“Yeah. What the fuck.”

She nodded, then simply said, “It’s your choice. I can whip you until you follow orders, or you can follow orders and get a little pleasure.”

“What kind of pleasure?”

“I told you. A good fuck.”

“But you’re my dad’s wife!”

“So?”

And the seeds were sown.

Every man competes, on some level, with his father.

Every man wants his mother. That’s basic oedipus rex.

But she wasn’t his mother.

She was his step-mother, and that was a whole different bag of cats.

He could fuck his father’s wife. His fake mother. And his dick rose up, strong and powerful.

Shiela smiled. “I see you’re thinking now. Would you like a sample?”

“Fuck you?”

For answer she rose up, and settled half down.

He could feel her softness, her wetness, her heat. She reached down and pulled on the rings, opened up her pussy, and he stared down at the sight of his cock half sliding into the pink.

He about shot his load right then, but she pulled off.

“All you have to do is shave, brush your hair. Heck, I’ll brush your hair, and you can have some more of that. If you’re real good you might get a lot of that.”

He made a ‘gurking’ sound and looked up at her face.

Sheila had a wonderful face. For a mean person she had a soft, compassionate face. Her lips so large and red, her eyes so expressive.

But even if she had had a mean face, he was getting so riled up he would have thought her face was sweet.

She leaned down, her breasts heavy on his chest, the nipples poking into him.

Her face was an inch away from his, their lips close, their breath mingling.

“Try it, Lucas. Try it my way. Let’s clean you up, make you beautiful. Let’s see what we can do. You do for me, and I’ll do for you. And you know what that means.”

“It means I get to fuck you.”

“It means you get to put your penis in me. Whether you will get to do a full fuck, that is something you’ll have to earn. Whether you get to cum…I don’t know. That depends on how well you treat me.”

Then she said something that blew his mind.

“I like pretty, little girls. Will you be a pretty, little girl for me?”

He stared, his eyes big and open, his heart was pounding and his mind was tipping over into crazyland. She leaned further.

Their lips met and he had never felt anything so soft and gentle and beautiful and…and his cock would have erupted, except that she was holding it by the base.


Part Two

Grant’s plane was landing in Hawaii by the time Shiela had Lucas in a shower.

Lucas was slathered with Nair and his skin was burning. He watched in fascination as his hair swirled down the drain.

His dingus was at full strength.

She was going to feminize him!

He stood, shivering in spite of the heat of the water, and couldn’t believe the sensations coursing through his body.

“Come on, Lucas!” Shiela opened the door and held a towel for him.

Lucas stepped out and she began rubbing his body. He just stood there and she dried his chest off, and sucked on his nipples. She dried his legs, and kissed his cock while she was down there. She dried his arms and kissed his lips. She led him, by the cock, to her vanity table. She sat him down and began brushing his hair, trimming it, layering it and giving it. a feminine appearance.

He stared at himself in the mirror.

He wore his hair with no concern. It was frowzy and unkempt. As long as a woman’s hair, but never styled because, well, because he was shy. Call it embarrassed.

Now she was shaping it around his face, down over his shoulders, emphasizing his soft, brown eyes.

He could hardly breath.

And every once in a while she would just stop and stare at him in the mirror, her fingers tickling his nipples, his cock standing straight out.

“Why didn’t you do this yourself…a long time ago.”

“I…I was scared.”

“Scared of being beautiful? You silly goose.”

She took a hair dryer to him and mussed his hair, and it gained a full body. The shampoo and conditioner she had made him use gave his locks a sheen that was really quite spectacular.

Done, his hair full, his body clean and hairless, including his chin, she stood him up.

“I can’t stand it,” she murmured. She put him on the bed, tied him face down, a pillow under his cock so he wouldn't bend it, and so…his ass was elevated.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

She bent to her side table and opened the lowest drawer. He couldn’t see over the edge of the bed, but she lifted an object up and he stared at it.

It was silver, bulbous, and had a blue jewel in the end. She sat next to him on the bed and put it to his mouth.

“Suck this, and suck it good.”

Dutifully, so excited that now he couldn’t refuse her even if he wanted to, he opened his mouth and took the butt plug in.

“This is made out of metal. It’s heavy and it will cause a bit of…shall we call it ‘drag?’—on your butt hole. It will feel so incredibly good, and you’ll wish it was bigger. And all I can say to that is…be patient.”

He sucked, his eyes big as he watched her.

He was tied down, but he wished he wasn’t. He wanted to be on top of her, even though she had sort of indicated that that might not happen.

She took the plug from his mouth and slid down to his butt. She pulled his cheeks apart and pushed the thing into him.

The bulb was rough going through the ring, and he gasped, but the pain was quick and then over with.

It felt like heaven!

He felt full, complete, like there was a ball of lightening in his butt. He had thought his cock was stiff before, but that was nothing. Now it was like a tire iron, but ten times fatter!

And it was throbbing, the blood rushing through it like a raging river filled with snow melt.

hot snow melt.

He lay there, making gurking sounds, and she inspected her work thoughtfully.

He was hairless, which was quite sexy to her. She wasn’t a fan of hairy beasts. He had hair that would be the envy of women everywhere.

But it was his butt that fascinated her.

She had had anal sex, on the receiving end. She liked it. Sometimes it was even better than vaginal sex.

But now she was looking down at his plugged up butt and thinking about being on the giving end.

What would it feel like to take a dildo to those wonderful depths? What would it be like to play where the sun didn’t shine?

The thoughts were exciting, and suddenly she was breathing as hard as Lucas.

What if she did it to him?

No, she wouldn’t feel anything in her penis, because she didn't have one. But she would feel that excitement in her chest, that satisfaction of taking true charge.

What if she did him?

She sighed, and rubbed his buns with her hands. Squeezing, manipulating, pushing his buns together and pulling them apart.

That she was creating quite an effect in him was obvious. He was groaning and pushing his ass up, and when she pressed on the blue jewel, and wiggled the handle, he moaned like an orgasm.

But, of course, he wasn’t having an orgasm. And she was’t about to allow him one.

She grinned. But getting him close, and denying him, that was the equivalent of an orgasm for her.

She suddenly stood up, then laid down next to him, on her side and facing him.

“How’s that feel, sweet cheeks?”

“Umm.” his eyes were glazed. He was aware, sexually aware of her, but he was focused on his butt. The world was being filtered through his asshole.

“I need to give you a spanking.”

“What…what for?” A spark of fear in his chocolate eyes.

“For all the bad things you’ve ever done.”

He had no idea what she was talking about, but he blubbered, “But I’m sorry! You don’t have to…to…”

She shushed him with a gentle kiss, enjoyed the fear in him, and whispered, “Of course I do.”

He was trying to catch his breath, but couldn’t.

She got off the bed and walked into Grant’s closet. She came out with a thick, leather belt. She folded it, held the ends and brought her hands together, then pulled them apart.

SPLAT! The belt smacked against itself.

“Oh, fuck,” whimpered Lucas.

“I’ll be gentle this first time,” she promised.

SMACK!

“OW!”

She leaned down to him. “Shhh. If you get too loud I’ll put a penis gag in your mouth. Learn a little self control, a little discipline. Don’t abuse my delicate ears.”

She backed up and smacked him again.

SMACK!

He groaned, and it was load for a groan, but it was soft for a yell.

Good, she thought. He’s trying!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She struck softer, she varied the strokes, the timing. She watched as he tried to push down into the mattress, in spite of the obstacle created by his stiff dick.

She thought it was quite funny that he looked like he was trying to fuck the mattress.

she struck near his plug, but never directly on it. That would have been too much.

Then she was done. She went back to the closet and hung the belt up.

Lucas was crazed. The pain had been unbelievable at first, then when she started changing the strokes on him, the pain became…something else.

Not quite pleasure, it still hurt, but…something else.

He was unaware of the effects of the chemicals released by his addled brain. He didn’t know about endorphins regulating the amount of pain he perceived. And he certainly didn’t understand that at a certain point pain becomes pleasure.

Not great pleasure, but that was coming. Shiela did understand about endorphins, and she knew that she had ignited them, but had not overloaded him. And now it was time for the real treat.

She left the room, headed for the kitchen, and Lucas lay there, breathing hard, wondering what was going on.

Shiela returned a minute later, and she was holding a small cup. In it she had mixed three kitchen ingredients.

“I should have taken the time to make sure the proportions were proper. But this will do it.” she began smoothing a paste onto his burning rump, and the burning started to increase!

“This is capsaicin, from chili peppers, piperine from black pepper, and gingerol, from ginger. Normally you wouldn’t feel them, by themselves they are pretty mild, but I’ve opened up your pores. You’re going to feel the heat now, honey.”

She rubbed the mixture against his flesh, smushed it into his skin, and the burning sensation got worse and worse. Or better and better, depending on your viewpoint.

“Oh, God! That’s hot!” He wiggled, and now Shiela gripped the base of his plug and held it.

The effect was of him wiggling, and fucking the plug. She didn't wiggle it, he did, he fucked himself against her plug holding hand.

She giggled as his ass turned red and he screwed up against her hand.

He moaned and tried to twist out from under the burning sensation.

It wasn’t terrible, but in conjunction with the spanking he had just received, it was making him uncomfortable. but in a weirdly pleasant way.

For ten minutes they stayed there, him wiggling, her letting him screw himself, then he just collapsed.

He was overloaded. He still burned, but…there was nothing he could do about it, and then Shiela noticed something.

“Oh, you bad boy! You came!”

He didn’t know that. He was just exhausted, burned, and in a strangely sexual haze of…satisfaction.

“You rubbed your prostate against the plug and drained your own semen!”

He sighed. Good. He was happy. He felt like he had just had an orgasm, though he hadn’t.

She reached under him. His penis was soft. Yep, he had drained himself.

“Well, we can’t have that.”

“Unh!” he grunted. Smiling.

She reached into her drawer once again. She loosened one leg and twisted him half over. She pulled his cock and balls through a ring, then she placed a tube on his cock.

“What’s that?” he smiled, ready to sleep.

“It’s something to make sure you don’t get too rambunctious. Now, listen,” she said as she clicked a little lock shut, “I don’t like you cumming. But what you did, that’s actually all right. The problem is that you did it without permission.”

“Why is it all right?”

“Because in a short while you will be hornier than before. Your body squirted, but your brain doesn’t know it. In a few minutes you will be hornier, harder, and quite desperate. That, I like.”

She undid his other restraints and helped him sit up.

He looked down at his poor, caged cock.

His cock had room in the chastity tube. But he felt a strange sensation. He felt a heat inside, a desire, like he had a boner, but…he didn’t have one.

“You already feel it, don’t you?”

He looked up at her. “My butt is hurting again.”

“Your butt is hurting, your cock is trying to get erect, but…too bad, so sad.” She smiled, grabbed his hair on both sides of his head and kissed him. But this time she didn’t kiss and release.

She held him there, their lips fused together, and she opened her eyes and watched him.

He felt his penis struggling then, trying to get erect, and she let go with one hand and held his pectoral muscle like it was a boob.

His ass started burning harder, his cock was now hurting, and still she held him.

Lip to lip, eye to eye, absorbing the sexual implications of his pain.

He finally pulled back, gasped for breath. “What are you doing?”

“Enjoying you. Come on, let’s get you dressed.”

She pulled him off the bed and he stood there rubbing his ass. “Can I wash my ass off?”

“Sure. It’s in your pores now, it’ll be hours before the sensations go away.”

He went into the bathroom and rubbed his ass with a cold wash cloth. Then he rubbed soap in an effort to clean himself of the burning chemicals on his butt. If anything that made it worse.

When he came out, tears in his eyes, she remarked happily, “Did you know there are soaps in napalm?”

He groaned and rubbed his ass again.

“The best cure is just to leave it alone until it dissipates.”

She was laughing on the inside. Sure, he would leave it alone, and that was the cure, but he would be wiggling and squirming until it wore off.

She handed him a bra. She had cut the cups out and it was just a frame, but it fit him perfectly.

“We’ll get you some hormones, or maybe some implants. Then you’ll need a complete bra. But, right now, let’s just train you in wearing one.”

She adjusted straps and he stood and looked down at his pectorals and his nipples.

He didn’t have much in the way of boobs, but the bra framework emphasized what he did have, and that made his cock struggle even harder.

She reached down and shook his caged cock and his knees grew weak. “Oh, please,” he moaned.

“Sure.” She let go of him, and he was sorry. He liked the feeling of her hand on him.

She handed him panties and helped him pull them up tight. They were stretchy and even had a pouch. They were sissy panties that she had bought once, then realized her mistake, but she still had them, and they fit him perfectly.

He looked at himself in the mirror, was struck at how feminine his body looked even with these accouterments on.

“I should have been born a girl,” he said.

She handed him nylons, put him on the bed—he winced as his heat addled buns felt the cool, soft sheets—and helped him put them on.

And high heels. He was a few inches shorter than her, and had small feet for a man. The shoes fit him perfectly, and now he not only felt his burning ass, but his ankles wobbled almost uncontrollably.

She sat him on the chair in front of her vanity table and giggled as he wiggled. “Sit still,” she admonished, and she began working on his face.

Cleansing his pores, primer, foundation, she prepared him for the art.

She put on blush, matched his tones and hues, then began working on his eyes.

He stared at the mirror, trying not to move as his ass burned. She felt his ‘boobs,’ and smiled, and shadowed his eyelids.

She gripped his cage and shook it fiercely, causing him to move on the chair and irritate his butt, and coated his lips with plumper and painted them a bright red.

She outlined his eyes, added mascara, and he stared at the sharp point of the little pencil so close to his eyes.

He was beautiful.

He was like a little Ladyboy from Thailand. A lady boy with small boobs and a big cock.

Except that the big cock was trapped inside the chastity tube.

A lady boy who she wanted to lay down and…do things to.

She sighed in satisfaction, seeing the beauty she had created.

Lucas, in spite of the burning of his ass (it wasn’t quite as bad now, the chemicals were finally wearing off), sighed in satisfaction.

This was what he wanted.

Grant was just landing in China.

Shiela held a leash, and the leash went to the end of Lucas’s cock cage. She strode through the house imperiously. She went into the backyard, and he followed, and made the little whining sounds she loved so much.

She sat and sunbathed, no clothing, and she made him fan her with a big palm leaf.

Lucas loved it. He was in a permanent haze of pounding sexuality. His cock was trying to hard to get hard it hurt. The more he did, the more she demanded of him…the more he submitted, the more he wanted to submit.

She lay on the lounge chair, told him to get her a drink, and while he was gone she thought about what was next.

So much to do, so little time.

Breasts, hormones, a dungeon. Whippings, maybe some piercings.

Yes, piercings.

She did so enjoy her own rings. they way they jangled when she walked, the way she could pull her labia apart, expose her inner workings, before she slid down Lucas’s hefty cock.

Of course, now that she had him caged, she probably wouldn’t be sliding down him anymore. At least, not until she was ready to drain him again.

And that was the problem.

Draining often resulted in a harder cock, one that wouldn't cum, one that could be sat upon safely without having to worry about the mess.

But, sometimes, like the last, and first, time she had drained Lucas, which had been strictly by accident, he had grown soft.

If she fucked him he would cum in her. But if she drained him he might not be hard enough to provide her with his stiff and uncummable penis.

So how much could she drain him and be sure he wouldn’t squirt, and yet still retain a stiff ding dong?

That was the problem.

Lucas arrived back with a Long Island Tea.

Shiela had spent a bit of time training the boy on how to make a proper Long Island Tea. The formula itself, without even getting into the mixing, was daunting.

3/4 ounce vodka

3/4 ounce white rum

3/4 ounce silver tequila

3/4 ounce gin

3/4 ounce triple sec

3/4 ounce simple syrup

3/4 ounce lemon juice, freshly squeezed

Cola, to top

Garnish: lemon wedge

Fortunately, the boy learned well. The drink was delicious and she commanded him to go get her lipstick.

He ran, and she sipped, and when he got back she freshened his mouth, and her own.

Then he fanned her with the palm leaf, she sipped and luxuriated, and thought about his future.

Precisely, she thought about his ass.

It was red, but had stopped hurting. She would have to fix that again. She loved to make her boytoys uncomfortable; she loved a butt that wiggled helplessly.

And that brought her to the real crux of the matter.

She had him in a butt plug. He was plugged up solid.

But she wanted more.

Heck, he wanted to be a girl, and there was more to being a girl than simply make up.

There was…sex.

But was he up for that?

To look at him, the common observation would be not.

But she had a feeling. She had a feeling deep in her gut that he was not just ready, he was craving.

He had admitted to her that he had often dreamed of being a woman.

Had he dreamed of having sex the way a woman does?

Probably. Likely. But…there was only one way to find out.

“Lucas. Go up to my bedside drawer, the one with the toys in it, and bring me back the flesh colored dildo.”

He put the palm leaf aside and dashed away.

She could hear him, trying to run in his high heels, as he ran down the hallway and into her bedroom.

She imagined him looking into the drawer, and she grinned.

Upstairs Lucas pulled the drawer open and gasped.

It was a large drawer, deep down and deep back, and it was filled with toys.

There were vibrators and dildos, butt plugs and a TENS unit. There were penis gags and various types of restraints. There were chastity tubes with spikes on the inside, and he shivered.

He rummaged through the drawer and found a six inch long dildo. Flesh colored.

He closed the drawer and ran back through the house, almost falling as he made his way clumsily down the stairs.

He slowed down, worked on clicking his heels on the patio, and handed Shiela the dildo.

“Turn around.”

He turned.

“Bend over.”

He bent, and now his mind was a riot. What was she going to do to him?

She pulled down his stretchy sissy panties and extracted the blue jeweled butt plug. She put it on the table her drink was on, and sucked on the dildo for a moment. She sucked, her red lips going back and forth on the shaft, spreading saliva all over it.

She pressed it into him. Gently. A wiggle here and a waggle there.

He gasped, but he held his position.

It went in, in, and Lucas sobbed with pleasure.

He felt the latex balls nudge up against his own balls. Then she turned the dildo, turned it inside him, and it was all he could do not to straighten up.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, his insides heating up with excitement and a curious satisfaction.

He had played with his butt before. He had even put small things up there. Small bottles with short necks. but this was different!

This was a real penis! Well, a plastic penis, but it was the correct size! It was very like the real thing!

It reached full depth, filled him completely. His anal ring was stretched out, his balls were tight and his penis had never tried so hard to be erect!

Shiela moved it around, and he couldn’t stop a guttural moan from coming out of his mouth.

She moved it in and out, just an inch, slowly building up the force. Going a little faster, smacking it into him.

He began to drain.

She pulled it out of him.

He actually fell down, across the lounge chair next to Shiela’s

Shiela stared at his gaping hole. Yes. He was ready. He was more than ready.

“Lucas, as soon as you can walk, go make a couple more Long Island Teas.”

Lucas couldn’t speak, but he could nod, be it slowly.

It took a couple of minutes, his muscles had been frozen in the bent over position, but he straightened up. Slowly. Like an old man. Like an old man who had been fucked by a dildo.

He walked, stumbling, uncoordinated, back into the house.

Inside the house he slowly regained the ability to breath naturally.

He felt good. So good. He felt even more complete than when she had put the butt plug into him.

And now that he had had a dick-sized object, a life-sized plastic peter, inside him, he realized that he walked funny, and that he would likely forever walk funny.

He had been opened up.

It reminded him of how some gay men walked, of how they ‘swished,’ when they walked.

He wasn’t gay, he was still turned on by girls, especially by Shiela, but he loved the feeling of being impacted up the poop chute.

If God hadn’t wanted men to fill their fannies he wouldn’t have made their assholes so like vaginas.

Right?

He made a pair of Long Island Teas, paid attention scrupulously to the formula, then brought the drinks back out to the patio.

He handed Shiela hers, then sat down on the lounge chair next to her. He hadn’t been told to, but…his legs were almost collapsing under him. He needed to.

His ass didn’t burn, but it was tender. His hole felt…different. He wiggled, but for a different reason. He wanted that dildo back up his heinie.

Shiela drank, and watched him.

“We’re going to make love.”

“We are?”

He brightened up, but not as much as he normally would have. But he wasn’t as excited by the thought of putting his penis into Shiela as he was of having a penis fill his backside.

But not a man’s penis! I’m not gay! I just like…like girly things. And if taking a penis in your hole wasn’t girl he didn’t know what was.

Shiela smiled and cut through his confusion and reassured him. “But it’s not you fucking me, it’s me fucking you.”

He became brighter, and she saw it.

“So drink your drink, then we will go upstairs and I will introduce you to real love making, the way a woman does it.

A Long Island Tea is a potent drink, and Shiela actually had him make a few more, but then they walked upstairs, her holding the leash to his cage and her pussy rings jingling.

She unhooked the leash in the bedroom and told him to sit on the bed.

He sat, and watched as she placed a harness around her waist and buckled it. She screwed a big, black dildo—much bigger than the one she had left laying on the patio—onto her strap on harness.

She stood in front of him. She lifted him and kissed him mercilessly. She pushed him down and made him suck her dick. She pushed him over on the bed and moved up behind him.

Then she said the strangest thing. “This is for your father,” and she rode him.

Rode him like a cheap ass mule, slapping his hot buttocks, reaching around and pinching his nipples, grabbing his cage and twisting it until he yelped.

But, as rough as she was, or maybe because of how rough she was, he loved it.

He moaned. He cried out in pleasure. He pushed back and fucked her dildo.

He drained all over the bed and down the side of it. A thick stream of clumpy sperm. The proof of his love and lust.

And it was as good as she thought it would be. No, she didn’t feel anything down there, but her chest exploded with the pride of ownership. She wallowed in the fact that he was hers, a possession to be used as she wished.

It was power, and now she had it better than she had ever imagined.

An hour she pulled back. His back was bruised where she had slapped him and struck him. His butt was bright red with her brutality. But he was empty. And as happy as he had ever been.

He felt like a real man.

And she felt better than a real man.

END
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Part One

“OH, GOD! “ Shirley arched her back. Her limbs all twitched and she was helpless in the throes of an orgasm.

Her eyeballs rolled backwards until just the whites showed.

Her toes curled and her pelvis tilted and pulled and quaked.

She felt like she was in the middle of a tornado, the whole world just whirling her around and around.

Underneath her Tim grinned, and held her down, didn’t let her off his cock.

For long seconds she was thus cumming. 5 seconds, 10, 15…at about 20 seconds she crested. Everything fell apart and she just lay there, gasping.

“Oh, God,” she repeated. “There is a heaven.”

“I’ll say,” Tim smiled.

She pulled off him, rolled to the side and went limp. “That was incredible. Every muscle, even the muscles of my hairs…”

“Hairs have muscles?”

She giggled. “Sure. At least, it feels like…You didn’t cum!” She rolled up on an elbow and looked at him.

Sure enough, his dingus was erect. It was wet and shiny with her juices and throbbing with desire.

“Why didn’t you squirt?”

Tim sighed and closed his eyes. “I don’t know,” he whispered.

“But you’ve got to cum! You always cum! You’re my old faithful!”

“I know, but…well…I didn’t.”

“Didn’t, yes. But why?”

“Because I…I don’t know.”

Shirley narrowed her eyes. Her cum was forgotten in the face of this mystery. She knew Tim was holding something back. “Okay, buddy boy, out with it. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing.”

She reached down and grabbed him by his root. “You’re going to tell me, or this is coming off.

“It’s nothing! Really!”

“What do you mean, nothing? For five years we’ve been married. Every one of those years, almost every day, you have jumped my bones. You have cum in me and on me and all over my tits. Now what the F is going on?”

He sighed. He knew his wife. Shirley was like a dog with a bone. She was going to keep chewing on him till he cracked. He really wished he was better at hiding secrets.

“Well, I don’t know, but…I’ve sort of been cumming all day.”

“All day?” Now she sat up in surprise. “Explain yourself, mister!”

“I’ve been, draining, constantly. Not squirts, not anything big, just a drop, a minute a drop. A minute later…a drop.”

“Are you incontinent?”

“No! No! It’s not pee! It’s…cum. Sperm. It’s white and…and it smells like sperm, and…it keeps cumming. I’ve had to change my underpants several times. I’ve folded paper towels to blot, but it just keeps cumming.”

“Good Lord! This is serious!”

“No. It’s just…I guess I’m just too horny. I mean, look at me.” He indicated his big, throbbing boner. “I get so horny, and I feel like cumming, then I cum a drop, and a minute goes by and I get all horny again, and I do a drop. It’s not like I’ve lost control of my bladder or anything like that. It’s just…I feel hot and squirt a drop. I’m cool, then get hot and squirt a drop. Over and over.”

“Show me!”

“Heck, just watch.”

So she did. She took her hand off him and sat there and focused on his dick.

A minute passed. He didn’t seem changed, but he said, “Pretty soon now. I’m feeling a little heat.”

She looked at his eyes. They were sparkling. He was getting hot, all right.

“Watch.”

A little bulge of white over his slit, then the drop formed. It just stayed there, perched on top of his slit.

“If I don’t wipe it off, or if it doesn’t get wiped off by my underpants, then it gets bigger, and if I was standing up it would drip.”

Shirley reached out and wiped the drop off with a red tipped finger. She  put her finger to her mouth and licked off the drop of sperm. It tasted sweet but sort of bleachy. Exactly what Tom’s sperm tasted like.

“That certainly tastes like your cum. Stand up and let me see.”

Tim slid out of bed. He moved slowly, because he didn’t really want to see what he already knew, what he had already seen.

He stood by the bed. A minute passed and he sighed. “It’s hot in here. It’s about to happen.”

Before he even finished speaking the drop had formed. It wasn’t big enough to fall of its own weight.

He waited another minute, nodded, and the bump of white grew larger, it started to elongate, but still didn’t drop.

“Okay,” said Tim. “Next one.”

Shirley watched in fascination, a third drop oozed out, then the long string holding up his drop thickened, and the sperm dropped.

Splat. It hit the floor.

“Holy moly,” Shirley whispered. She looked up at her husband. “This is why you didn’t cum.”

He gave a sharp nod.

“And you’ve been dripping all day.”

Again with the nod.

“It just…comes out. Gets bigger…”

“And drops. Check the hamper. I’ve got three pairs of underwear there. If they’re not soaked they are crusted with dry semen.”

“Honey, we need to see a doctor about this.”

“Oh, it’ll pass. I mean, there’s nothing on the internet about this, so…I’ll get over it.”

“But what if you don’t”

“But I will.”

She grabbed his weenie and pulled him down to the bed, to sit beside her. She held his penis, she wanted to feel if there was anything going on with it, maybe swelling, thickening up before it pulsed out a drop of semen.

“Listen. I know you’re a big strong man, always virile, always horny, but leaking your sperm isn’t normal. Furthermore, you weren’t able to cum. What if that continues? What if you keep leaking so much that you never get to cum again?”

Now Tim bit his lip. “I didn’t think of that.”

“Well, I’m thinking of that. I like your dick, and I like the way it spits. So I want you to go see the doctor and get this taken care of.”

He sighed.

“Okay?”

“All right,” he begrudged.

“I’ll make an appointment for you tomorrow.”

“I said I’ll see the doc. I’ll make an appointment.”

“Yes, and you’ll stall, or let them schedule you for two months from now. So, no, I’ll make your appointment, and it’ll be pretty darned quick. You got that?”

“Yeah, yeah.” He looked away.

She realized that he was actually suffering a bit of embarrassment.

“Do you feel embarrassed about this?”

“Sort of.”

“Well, don’t. It’s just a medical condition and we’ll handle it.”

“All right.” Then he sighed and spoke with more conviction. “Okay. You‘ve convinced me.”

“One other thing.”

“What?” he looked at her and bit his lip.

“Until you get this taken care of I’ll give you some panty liners.

“What? No! I’m not going to wear ‘feminine products!’”

“Why not? It’s not like you’re becoming a girl or anything. You’re just trying to protect your clothes, and not have to change your panties—“

“Underpants,” he corrected.

“Your panties,” and she giggled. “Change your panties four times a day.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. “I was afraid of this.”

“What? Me making fun of you?”

He said nothing, and it was obvious that was exactly what he was afraid of.

“Honey, would you rather cry about this? Or laugh?”

“Uh…”

“So we’re going to have fun. I’ll make fun of it, you’ll get over it, and when this is all done we can just chuckle.”

He nodded.

“So say after me…”

“What?” he looked at her with a raised eyebrow.

“I like to wear panties with a panty liner.”

“But I don’t—“

She covered his mouth her hand. She leaned into him, stroked his cock and whispered. “I like to wear my panties with a panty liner.”

He looked away, didn’t want to repeat after her, but her hand on his penis was really feeling good. After all, he hadn’t cum, and he was extra horny right then.

“Come on…say it.”

“Okay.” Speaking in an unhappy voice he repeated, “I like to wear my panties with a panty liner.”

“There! Was that so hard?”

“Yes.”

She just laughed. “Come on, go wipe yourself off and let’s go to sleep.”

They turned off the lights and crawled under the covers, and suddenly Shirley started laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

“You have to sleep in the wet spot.”

He didn’t say anything.

Shirley turned over, grabbed him and stroked him. “I have to say…I sort of like you like this. You don’t argue much, you give in easily, maybe it’s better that you don’t have a good cum for a while.”

“The bull shat,” he murmured.

“And you stepped in it,” she laughed, then she let go of him and turned away. In a moment she was snoring softly.

Tim woke up in a mess. He groaned and got up. This had been happening the last couple of nights. He oozed enough sperm to make the bed wet under him, and he had to get up and get a towel and place it under him.

He couldn’t just put on underwear, for his squirtem would go right through his underpants and soak the bed.

So he got a towel and put it on the bed, then he lay down and went back to sleep.

“Rise and shine, leaky boy!”

Tim opened his eyes and beheld her laughing eyes with the happy gleam in them.

“Har de har,” he muttered.

“Come on, super dick, rise and drip. It’s another day.”

So he did.

He showered, and when he stepped back into the room Shirley was waiting for him.

She held out a pair of his underwear with the panty liner already in them.

Grumbling, Tim pulled the underwear up his legs.

“Damn,” he said.

“What?”

“It’s uncomfortable.”

Shirley pulled on his waist, she pulled the pouch where his package went, and it was obvious what had happened.

“The panty liner changes the shape of your underwear. They’re made for panties, not BVDs.”

“Well, so much for panty liners.”

“So much for your drawers,” Shirley responded. She went to her drawer and pulled out pair of white panties. “These are my only white ones. Tomorrow it’s pink, blue or black.”

“What?” I’m not wearing your panties!”

“You are if you want the panty liners to fit.”

“I don’t care about the panty liners?”

“Okay, I’ll put a couple of pairs of your underwear in your lunch.” She stared at him in a challenging manner.

“Uh…”

“Okay, then.” She took the liner out of his underwear and put it in her panties. She handed him the panties and watched.

He stared at the panties with such a terrible look of distaste.

“You know, I was teasing you last night, but…it’s got me thinking.”

“Think of what?” he asked as he pulled the panties with liner up his legs.

“It’s sort of hot. Seeing you in panties, I mean.”

They fit. The liner made a sort of cushion, and they formed a little extra hammock for his banana. Of course he was smushed up a little bit, but it was better than leaking sperm all over his trousers.

“Wow! That is cool.”

“Don’t get used to it,” he groused.

“I will,” she assured him, then she told him to get dressed and come out for breakfast.

Tim went to work, and he didn’t like it.

First, he felt the liner, and while it soaked up his semen, it rubbed him, especially when it got a little damp in their, and that made his cock stand up more, and when his cock stood up more he drizzled more jism.

Second, the secretaries were staring at him.

To be precise, they were staring at his ass.

Tim was a studly kind of guy, and the women all liked him, and they checked out his ass. But today he had…panty lines!

Not just the lines down under his buns that male underwear created, but the precise lines of women’s underwear.

And he was right. They were staring, and making bets.

“I tell you, he’s wearing panties.”

“Nonsense. That’s a new cut of male underwear.”

“Have you looked at his front side?”

The other two secretaries turned to the third.

“It’s flatter. He usually bulges, but now it’s flat, like he’s wearing more restrictive underwear.”

“More restrictive?” observed one with an arched eye.

“Like there’s no pouch, and he is held tighter, which would make him flatter.”

Tim tried to ignore the looks. He went about his work, and the blessing of the panties and the liner: he wasn’t leaking. He didn’t have to rush off and change his underwear.

“Thank, God,” he muttered, as he worked on a spreadsheet. Then he wiggled, feeling his cock slip and slide inside, and harden up and a bit of sperm leaked out.

Still, he didn’t want to get up and walk around, not even to chat at the water cooler, so he just stayed in his office and worked.

He got a lot more done than usual.

At five o’clock he headed for home. Walking quickly and avoiding conversation.

“What’s up with Timmy boy?” asked one of the salesmen

“What do you mean?”

“He just stayed in his office, didn’t even come out for lunch.”

“Probably got a deadline.”

Actually, he had no deadline, he was just hiding and producing and afraid to go out.

“Honey, I’m home.” But he didn’t say it too loudly. He wanted to slink into the bathroom and change his panty liner. He had changed at lunch, and after four hours it was feeling pretty soggy down there.

He headed for the bathroom and took off his trousers, then pulled the panties down over his legs. They made a mess.

“Oh, look at you,” Shirley grinned as she entered the bathroom. “How’d it…you’re getting cum all over your legs!”

“Can’t help it,” he mumbled, his face turning a bit red.

“Your legs are too hairy.”

“They are not!”

But they were. The semen all smushed up in his leg hairs proved that.

“Get in the shower,” she commanded, then she proceeded to push and bully him until he did.

“What are doing?” he asked as she shaved his legs.

“Shaving your legs,” she replied as she ran her Lady Bic up and and down his stems.

“Well, fuck,” he grunted.

But, he liked it.

He was horny, his dick was sticking into her face, and her hair, and getting rubbed by her as she moved around and shaved his legs, his butt, and…his groin.

She held his penis and pulled the little razor around his cock and balls, then over his balls, then a little bit up his shaft, until he was properly naked down there.

But she didn’t stop. She moved up to his belly, then his chest. It took a while, but it was very sensual, and his peeny was standing straight out and, yes, dripping.

Once Shirley licked it, and he shivered.

If only he could cum!

But he couldn’t. Damn it. Constantly emitting semen was making him horny!

Finally, she was up to his face. She shaved his chin, got it real close with her little razor.

“Hold still and close your eyes.”

“Why?” he asked, as he followed here directions.

But the pull of her little blade on his eyebrows told him.

“Hey!” And he jerked.

“Now see what you did? You moved so the razor took off too much. I’m going to have to even them out.”

“No!”

“Okay, you can go to work with a messed up face tomorrow.”

He sighed. “Okay, but you aren’t doing anything strange, are you?”

“Of course not,” she lied.

She didn’t totally mess with his eyebrows, but she did even them out and got rid of the little outliers. When she was done he didn’t look feminine, exactly, more unisex.

The terrible thing was that he liked it. Yet the new look was making him apprehensive. Yes, his eyebrows were always bulky tufts, but was the precise arch of the new brows permissible in the work a day world?

Well, he would find out on the morrow. Right then he had more problems. Shirley was going nuts on him.

She put cream on his face and when he realized what she was doing and tried to wipe it off she pulled his hands down.

“No, leave it. It’ll make your skin smooth.”

“But it’s also stinky!”

She was offended. “That’s not what you say when I wear it!”

“But you’re a woman!”

She smiled, though was still a bit irritated. “Honey, yes. I am. Do you like feeling my soft, silky skin?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“And do you like looking at my made up face?”

“Wait a minute! Is that where this is going? Because I’m not wearing make up.”

“I’m not talking make up, she lied, feeling her pussy getting wet just talking about it. “I’m just saying you look nice with your eyebrows under control, and I like the feel of your skin.” She stroked his cheek with one hand, then reached down to his groin with the other hand. “Besides, don’t you like your ‘shaved pussy?’”

Splat, a big drop of semen hit the floor.

“Oh, crap!” He looked down to where the sperm had dropped. It shone on the floor. He rubbed his foot over the spot to dry it and diminish it.

“Oh, we can wax the floor! Cum some more, honey!”

“That’s not funny!”

But she was stroking him evenly, so maybe it wasn’t funny, but it sure felt nice.

“I need to put on my panties,” he said dourly.

“Look at you. You’re already starting to love the soft, stretchy, clingy material!”

“I am not!”

But he was.

She helped him into his panties, slipped a liner into them, and said, “I think you’re cumming more.”

“Dripping more,” he corrected. “and God, do I wish I could cum!”

“Dripping more,” she nodded, and she planted a kiss on his mouth.

Not only was he getting charged up by the female stuff, the cream and the panties and the liner, but she was getting wet down there for it all.

“Honey, I can see you as a woman.”

But it was too much. Too much too soon.

He moved away from her and finished dressing. But he couldn’t help the sensuous feeling of his trouser material slithering up his hairless legs. And within a minute he had a bit of juice in his liner and his dick started moving around.

Shirley was disappointed, but not overly so. After all, she had discovered a whole new world of turn on, and she really could see him as female.

She watched him. He was a few inches taller than her, but he kept in good shape, so his butt was round and his waist was thin. She tilted her head and imagined breasts on his chest. Big boobs instead of pectorals.

Long hair on his head. He was already a little long in the locks, a month or so without a haircut, or maybe just giving him extensions…

She felt goosebumps all over her body, and her nipples were hard. Very hard.

She felt a tingling sensation down there, and she made a little motion with her legs, rubbed her thighs together, without thinking about it.

She came.

It wasn’t a big one, just a little popper, quick and fast and gone before she knew it. Just a tightening of the muscles and a spasm in her back.

She staggered.”

Tim wasn’t watching. He was adjusting his panties, which was just an excuse to slid his dick around the wet material of the liner.

Shirley left the room. Suddenly, shocked by her orgasm, wanting a bigger one, and stunned by her new state of mind.

She walked through the house, feeling the top of her thighs rubbing, slick with wetness. She entered the kitchen and got the bottle of bourbon off the top of the fridge.

Many women like their wine spritzers, a few like beer, but a far fewer number like bourbon.

They’ll even prefer vodka over bourbon, which is sacrilege of the highest order, but Shirley liked bourbon. Worse, she liked cheap bourbon. There was just some ‘sawdusty’ about it.

She also liked sweet. So she put a glass to the ice dispenser on the fridge and got a glassful of chips. She poured in Early Times, $6.49 a bottle, and halfway filled the glass. She topped the glass with Coke, and took a big sip.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” She felt the liquid slide down her gullet. Cold, yet burning at the same time, and she tasted that peculiarly woody taste.

And she thought.

I need to get him to wear more lingerie. I need to get some make up on him. I need to style his hair.

She took another gulp, and her mind was roiling.

Visions of Tim in a dress. Big breasts. Round hips.

Men and women were different, fat was distributed differently, and she closed her eyes and saw him with larger eyes, a different shape to his masculine jaw.

Yes, he would make a good looking woman.

She took another big glug.

What was happening to her? Why was she thinking these thoughts? She was a woman, and she liked men. She liked getting porked. She liked the feeling of that big shaft sliding through her vagina, rubbing and rubbing, her juices…”OH!”

She had another orgasm.

“What?” asked Tim, entering the kitchen. “Oh, are we drinking?”

She nodded, not trusting her voice after that second orgasm. It had been bigger, more ferocious, and she suddenly wondered if she was going to start having orgasms like Tim wasn’t having them?

He dripped, but couldn’t cum.

She was wet, but because she was a woman, and different, maybe she was going to have more orgasms.

And she realized: if I keep seeing him as a woman!

“Make me one,” he asked, sitting at the kitchen table.

She did, relying on the need for physical action to reduce her propensity to orgasm.

She knew she was getting out of control, and she knew it was seeing him as a woman. She had to stop that. She had to stop visualizing him with arching eyebrows, plump, red lips, jewelry dangling from his ears.

She could feel herself trembling down there, and she focused on the pouring of Early Times into a glass.

And was mesmerized by the ribbon of amber liquid, sliding like sperm into the depths of the glass. Sliding, filling, making her…

“Hey! I can’t drink that much.”

She looked at the glass, it was almost full.

“Sorry,” she muttered, pouring a bit of the bourbon back into the bottle. “I was day dreaming.”

“I guess so,” he laughed, taking the half full glass, adding Coke, and taking a big slug for himself.

“Crap, that’s good!” He smacked his lips.

“Is it better than sex?”

“Nothing is better than sex,” he laughed. “Except more sex.”

“How’s your faucet?”

He frowned. “Man, you seem really intense.”

“Sorry, but I keep worrying about your dick.”

And craving it, seeing you as a woman and having orgasms. And: a woman with a dick!

She shivered, reached into his pants and grasped his tool. “Honey, I know you just got dressed, but I’m going to need you.”

“Aw, honey…”

“I’m sorry, but you’re just so sexy,” as a woman. “And I need you in me. Pumping and grinding, taking me to the moon and back.

“Damn, woman. I guess you really do need it.”

She fell to her knees and pulled his zipper down, his panties down inside his trousers, and pulled out his trouser snake.

She tasted the cum on him. God, it tasted good, and she slurped with abandon, squeezing his balls, and then, not planning what she was doing, just falling to the moment, she stuck her hand through the zipper, under his balls and…stuck a finger up his rectum.

“OH!” He jumped, but she had him in her grip.

“Hey!” She wiggled her finger and he oozed more sperm. A lot more.

But he wasn’t having an orgasm, just releasing the pent up juices his hyper state of inadvertent denial had built up.

He was being drained, and it was actually making him hornier.

She took her mouth off his penis and looked up at him. “We’re going to bed.”

“Okay,” his voice was a weird squeak. “But can you take your finger out of my rectum?”

“No.”

“What?”

“I like you this way. I want you this way.” A feeling of power came over her. She had him at her mercy. He was perched on her finger and he had to do anything she said.

“Honey…” his voice sounded so strange.

The fact was, Tim liked it. He liked the feeling of the finger in his anus. He could feel the muscles in his anal ring twitching, trembling, and he suppressed a desire to reach around and pulled her hand tighter, so she went deeper into him.

Shirley looked up her husband’s red face. His penis was throbbing against her cheek, and really oozing out sperm. She gave it a quick lick, then figured out how to do this.

She stood up a little, reached around and own the back of his pants, and pulled her first finger out of him.

“Oh, yeah…HEY!”

She had the finger of her other hand in him.

And she was lifting him, making him go up onto his toes, as if he was wearing heels.

He tried to reach her hand, but he was now weak. He could feel those familiar throbbing sensations inside his groin. He was going to cum!

Good Lord, he wanted to cum in the worst way! He wanted to spew, to spray, to hose, not drip and drizzle his man juice away.

But he couldn’t squirt! Not while she was lifting him up, making him walk. He couldn’t focus, he was like a wild animal being escorted to his cage. His penis was pulsating, sticking out of his zipper, hard as iron, and dripping, splat, splat, splat on the hall floor.

Shirley reached around and grabbed his dick by the base. She squeezed, and slowed the flow of gism down, which made Tim cry out with pleasure.

How could he like this?

Then they were in the bedroom. One finger up his butt, lifting the anal ring, she unbuttoned his pants the rest of the way, pulled his pants and panties down. She pulled him around by the anus, pulled her finger out and pushed him.

He fell back on the bed, was weak with relief and…disappointment! He felt empty! He wanted her finger to keep moving inside him, to stimulate his asshole!

She didn’t bother with his asshole right then, though she sure would later, she just ripped her clothes off, climbed over him, and situated herself on top of him.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed, and the popping began in her pussy.

Some women don’t cum much.

Some women cum during sex.

Some women have multiple orgasms.

Shirley was having multiple orgasms. A lot of them. Not a big bang, but a string of little pops that kept pushing her up, up.

“Fuck me! You bitch!” she howled.

Tim was shocked, but he did his best. He rammed and jammed, he took over and flipped her on her back. He pushed deep, pulled hard, his testicles slapping against her.

Then the little pops stopped, and the big one took over her.

Some earthquakes are small, some big. Then there are the super quakes. San Francisco, Alaska.

But Shirley’s cum was bigger than all of those combined. She maxed out the Richter scale and sailed outward on waves of pure sex.

It was the most wonderful orgasm of her life.

She lay on the bed afterwards. She held onto Tim, who was now sobbing with frustration. She felt his hair, ran her fingers through it. A little longer, honey.

She felt her heart beating hard, but slowing. She felt his penis throbbing against her thigh, a wild tiger that couldn’t quite get loose. Don’t cum baby. I like you like this!

And under that thought was the big thought, the one that was responsible for her super orgasm and all the little poppings. A woman! I want my husband to be a woman! What’s wrong with me.

Then she giggled against his flesh. What’s right with me?

Tim pushed up, got off her. He sat on the edge of the bed and his tears splattered on his thighs.

Shirley sat up and put her arm around him. Like a man did a woman, but she was the more like the man part of this equation, giving solace to the sobbing female.

She was very aware of this shift, and it made her feel horny all over again.

Holy moley! How could she be horny all over again? She just came! And it was a giant cum!

“It’s okay, honey. You’ll have another orgasm some day.”

But she had deliberately squeezed his cock, had not wanted him to. She wanted him horny. She wanted him weak. She wanted him to be putty so she could work her will on him.

God, did that make her wet!


Part Two

“Well, Tim, I can’t find anything wrong with you. Your bladder is fine, your prostate is tip top, I can’t find any reason for you to have excessive fluid.”

Excessive fluid. What a way to describe a leaking dick. A leaking dick that leaks sperm.

The doctor was the family doctor. A middle age fellow with glasses and a large nose.

“Of course, I can send you to a urologist. A specialist might find something that I missed.”

Shirley sat to the side, a warm feeling between her thighs.

Nothing was wrong, everything was right, she loved her husband the way he was.

Sure, they had had to buy him panties and liners, and there was a bit of a mess on the bed every night, but that was a small price to pay for his ever stiff penis, his mounting horniness, his overwhelming for for her, and…his devotion to her, doing everything she asked. Even keeping his body shaved, putting a bit of lotion on his skin, and one night last week letting her put a clear coat on his fingernails.

Oh, Lord, she wanted to put fakes on his nails, make them long and red and have them trailing up her back, down her spine, over her breasts, along the folds of her labia, scratching gently at her clitoris.

But she knew they had to go through the doctor bit for a while.

After all, because of his leaky condition there might be a possibility of potential harm to him.

That would be terrible, to have him actually having health problems, and if he was cured he wouldn’t drip, and then he might not be so amenable to her manipulations.

She felt a little guilty in this self serving thought, but not too much. Her horniness for transforming him was overriding everything.

“Well, I don’t know what to do. If there’s nothing there, then…I guess I just have to wait and see what happens.”

“You know,” offered the doctor, “there is a chance of hormonal imbalance, but we’ll have to wait on the tests for that.”

The doctor, whose name was Atticus Farnsworth, considered his patient.

Tim was trimmed at the eyebrows, his skin was soft and smelling a bit feminine. He wondered: Is Tim transitioning?

It was not an unheard of possibility. A lot of people were these days. So…hmm.

“I could put you on a light dose of hormones right now.”

He watched careful as Tim responded. Undue eagerness would reveal whether he was transitioning, and then he could make a decision as to whether he should help or hinder Tim.

He had known Tim for a long time, and Tim had never expressed an overbearing personality. Was his current an indication that Tim was trying to change?

“Could you?” asked Tim.

There it was. Eagerness, and Atticus made up his mind. Yep. Hormone treatment was called for. At the very least it would help Tim make up his mind. At worst, he would stop taking them and resume male characteristics.

And somewhere in the mess Tim might stop leaking all over the place.

And the doctor didn’t realize that he had entirely misread Tim. Tim was  just anxious to stop dripping, he didn’t want to turn into a female…no matter how the thought might turn him on.

“Okay,” Atticus pulled a prescription pad in front himself and started scribbling. “”This is for hormones. They will be a bit high in estrogen content, but don’t worry about that. You could take five times this amount and it wouldn’t hurt you. Just try to keep an even frame of mind and go with it. All right?”

To the side Shirley exulted. Estrogen. Tim might not see the significance of that, but she sure did.

Shortly after that they left the doctor’s office, and Shirley couldn’t wait to get the prescription filled.

Two weeks later Tim was feeling funky.

He was leaking as bad as ever, and he was still wearing panties and liners, and the women in the office were snickering at him.

His face was changing. The skin was becoming softer. Furthermore, it seemed like his hair was growing, and growing softer, silkier.

Sometimes, when they were watching TV, Shirley would have him sit on the floor in front of him and give him a back rub. But she always ended up stroking his hair, brushing it, and it was almost like she was teasing it, styling it, trying new things that were, well, feminine.

Worse than that, he was feeling…pudgy. It was like his muscles weren’t as strong, and he felt a little roll of fat around his hips, and around his chest.

Not much, not noticeable except to him.

But, heysoos!

And he was sometimes feeling a bit emotional.

On a Friday night he was so sitting, and Shirley was brushing his hair, and she said, “Honey, do you still have the option of working at home?”

“I think so. Why?”

“I just think it might be easier to deal with your situation if you were working at home.”

Tim thought about it. He was tired of seeing the looks, hearing the giggles, and maybe this would be for the best.

“I’ll ask the boss about it,” he murmured.

Shirley smiled. She wanted him home, where she could keep track of him. She didn’t want him suddenly deciding to go get a haircut, or getting bad advice about how to deal with his leaky weeny.

“I think those pills are working,” she said.

“You do?”

“Absolutely. I think you’re not leaking as much.”

He was actually leaking more, but he was willing to listen to Shirley. He wanted to be leaking less. “Good.”

“So I’m going to up your dose.”

He turned and looked at her.

She held his hair and tugged him back to his looking straight ahead position.

“The doctor said it was all right,” she lied. “And don’t you want to get the show on the road?”

“Well, yeah!”

“Okay. Starting tomorrow we’ll give you double the dose.” And get double the boobs, double the waist, and double the sexiness!

They were watching the Kardashians right at the moment, and Tim watched the crazy women go on about their shallow lives. At least, he used to think they were living shallow lives. Lately, Shirley making him sit for his hair brushing, he had become interested in them. They had such big boobs. They were always immaculately made up. And they talked like the had orgasms by the gross, every day.

He wished he could have an orgasm. He had never been so horny in his whole life!

His cock was constantly popping up and dripping a drop or two. And that embarrassing situation, being erect while talking to the secretaries, was another reason for working at home.

He sighed, and Shirley, feeling a white hot in her chest, a wetness in her pussy, and a curious sense of exultation, brushed his hair, flipped it under and curled it, and had an orgasm.

Just a little one.

And another, and another, and…

The estrogen hormones may not have been strong, but Tim was reacting strongly to them.

Fortunately, he was now working at home.

Fortunately because he was developing bumps on his chest, and his skin was sort of…flabby. His muscle was leaving, and his body was getting rounder.

It had been a month since Shirley had started double dosing him, and he was almost afraid to look in the mirror.

His hips were no longer angular, but rather rounder. And soft. Good for sitting.

His pectorals were swelling, and he had taken to wearing loose shirts, and sweat shirts, to try and hide his development.

His pectoral muscles were turning into boobs. He. tried to deny it, but he could feel them, not just rounding, but getting heavier, even sagging a bit.

Then came ‘the day.’

“Honey?” said Shirley, sitting in bed and watching him do exercises, trying to get his manly shape back.

“Yeah?” was his voice getting higher?

“I think you need a bra.”

He was doing push ups, and he suddenly collapsed. Just laid on the floor and thought.

Bra.

The thought was like a shard of obsidian cutting through his skull.

Bra = boobs.

Which he couldn’t deny, but was trying to.

He was laying face down, nose in the rug, and he turned his face to look at her. “What?”

“Bra. B…R…A. Also known as an over the shoulder boulder holder, a knocker locker, a balloon cocoon, a—“

“Why?” His voice was so small, but it cut right through her chatter.

“Because, honey, you’ve got a bit of flab under those pretty nipples of yours. And, while we’re at it, your nipples are a bit bigger. Of course we don’t such things as nipple bras, but a bra would help cover up the size of your…look!”

He was half sitting, very aware that his flesh was a bit droopy over his pectorals, and he looked down to where she was pointing.

His nipples were, indeed, big. And they were stiff. Excited.

“I knew it! You like it! You find this exciting!”

“No!” He tried to put his arms over his chest, his hands over his tits, and it was a curiously feminine posture.

She slid off the bed and sat next to him, cross legged, and pulled his arms away.

He had been denying it for a week, maybe two, but he couldn’t hide the truth any longer.

He was developing breasts. He had little hills, and his nipples were getting bigger, and not only was he getting boobs, he was leaking. His pecker was sticking out and a big glop of sperm issued out.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. “I felt that.”

“What? An orgasm?”

“No, but…almost. It felt hot, and it…pulsed.”

“And this is the result,” she scooped up some of the semen that had cum from his penis and offered it to him.

“Ew!” he shrugged away.

She tasted it. “Hmm. Tastes good. You really should try some. What if you could stop drizzling by simply eating your sperm a few times?”

“Don’t be silly.”

He was panicked. To feel an orgasm almost happen, after a couple of months of no orgasm and being ‘teased’ to the edge constantly.

“Honey, stop fidgeting. We’re just talking about an article of clothing.”

“But it’s a bra!”

“And you need one, and, besides, look how the idea is affecting you.”

She reached out and touched one nipple.

It felt like an electric shock shot through him. A good electric shock, one that warmed and opened him up. He jerked and his penis shot another  little glob out.

“Stop that.”

“No!”

She grabbed his weenie and wouldn’t let him get up. Then she pushed him and began to climb on him, to try and grab his tits.

“Stop! Let me go!”

She managed to grab a boob in one hand. She squeezed it, then wormed in on him.

He was almost crying. She was stronger than him! How had that happened?

Then she managed to put her mouth on his boob and…

“OO-o-oo-o!”

His eyes rolled up and his toes curled. It wasn’t an orgasm, exactly…but it was, sort of.

It sort of frightened Shirley, and she let go of his nipple.

He rolled on his side and tried to cover his groin, but she saw it: he was finally cumming!”

“Fu-u-uck!” he cried in a moan.

His hips twitched and the semen just kept pouring out.

The orgasm finally ended, and Tim lay there, shaking, sobbing. He had never, never, NEVER felt an orgasm like that. It was softer, more embracing, and it had lasted so long.

Shirley crawled up next to him and spooned him, cuddled him.

“It’s okay, honey.”

After a moment, he whispered, “I came.”

“You sure did.”

“But it lasted to long, and it wasn’t as intense, but it was like my whole body was being shoved through a meat grinder.”

“You had a female orgasm, honey. That’s all.”

He was electric in her arms, his mind starting to think about what had happened.

“A female orgasm?”

He turned and faced her. He was still in her arms, and she wanted to feel his breasts again. But she forced herself to lay and wait.

“How could that be?”

“I don’t know, but wasn’t it wonderful?”

He bit his lip and thought. It had been wonderful. It was amazing. And, worse, or better, he wanted another one.

“I want another one,” he whispered.

“Can I touch you? Can I make love to you? As if you were a woman?”

It took him a moment, but it was inevitable. He nodded. He he looked so totally embarrassed.

Shirley didn’t wait for a second permission. She kissed him tenderly. She reached down for his cock with one hand and felt his breasts with the other. She stroked him, feeling the length of him, feeling how he was, for the moment, not dripping.

Of course he wasn’t dripping, not after that massive squirt!

She lowered her head to his nipples and began to suck.

Oh, Lord, Tim groaned and bent his head back. The world suddenly became white hot. He was on the edge of an orgasm, the orgasm actually starting, but…going no further.

He tried.

He humped her hand. He held her head to his chest.

But he couldn’t, and he began to cry.

“There, there, honey. You just came. It’s too soon. Let yourself rebuild and we’ll try it again.”

He nodded, and dried his cheeks, and she said, “If…”

“If what?” He looked at her wide-eyed.

“If you wear a bra.”

Now he was caught. He had boobs, and they were reacting sexually, and he wanted that sex.

“But I’m a man.”

“Not entirely true,” she whispered, kissing his ear, holding him, snuggling against him. “And whatever change you’re going through, it’s part of your female orgasm.”

“But I…I don’t want to!”

“You’re going to be working for home. We can put you in a bra, a corset, nylons, we can paint your face, and you can explore your orgasms, and I’m sure that if we do that…you’re going to have more. And they’re all going to be like that last one. Female orgasms.”

He objected, but the curious thing, he wanted to give in. He wanted to do it, if left to himself he probably would have put on a bra just to see.

But it was too much, too soon, and he balked.

So, working on her feminine intuition, Shirley did the one thing that she had done before, and which had given her such feelings of power, and had reduced Tim to a blubbering mess.

She cupped his buns and pulled him to her. She pulled him over her, and his cock was still stiff. She pulled, and twisted, and somehow wound up on top. In control. And one hand let go of his cheek and sought out his brown button.

“Hey!” But not as loud as the first time, and she slipped a finger inside him.

But this time he didn’t struggle. This time he paused, and went motionless, and just felt what was happening.

It felt so good. He felt full, and it was only a finger. There was room for more.

“Another one,” he whispered, his face flaming red.

Shirley knew what he meant, what he wanted.

“Not unless you agree to wear a bra.”

Oh, the pause, the pain of giving in to his own desires, but he finally nodded.

She drew her finger out, pushed two up against his hole, then stopped.

“What?” he begged, desperate to feel it all.

“And anything else I might want you to wear.”

He was truly desperate now. Every iota of him wanted her fingers. He tried to think of an argument, but there was none. His own desires were pushing him.

“Come on, honey. Say it.”

“Yes!”

She poked, two fingers, and he arched and started humping and tears of joy streamed down his cheeks.

An hour later Tim was getting dressed. He had taken a shower and dried off, and now he thought about what had happened.

She had given him another orgasm. It had been big, but not as big, and there hadn’t been much sperm. But after that tsunami he had unleashed that was understandable.

But now he had to wear a bra.

Shirley was sitting on the bed, a smug look on her face, though she tried to hide it. A bra was on the bed next to her.

He stood in front of her and she helped him.

“This is an old bra, don’t know I didn’t throw it away long ago, but the cups are smaller and it should fit you. We’ll really have to order some nice bras for you.”

He said nothing, just swallowed loudly as she put his boobs into the cups, then reached around behind him to fasten the back.

He turned and looked at himself in the mirror.

“Oh, my God!” he said, then he looked down.

“You’re dripping again.”

And he was. Not much, but the respite caused by a female cum had ended. He was leaking again.

“We should have put your panties on first, you’re dripping all over the floor.”

He nodded, and pulled his panties on.

“You need nylons.”

“Aw, honey…” but he didn’t resist when she helped roll the stockings up his legs.

And she slipped high heels onto his feet.

He stood, and swayed, and…his boobs felt enormous. They weren’t but they felt like it, and…it was the fact that he was a man, had had a flat chest all his life, but now he was…blooming.

Shirley wanted to put make up on him, but she figured she was ahead of the game. Better just leave that for another day.

But she did want him to go outside.

“NO!” And he wouldn’t.

That was okay. She had her ways, and today her way was…booze.

She mixed them drinks and toasted him. “Here’s to a new you.”

They sipped, and she held her glass for him to see. Her lip print was on it, and he stared.

“You could leave your mark, too.” She eyed him over the glass and took another jolt.

He thought about it, but he was already almost overwhelmed.

Then she went to Coke, and kept pouring him bourbon, and he got higher and higher.

Laughing, joking, she got him to put on a dress. It was a cute summer dress that showed legs and went up to the neck. She didn’t think he was going to be as malleable if he was showing cleavage.

Besides, he needed a bit more cleavage. His tits were obvious, but not screaming for men to look at them.

And they kept drinking, and then Tim agreed to a little drive. Just a little one. They didn’t even have to get out of the car.

He felt his hair. He considered his breasts, and he suddenly thought, Why not?

It was about two in the afternoon by then, and Tim was feeling no pain. Shirley drove out of town, along a country road, and pulled into a gravel parking lot. There were no other cars around.

It was basically a barbecue place with a stream behind it, and a patio that curved around and gave a nice sense of isolation.

“Let’s go get some burgers.”

Tim froze. Drunk, he was still quite aware that he was now wearing a dress and heels.

Shirley noted that he was locking up and offered him a better choice.

“Why don’t you find us a table?” Shirley suggested as she turned off the car.

“What if somebody sees us?” Sees me!

“Let them look. All they’ll see is a pair of pretty girls out for a beer and a burger.”

“Yeah, but…I’m dressed like this!” He looked down at his dress.

“Honey,” she said, grabbing his chin and looking into his face. “There’s nobody here.”

He smiled.

“But just to make it interesting…” She took out her lipstick and painted his lips.

Tim was terrified, and loving it. He had never worn lipstick.

“Now then, I’d love to do your eyes, but this is our first date and I know you’re just a blushing virgin, so…go find us a table.”

She reached across him and lifted the door handle. She pushed him.

Tim stumbled in his high heels, but he turned around and stared at her. His face was bright red.

She got out, locked the car and said, “Find us a good table. Maybe around the far side of the patio. I’ll get us some burgers, fries and Cokes.

His face flaming, unsure what to do, Tim had no choice when Shirley walked towards the little barbecue joint.

Shirley reached the enclosed patio and tried the screen door. Locked, as she knew it would be. Besides, she wanted Tim drunk. She didn’t want him suddenly sobering up and realizing what was going on.

She turned and headed after Tim. She stopped at the car briefly and got out a bag. She had brought some goodies.

Tim had made it to the patio. He was unsteady on his heels, but he went towards the far end. He looked like he was scared right out of his panties. And he probably was.

When Shirley caught up to him Tim was sitting around the curve of a four foot tall stone wall. He was sitting as if demurely, hands in his lap, sometimes looking down at his tits, the expression on his face one of wonder and awe.

He was here! In public! With female clothes and lipstick.

Shirley smiled as she handed him a bag. “Honey, we simply must do your fingernails.”

He blushed.

She opened the bag and brought out her nail kit.

“What about the hamburgers.”

“Silly me, I forgot they’re closed on Monday.”

“They are?” Tim looked at the burger joint nervously, but there was nothing he could do.

“Yep. Give me your hand.”

She didn’t wait, she grabbed his hand and pulled it over to her.

Tim was as if in shock as she prepped his nails quickly and expertly. He stared as she glued long, red fingernails over his own natural nails. In a few minutes his hands were adorned, and slender and sexy.

He stared at his hands. His heart was pounding, and his penis was really leaking.

“Here, have a drink.”

She opened a can of Coke, poured half out, and filled it again with Early Times. She handed the can to Tim, and he took it, staring at his hands, holding the can, his long fingers with their red tips wrapped around it.

He drank. A big glug. A couple of big glugs.

“I’m trying,” he blurted.

“What are you trying, Tim?”

“I’m trying to understand.”

He was close to crying and she kissed him gently. “You’re doing wonderfully, Timmy.”

“Timmy?”

“You’re softer now, nicer, and more like a Timmy than a Tim.”

“Oh.”

She stood up and went around to the other side of the picnic bench, sat down facing him. She lifted his dress and looked down with satisfaction. His penis was pushing hard on the liner, and she could see a trace of semen coming through.

“I’m going to make you up now, Timmy.”

“You are?”

“Take a sip. This won’t take long, and then you’ll be all done.”

He was drunk, and he couldn’t stop the warm feelings surging through him. He loved what she was doing to him, even though he was scared.

Even with all the booze in him he was scared.

Shirley began cleansing him with little pads, then she put primer on his face.

Tim was silent, staring at her, but lost in his own thoughts.

He thought he was going to have an orgasm any second. His heart was shivering in his chest.

She got to the foundation, then the blush. She shadowed his eyes and gently outlined his eyes and added mascara.

“You already have lipstick on,” she murmured softly, but we need to refresh it, plump it, and add some gloss.

She put plumper on his lips first, and within a minute they started swelling slightly.

she coated his lips with dark red, taking her time, letting him feel the sexy sensation of having his lips coated. Then she added gloss, which was a fixer. His lips would stay this way for a while.

Then she was done.

“Stand up, let me take some pictures.”

He stood, and twirled and posed and she snapped pictures, then uploaded them to the cloud.

She put her cell phone aside then, and told Tim to sit down on the bench. He did, and she got up, climbed onto the table and faced him. Her butt on the bench, her large breasts overwhelming, him facing her at crotch level.

“Tim, I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Have a drink. I think you’re going to need more booze.”

“I do? Why?”

He was drunk, the world was spinning a bit, and he didn’t understand.

“Because I’m going to tell you the truth.”

“What truth?”

For answer she lifted her dress.

Tim stared. Between her legs, nestled in her junction, was a dildo. It was a strap on. It was big, eight inches long and quite hefty.

“What?” asked Tim stupidly, understanding what he saw, but not understanding why.

“Tim. A couple of months ago I had an affair.”

“What?” He looked up from her giant cock.

“That’s right. I screwed somebody, but it wasn’t a man.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No. It was a woman. And while it was a one time thing, I realized that I wanted a woman. A woman with a dick. I wanted you to be a woman.”

Tim’s mouth opened and he went owl-eyed.

“So I found a pill that would make you drizzle all the time. I mixed it into meat loaf and gave it to you. It’s powerful stuff, but I had to give you a pill about once a week.”

“So…I’ve been…you…”

“That’s right. I made you drizzle. I made your cock ooze out semen. Then I went to the doctor with you. I didn’t think he would figure out what I did, but then he prescribed estrogen. Estrogen, which brings out the female characteristics. The rest was simple. Keep you horny, which was easy because your ability to cum was reduced, and transform you. Get you to wear panties, a bra, and watch as you changed into a woman. Now you’re what I want. You’re a woman, and I have never been so excited in my life. I have the most massive cums when you screw me. And, let’s be honest, since I’ve been playing with you, as a woman, playing with your tits, sucking your nipples and finger fucking you, you’ve been having the best cums of your life. So now we’re down to it. We’re at the make or break point.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I am going to screw you. Screw you like you’re a woman, because you are. I am going to make you so happy, and convince you never to go back to being a hairy, old slob of a man.”

Tim was trying to speak, but words had failed him. Things were plain now, and he understood, but he was also drunk, uninhibited, and giving in to his building desires.

He was a woman, and he had the most difficult time cumming, unless he was treated like a woman. Unless he had his boobs sucked and his man pussy penetrated.

And Shirley was offering to fuck his man pussy.

No, demanding to fuck him. It was the look of determination in her eyes.

“Lean your head forward, Tim. Suck my dick.”

She had hold of his head and she pulled it.

Tim resisted a little, but not much. His head bent forward and he was eyeball to eyeball with the vertical slit in her fake cock.

His mouth opened, and she gave him instructions.

“It’s real, Timmy. Slide your red lips up and down the shaft.”

“Relax your throat, let it go in deep.”

“Lick under the head, get me off, Timmy baby.”

Finally, her desire in one respect sated, she got off the table, took him by the hand, and led him to the stone wall.

She pushed him against the wall, made him bed over a bit. She lifted his dress and pulled down his semen soaked panties.

She reached around and held his penis even as she moved forward.

A moment later he had been welcomed to womanhood, christened, and his life would never be the same.


Epilogue

Tim worked at home all the time now, and he was dressed as a woman all the time. He wore sexy lingerie and dresses all day, and sexy peignoirs at night.

At night he lay back and Shirley rode him. She squeezed her orgasms out of him, deep, violent things that truly and totally satisfied her.

His penis was stiff nearly all the time, and it drizzled constantly, but it rarely came. For Shirley kept giving him the pills, kept him drizzly, and erect, and unable to cum except when she took him like a man would take a woman.

Then his cums were great.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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Castration Leads to Feminization!

The desire for better sex leads to a terrible accident!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

What’s the difference between men and women?

Well, aside from a small batch of things like hormones and long hair and such, it is the fact that men have penises and women have vaginas.

So if you take a man’s dick away, is he a woman?

An interesting question, and society is presently going nuts fighting over this simple question.

So here’s one viewpoint to help you in your cogitations. As you read the story think about yourself as the hero, and thnk about what you would do in his situation.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ll tell you,” said Shirley, “this if the most amazing sex toy you’ll ever experience! Your orgasms will be bigger, your boobs will be bigger, your pussy will be bigger.”

“How about my cock? Will that be bigger?” asked Lance.

Lance was listening to Shirley tell his wife, Mia, about the latest and greatest sex toy, and he had his doubts. After all, bigger orgasms? What sex toy didn’t promise that, and how many actually did that?

Shirley turned to Lance. She was a pretty blonde with a Dorothy Hamill blonde haircut, large breasts, and a quirky smile that always enlivened the party.

“I can see that I have a doubting Thomas in the crowd.”

“You could say that,” smirked Lance. “We’ve tried your gimmicks before, and they haven't always worked.”

“That’s not fair, Lance,” interjected his wife. Mia was a short brunette with breasts bigger than Shirley’s. Lance was taller than her, but only by an inch.

“We had a lot of fun with that fleshlight, and I loved the chastity tube!”

“Uh, yeah,” he responded. “The fleshlight was good for a couple of days, but that chastity tube was irritating at best.”

Mia giggled. “Yes, but it sure had you hopping.” She turned to Shirley. “I had him going crazy. A week, just a week, and he was promising undying love. He was giving me back rubs and foot rubs and eating my pussy till it squirted.

“Ah!” Lance waved a hand dismissively.

“Don’t you deny it, now tell me about this new sex toy. I want to hear all about it.”

“Well, you see it works like this…”

Lance wandered off at that point. He didn’t want any more gimmicks. And, yes, that chastity tube had been fucking incredible. Well, maybe ‘not fucking’ incredible. But he didn’t want to go through that again.

He liked being horny, but there were limits, and he liked screwing and squirting much more than he liked being denied and teased.

Lance wandered across the party and into the kitchen. He chatted with some guys, made himself a bourbon and Coke, and headed into the living room.

The party was going good. Sandy Bascombe had lost her top and was shimmying here and there and teasing men.

Wanda Pearson was grabbing men by the crotch and shaking them.

“You’re going to cum! You bitch!” she yelled, and everybody laughed as Brad Street tried to get her hand off his package.

He walked into the TV room and found a bunch of couples making out as they watched clips of Sandra Otterson fuck the Master Blaster. Heysoos, what a pair of boobs that woman had!

Finally, he found himself in the pool room. He got into a game with three other guys and had a good time.

A couple of hours later, Mia found him, sitting on a couch and nodding off.

“Hey, party pooper,” she chimed. “Let’s rocket for home!”

“You got it, babe.”

They sauntered out the front door, said good bye to their host, and headed for Lance’s Mustang.

His Mustang was a racing red with black top classic. He started it up, listened to the rumble of the motor, and sighed. Man, he loved this car.

Then he pulled out and drove slowly home.

Slowly, because he had been drinking and he didn’t want to risk a ticket. And cops loved to chase Mustangs down. They probably bragged about it to the other cops.

I gave a ticket to a Mustang!

Dumb cops, all they did was drive around and look for trouble.

But, he saw no cops, and he gave a half grin. Heck, he could have driven fast and gotten away with it. Why couldn’t he know whether the cops were on the prowl before he drove home?

He pulled into the driveway, turned off the ignition, and Mia hopped out of the car and headed for the front door.

Hmm. She had been silent on the way home. He wondered what she had been thinking.

He followed her in, poured a glass of ice water in the kitchen to cut the taste of old whiskey in his mouth, and followed her to the bedroom.

She was sitting in front of her vanity table, combing out her hair, and looking very pensive.

“All right, baby, what’s cooking?”

She didn’t hesitate. “I keep thinking about what Shirley told me.”

“About some super secret sex toy?”

She turned to him. She was in he peignoir already, and her boobs poked against the thin material Lord, did he love his wife’s boobs.

“It’s not that big a secret. It’s just…complex.”

“Complex? Like how complex?”

“Well, it’s a combination dildo, suction tube machine. But you have to build a sort of swinging bench for it. A guy is going to have to be pretty handy with tools to build one of those.”

She turned back to her vanity table, but she didn’t fool Lance one, little bit.

“Oh, ho! And there it is.”

Mia stared at him in the mirror, and at least had the good grace to look a little guilty.

“You’re putting the challenge on me. Teasing me. Daring me.”

She turned back to him, still pulling tangles out of her long, dark hair. “Well, you are handy with tools.”

“Sure, but building a sex toy? Wouldn't you rather have me build a gazebo in the backyard? Or maybe a greenhouse? Or I could always add a room on. But…a sex toy?”

She leaned forward, and he was reminded that they hadn’t made love for several days. She leaned and her breasts pushed at him, and his weenie suddenly had som thoughts of its own.

“Yeah, but this is a small project! And it’s not that expensive. The blueprints are available on the net. Free download. You could knock it together in a weekend.”

“Sure. Give up my golf, not watch any football, just to build a gimmick that, like the rest of Shirley’s ideas, is no big deal.”

Mia’s mouth twisted in displeasure and she started to pout.

“Maybe next summer, when I’ve finished a few worthwhile projects.”

“I want it now.”

Uh oh.

“I think you should build it now.”

“Well, I don’t.” He was pulling clothes off and heading for the shower, and quickly. He didn’t want Mia to sink her hooks into him.

He almost made it into the bathroom. He had one foot on the tiles and one foot on the bedroom rug, when, “Lance?”

Her voice started out low, but it curved up, and it had that tone to it. That ‘don’t make me bitch at you’ tone.

Oh, fuck! he whimpered in his mind.

He stopped, turned, and tried reason.

“Honey. You know I have a lot of things to do, and this is just…a gimmick.”

“I don’t care. Shirley got me all excited, and I want you to build one.”

“But—“

“Don’t you want good sex?”

And there it was. The threat of denial. You do this or I’m going to be having a lot of headaches.

Heck, she already had enough headaches.

Lance was a man who liked sex. Really liked sex, and he didn’t want anything getting in the way of that. Especially an unhappy wife.

“Look, I’ll check out the blueprints, okay?”

She didn’t smile or look happier. This was getting bad.

“I promise. I’ll look at the blueprints. I’ll even download them and we can go over them. We can figure out how much this thing will cost, and how long it would really take. But you have to cut me some slack, honey. I do have things I have to do.”

“More important than your love life?” And with that she turned on her side and faced the wall.

Crap in a blender. Man, fuckin’ Shirley must have really got her jacked up. Usually she would take a week or two and talk him up gently. But this time she was lowering the boom right away.

So thinking, and thinking about this mystery project—he didn’t even know what it was yet—he continued into the bathroom.

He showered, dried off, and padded back into the bedroom.

Mia was snoring lightly.

Well, maybe she was just tired.

But maybe not.

He slipped into bed, his penis rubbed against the cool sheets, and he wished he jerked off in the shower. He had a feeling he was going to be feeling the heat in the foreseeable future.

Lance awoke early the next morning. Of course he did. He was horny, and he had morning wood. He needed to cum and pee, though not necessarily in that order.

He headed for the bathroom and sat down and let it whizz out of him.

Ahh.

Then he slipped on an old robe and headed for the kitchen.

Surprisingly, he didn’t have a hang over. Of course he hadn’t had that much to drink.

What he did have was the boner blues. He needed to squirt, and that often made him wake up early, and even go to sleep late.

Maybe he should sneak into the computer room and rub one out. Mia might be asleep for another—

“Unh!” Mia staggered into the kitchen.

She had drunk too much, and she did have a hangover. Damn. that always made her a little edgy, and Lance certainly didn’t want her snapping and sniping at him today.

She brushed past him without a word, dug into the refrigerator for a can of Coke, and popped it.

She chugged half the can, wiped her mouth and sank onto one of the kitchen chairs.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “Why didn’t you stop me?”

“Honey, you were unstoppable,” he grinned. “You want some breakfast?”

“No. But hurry up.”

Lance mixed up some pancakes quickly and started pouring the batter into frying pans. While the pancakes cooked he got out the butter and syrup. Then he handed her another Coke.

“You want some bourbon in it? Hair of the dog?”

“Gah,” she responded.

He collected pancakes on a platter and put the platter on the kitchen table. He handed her a fork and she went to town.

She cut slices of butter and spread them out, then drowned the whole thing in syrup. Using just the fork she cut pieces and jammed them into her mouth.

“Watching your girlish figure, eh?”

“Fuck,” she whispered. But it wasn’t a loud ‘fuck,’ the carbonation and the syrup of the Coke, and the belly filling pancakes were working. If he could fill her belly her head would stop aching.

Maybe.

But, fortunately for Lance, his strategy did work. A half a dozen pancakes later she sat back and sighed.

“Thanks,” she muttered.

“No problemo.”

“You’re a nice man.”

“I doubt it, but it’s nice of you to lie.”

“Now download the blueprints and get to work.”

She got up and walked out of the room, leaving him cursing under his breath.

Damn! He thought helping her out with the headache would get him some brownie points. But when his wife had an idea she really had it.

He cleaned up, now a bit grouchy, and headed back to the bedroom to get dressed.

Mia sat at her vanity table once again, and she was making up her face. She didn’t look at him when he entered the room.

He got dressed, shorts and a tee shirt, athletic shoes with short socks. He was the natty one, he was.

Then, one last try, he turned to Mia.

“Honey, you need to cut me some slack. I said I would look at the blueprints.”

“There’s a big difference between looking and building,” she glared at the mirror.

He knelt next to her, placed a hand on her forearm, and she turned to him.

“If you fuck me right now I’ll build it.”

She could hardly surprise her smile. She had won, and she knew it.

“Your next squirt will be in the machine that you build. So I suggest you stop stalling and playing ‘Let’s Make a Deal’ and get to work.”

He sighed, stood up, and headed to the computer room.

Well, at least he wasn’t in chastity.

In the computer room he powered up the MAC and went looking. Sex furniture. Suction and dildos.

He went through the normal sites and couldn’t find anything. Then, a freak of luck, he stumbled across the House of Gord.

Gord had died, but his videos were still offered, and the people running it had made blueprints of some of his contraptions and were offering them for sale.

He went through a couple of them, pretty simple for a guy with his talent. The materials were fairly commonplace. He could get 90% of the stuff at home Depot. The other 10% he could find at specialty shops. Or, if necessary, he could build what he needed himself.

He went through the catalogue of machines that Gord had invented and studied his methods. He watched a few of the videos. Man, those were wild.

A woman mounted on the front of a truck, pretzel-ized, her pussy like a hood ornament and a dildo machine pumping into her.

A woman hauled up to the top of a barn, turning in the wind, arranged like a life sized, human butterfly.

Machines built inside a studio, with tubes and dildos and…he found it. He found the machine that Shirley had described, and he studied it closely.

The waist bent over a bar, the legs kept apart by a spreader bar. The body tilted so the pussy, or the cock, was pointing upward, and the ‘victim’ was half upside down.

The arms were extended to the sides, little square arrangements of pipes keeping the arms from bending back, from getting free. Once in no one was going to get out unless that were released. This was Houdini’s wet dream.

Then there were the two machines that did the heavy lifting.

One machine was arranged over the butt. It pointed a dildo downward. It could be put into an asshole or pussy, depending on what the person operating the machine wanted. What the sex of the person in the machine demanded.

There were three suction tubes. One for the penis, or the pussy, two for the nipples. The cups the tubes led to, that were attached to the body for the sucking, came in various sizes. One could, for instance, place a big suction cup on the boob. Or there were little suction tubes of the nipples. There was even a way to have the suction tubes on the nipples while inside the suction tubes to the boobs.

Lance shook his head. Even though he wasn’t a believer in the supposed immense sexual satisfaction promised by the machine, he admire Gord’s genius.

What kind of sick, twisted, demented—

“How’s it going?”

Mia was behind him, and she put a hand on his shoulder.

“I don’t see any problems. It is intricate, though. I can get most of the material at Home Depot, but there’s a few things I’ll either have to special order or fabricate.”

She leaned on him, looked over his shoulder, pressed her large tits on his shoulder blade. She reached under his arm and into his lap. She had his dick out and was stroking it gently.

“Oooh. Fabricate. I like that word. It’s sort of like fornicate.”

Lance’s penis was hard in an instant, and then he felt her rubbing one of his nipples with her free hand.

“Oh, fuck, lady.”

“Not until you get this beast working.”

“Oh, please. I haven’t had any for a while. I’ve already agreed to do it, and…I need some relief.”

“And you’ll get some.”

He looked at her.

She added, “On the machine. You can have the first ride. Can you see it now? Your asshole filled, your nippies being tugged, your cock being sucked. The minutes pass, you’r eon the edge, but you can’t…can’t…and you try harder. You struggle, you move your hips a little, the dildo works fine, your dick is getting the big, plastic blow job, and your nipples. Oh, my God! Your nipples are getting long and stiff, and finally…finally…WHOOSH!”

She made a flowering motion with her hands.

He said, “Or you could do me now.”

She left the room laughing.

Lance headed for Home Depot that afternoon.

He purchased the pipes necessary to hold the body, and some foam sleeves to cushion the waist.

He bought extra pipe and lots of little joints to make the squares that held the arms. He was going to have to cut the pipes down to size, but that was ok. He was good at cutting pipes and threading them.

He went to a specialty shop and purchased almost exactly the same type of machines that Gord had used. He was going to have to cut tubing to length, and he went to a glass blower to get the suction cups.

He bought electrical wiring and connectors. He bought little plastic bumpers so the glass cups wouldn't into the flesh.

It was a pretty successful trip, and he only had to order a couple of things on the net.

But that night, in spite of his willingness to undertake the task, and the progress he had made, Mia merely stroked him for a while, kissed him and told him how wonderful he was, then turned over and went to sleep.

Damn woman!

The next day he worked on where he was going to make the machine in the house.

He selected a corner of the garage. He ran wire for an extra electrical outlet. He made the frame of the machine, then bolted it to the floor. He set up the machines and even turned them on to check how it was going.

Everything was fine.

He began making the little squares of pipes for the arms, and attached them to the frame.

He built a spreader bar with leather straps and fixed it to the frame.

“Hey, Mia? Could you come here?”

Mia opened the kitchen door and looked out. “What you need, honey?” She was smiling. She loved it when her bullying ways worked.

“Come stand in the thing. I need to size the spreader bar.”

She frowned. “Yeah, right. I get in the spreader bar, you have me at your mercy, my legs all spread and my pussy hanging out. Then you slap my ass, screw it, and laugh at how clever you are. I don’t think so.”

Damn! She knew him too well.

“Well, I do have to check the spreader bar.”

“Okay. I’ll put you in it.”

He didn’t have much choice, so he glumly stepped up to the machine.

Mia walked out and fastened his legs to the spreader bar. Then she insisted he put his arms into the little square pipe set ups.

He grumbled, but he did. He was actually a little curious as to how this thing was going to work.

Mia checked and made sure he wasn’t going to be able to get his arms loose.

“Oh, I like this,” she grinned. She grabbed his groin, reached between his legs from behind and grabbed a big hunk of sex.

“Oh, crap,” Lance grunted. “Man, that feels good.”

“Best sex in the world,” she said. “Do you believe me now?”

He didn’t, but he wasn’t in a position to argue. Instead, he said, “Now the trick is to lift my feet. I’m pretty well balanced, and I should turn on the  center bar and reach a position where everything is accessible, and the blood doesn’t rush too badly to my head.”

Mia carefully lifted the spreader bar. Lance had measured carefully, and the balance was near perfect. He slowly flipped over, His butt was in the air, his legs spread so he couldn't close them. His top half was over the bar and half upside down. Perfect access to his penis and balls, and to his nipples.

“All right,” he exulted. “I do good work.”

“You sure do,” said Mia, and she began unzipping him.

“Hey? What are you doing?”

“I’m checking the viability of the possibility that the probability of the statistical expectation for chances of a likelihood of a successful transition of the angle of your asshole.”

“What?” Lance was flailing a bit, but Mia was holding his package now and not letting him get back to a standing position.

She put a hand on him and began stroking him. “How does this feel?”

“Hey, uh, good, but…”

She poked a finger at his pucker and he yelped.

She kissed one cheek and giggled. “I already like this. Do you think you can cum in this position?”

Her hand was moving fairly fast and he was erect and feeling it.

“I…uh…no.”

“Hah! You lie! You’re just looking for a cheap squirt!”

“Please!” he begged as she slowed down. “Finish me off!”

“Nah. I don’t think so.”

She stood there for long minutes, laughing, and rubbing the bottom of his glans, that very sensitive spot. He would get close, start jerking, then she would stop and let him recover.

“Is the blood going to your head?”

“Yes!”

“Does it hurt.”

He didn’t say anything. It was a distraction, and it would distract him enough to prolong the sex, but it didn’t really hurt.

“Good.”

She finally let go and he was able to turn over and get his feet to the ground.

She helped him get his arms loose, then she bent and got his ankles out of the spreader bar.

He stood up, his pants around his ankles, his penis and face more red than a stop sign.

“That was mean,” he whined. He was a little dizzy and felt fatheaded from being partially upside down.

“It was fun. Besides, aren’t you going to want to get me in that thing?

He was silent after that. Yes, he certainly would, and he began to see the possibilities for the weird contraption.

There was still a lot of work to do on the thing, but mostly little things. Checking tolerances on the swing, making sure the cushioning sleeves and other things were not going to come loose, and connecting the motors properly.

But it was coming together. It was only a couple of days and he walked proudly into the kitchen, poured himself a congratulatory drink, and toasted himself.

“I came, I saw, I conquered.” He hoisted a bourbon and Coke in the direction of the machine and sipped.

“It’s done?”

“You betchum, Red Ryder.”

Mia grinned. “I want to see!”

They adjourned to the garage and Mia walked around the machine.

It was a beaut. Lance was a craftsman, and all edges were sanded and painted. The machines for the dildo and the suction tubes were gleaming and ready to be turned on. The various tubing and wires were just right, and the machine looked thoroughly professional.

Mia felt the pipes, the tubing, inspected the glass suction bowls. “This is work of art.”

“Yep,” Lance was sitting on the stool in front of his work bench, sipping his drink and smiling.

“Let’s take it for a test run,” she faced him with a gleam in her eyes.

On one hand, he wanted to, on the other hand, he couldn’t.

“Why not?” she blurted.

“I need to check tolerances, make sure everything is working properly. i can’t do that while I’m in the machine. You’re going to have to take a ride first, I’ll make sure everything is working properly, then you can watch over me.”

She glared at him suspiciously. “I know what you’re planning!”

He sighed. “Honey, I’m actually innocent this time. I would like to, but I really do need to check the machine while somebody else is in it.”

She wasn’t happy; she didn’t trust him, and for good reason, he hadn’t cum in a while.

“Okay, I’ll get in the machine if you lock yourself up.”

“Mia!”

“I mean it.”

Sighing at the mule headedness of women everywhere, Lance went to the bedroom and took out the chastity tube.

He got naked and tried to put it on, but he was a little chubby down there.

He walked back out to the garage and grinned. “I’m too big.”

“Oh, well, we’ll fix that.” She grabbed him by the nuts and started spanking his weenie.

“Hey! Ow!” He tried to get away, but she had him solid. He tried to stop her hands from landing on his poor dingus, but she managed to keep getting shots through.

“Stop it! Don’t!”

But her slaps worked, and shortly his dick was shrunken. She giggled and put the ring around his package, then slipped the chastity tube over his penis.

“I love this thing,” she quipped. “We really should use it more often.”

“I’m throwing it away right after we’re done here.” But he wasn’t serious. He hated it, but it was a thrill and a half.

“Then I won’t take it off. Ever.”

He grinned. “But you’ll have to when you get me on the machine.”

She frowned. There had to be a way.

“Okay, are you ready?”

She sighed nervously, eyed the machinery and the pipes and the tubes. “I guess so.”

Mia took off her clothes and stepped up to the machine.

Lance put the spreader bar on her ankles and grinned as he looked up at her pussy.

“I sure do love this,” he said, sliding a finger down her labia.

She shivered and said, “Hey, we’re just testing this gizmo.”

“Yeah. Testing.” He reached his hand between her legs and cupped her mons.

“Fuck,” she grunted, and he fingered her a little.

“Come on, bitch,” she said breathlessly. “Let’s get this done.”

Laughing, he helped her get her arms through the little pipe squares. She was truly caught now. Now even Houdini could have gotten out. Her arms were stretched, her legs were spread, and her pussy was on display.

He moved up behind her and pushed his groin against her butt. His weenie was going bonkers in the cage, but it felt so good.

“Are you sorry you locked me up?” he chuckled.

“No! Now get on with it.”

He just laughed and began setting the suction cups in place.

First, he turned the machien on very low, then attached one big bowl to one breast, and another bowl to the other breast.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered as the suction took a hold. While it wasn’t working the nipples directly, the feeling of having her tits totally grabbed and pulled was downright intoxicating.

Lance angled the dildo up to her pussy, spread a thick glob of lubrication over it, and turned the machine on.

Mia’s eyes went wide, then she started moaning.

“Nice?”

“Oh, holy, mother, fuc—“

Lance stepped back and watch. She hung in the contraption, half turned over, her butt higher than her head, her breasts sucked and stimulated, her pussy being rammed and jammed with a mechanical thoroughness, her moans rose up.

“Oh, God! Oh, please!”

Her eyes took on a glazed look and her whole world became the in and out of the dildo.

Lance finished his drink. “Call me if you need me. I’m going to make another drink.”

He went into the kitchen, kept the door open and listened.

Chugga chugga, very softly, and the sounds of Mia crying out in happiness.

He smiled and fixed his bourbon and Coke, then returned to the garage.

Mia was having orgasms. Lots of them. Big ones.

Lance settled down on the stool in front of her and watched.

He watched how the valves opened and closed in the tubes leading to her breasts. Too bad she wasn’t lactating. Then he wondered if they did this long enough, would she start lactating?

He had heard of such things, and wouldn’t it be interesting?

Finally, after a half hour, she started grunting, and she wanted to be let loose.

He stopped the machine, freed her arms and legs, and helped her get her feet on the floor.

She could barely stand. Her legs were shivering and buckling and he kept hold of her and helped her into the house.

“Oh, God. Oh, God,” she kept muttering.

He sat her down on the couch in the living room and went to get her a drink. When he came back she was passed out.

And she had the biggest smile on her face.

So there it was. A sex machine guaranteed to shiver his timbers. He went out to the garage and walked around it.

He checked connections, inspected the tubes and wires. Shook the pipes. It was a solid hunk of whatever it was.

A suckmobile? A rammer jammer super suckmobile with all the bells and whistles?

He grinned. He would have to make a name plate for his new vehicle, and maybe a license plate.

Heck he could probably sell them, make an indecent profit, until the state discovered they could be taxed. Taxed to the tune of how many orgasms per mile.

He chuckled.

Then he knew he wouldn’t do such a thing. He wasn’t into assembly line manufacturing.

Finally, he turned off the light and went into to bed.

About three in the morning Mia stumbled in from the couch and crawled in next to him. She didn’t say anything, just put her arms around him and went back to snoring.

“Good morning!” Mia was up and at ‘em, and she was about as happy as he had ever seen here.

She was whistling, got dressed, kissed him multiple times, and headed out to make a big plate of sausage and tatter tots.

HE came out, feeling okay, and a bit proud of his machine, and poured a bit of syrup on the pigs and taters, and chowed down.

“That was incredible,” she said as she ate, so excited that she actually talked with her mouth full.

“I felt so filled up, and it kept going and going. And my tits, do they look bigger?”

Grinning, he shrugged. “Maybe.”

She ignored his answer and said, “Well, they feel bigger. And my nipples feel like they’ve been pulled out another inch.”

Another inch? he thought. So they’re what, two inches? Pretty big for nips.

“And when the orgasms started it blew my mind. At first I was like, okay, this is it, so what. But then they started, a long string of them. Pop, pop, pop, pop. And I thought, well, this is better, but it’s still just small orgasms.

“Then they started to get bigger and bigger. Suddenly I felt like I was in a washing machine, the heat turned up, spinning over and over, and my head felt like it was expanding, getting bigger and bigger, and those orgasms wracked my body, Big, tremendous shivers that stayed in my body, recycled with each orgasms, bigger and bigger.

“I swear, I actually forgot my own name. I wasn’t married and didn’t live here, I was lost in a space made of orgasms. I couldn’t do anything but feel those earthquake size tremors running through my body.”

She went on and on and on, grinning gleefully, her words stumbling over themselves they were in such a hurry to get out, to describe her experience.

And, finally, “You’ve got to try it.”

Lance nodded. “Been thinking about that.” And he had, the size of the bulge in his pants was proof of that.

“Tonight?”

He nodded.

The day went slowly, but most enjoyable.

Mia was a woman who often had an edge to her. Not mean and bitchy, but sometimes a bit snappy and surly.

Not this day.

This day she was satisfied, and in every sense of the word.

She laughed at jokes and even made her own. She cooked, didn’t allow herself to get distracted. She was a good cook when she put her mind to it.

And she kept hugging Lance. Just like before they were married. Before the reality of bills and work and the trials and tribulations of the every day world whittled her down.

She was rejuvenated.

Lance loved it. This was why he had married her, because of who she was, because of the delight she brought to his table.

So he hugged her back, kissed her, and thoroughly enjoyed the building lump in his pants.

Heck, he was going to get his tonight.

And, after dinner, and a desert of sherbet ice cream, orange, his favorite kind, Mia finally removed the chastity tube and took him out to the garage.

Lance couldn’t keep the grin off his face as he dropped his clothes in a pile and stepped up to the machine.

Mia laughed at his boner. It was ridiculously big.

She put his ankles in the spreader bar and he leaned up against the center pipe. The sleeves of foam made the thing almost comfortable.

He slipped his arms through the little pipe squares and she arranged them and fastened them. He was now spread eagled and ready to roll.

She lifted him by the spreader bar and his weight shifted and moved him into the semi-upside down position. He could feel the blood rushing to his head, but it wasn’t bad.

“Wow,” he muttered, looking at the world a little upside down.

She put the little bowls on the tubes and started the sucking machine up. She attached the suction devices to his nipples. Immediately his nipples were pulled, sucked, and, man, did it feel good.

She maneuvered the dildo machine to his butt. “I know you don’t want to get fucked up the butt for an hour or two, so I’ll just put it at your butt hole. You can push back and get a little if you feel like it.”

She giggled as she inserted the head of a small dildo into his anal ring.

Lance gasped. Feeling that thing poking into him was a tease, and he suddenly wished he had just told her to to put it in the ram and jam mode.

But, no. First time test drive. That could come later.

Now came the fun part. She had a long tube attached to the suction machine, and this one had a bigger tube that fit over his penis.

The suction started immediately. He could see a little valve flapping away, and he began getting an amazing blow job.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

Mia stood next to the machine, watched the suction suck his dick, the dildo give little jerks into his asshole, and his nipples looked so cute. They were elongated and getting stretched out, and she knew how that felt.

“God,” she said, rubbing her pussy. “This has already got me horny.” She walked over to the work bench and picked up the penis gag. She returned to Lance.

“You’re going to be howling in a while, and I don’t want to disturb the neighbors. So…”

She put the penis gag in his mouth and fastened the strap behind his head.

“Mpppophmm!” Lance said, his eyes wild, but…it was okay. It was okay.

“See you in a while, big boy.” She patted his ass and went back into the house.

Lance was in heaven. He was getting his button tickled, his nipples played with, and his cock sucked. He was naked and bent over, and it was amazingly submissive. What was best was that he couldn’t do anything about it. All he could do was lay there, half bent over, and take it.

Sexual pleasure.

Turned up to the max.

Damn, Shirley had been right about this one.

This was the ultimate sex machine!

Inside the house Mia headed for the bedroom. She stripped her clothes off, got out her big vibrator, the one that plugged into the wall and didn’t need those short-lived batteries, and went to work.

She rubbed the tip up the seam of her labia. She tickled her back hole. She pulled on her nips.

Her nips were still sensitive from the night before, and her pussy was mighty glad to head for orgasmland again.

Soon she was pumping furiously, digging deep, and the orgasms started up.

In the garage it was silent. Nothing was happening except the rhythmic chugga, chugga of the machine. A pretty quiet chugga, chugga.

Then Lance caught a blink of motion out of the corner of his eye. He turned his head, tried to ignore the bliss swallowing him, and saw…the cat.

The cat was named, appropriately enough, ‘Pussy.’

And Pussy was a bitch, never came when she was called. Always under foot. Yowled at odd times, and…Lance put up with her because she was Mia’s little love and joy.

More motion, and through the sexual haze that had enveloped him he saw the cat approach the machine.

Go away, he thought.

But he couldn’t speak because of the penis gag.

“Phmmmph!”

But it was soft, and the cat walked under him. Its long tail tickled his nose.

“Phmmmph! Phmmmph!”

The cat ignored him and rubbed up against the machine that powered the penis pump.

The switch was right there, sticking out.

Click.

Chugga chugga went to chig chig chig chig chig chig….

The suction tube on his penis worked harder, it sucked harder.

“Phmmmph!” He tried to yell. This wasn’t comfortable. He need to stop the machine!

“Phmmmph!”

And the cat merely said, “MEOOOW!” which was catspeak for ‘fuck you,’ and sauntered away.

In the bedroom Mia was breathless, she had had a dozen cums, and each one better. But she knew she was done. She had been screwing herself for an hour, and she was done. She could take no more.

She let go of the vibrator and lay breathing hard. She better check on Lance.

She got out of bed, pulled on her old robe, and headed out to the garage.

Lance was screaming. He had squirted into the vacuum tube, and that had been nice, but now the tube was filled with dark red.

There was blood in the tube, a lot of it, and he was feeling pain. Pain like that damned cat had used his peeny for a scratching board.

He screamed, and he screamed, and he screamed…but the penis gag muffled his terrified voice.

Mia looked out the front door. Oh, the newspaper was in the driveway. She went out the front door and headed for the driveway.

She was smiling, thinking of how much fun Lance must be having.

She held the robe and bent at the knee and picked up the newspaper.

“Hi, Mia.”

Mia turned. It was Gwen, her neighbor.

“Hi, Gwen, how’s it going?”

“Pretty good. You know, there was a sale down at Kohl’s today, and I got the cutest little…”

In the garage the pain had ended. But not because the machine had stopped. Lance had stopped. He had lost consciousness.

The tube was pulling blood out of the mangled remains of his penis. The catch tube for liquid that the machine might extract—it had originally been designed for milking cows—was filled and started overflowing.

The blood spattered on the floor of the garage and started draining downslope to the door. It pooled, then went under the door.

Outside the garage the blood made a tiny stream. It wend its way towards the two women, then reached Gwen’s slippers. A moment later it touched Mia’s bare foot.

“What the fuck?” Mia lifted her foot and looked down.

Her brow furrowed and her mind tried to sort through the liquid that was dark in the poor light, but which, as she lifted her foot and examined it more closely, was red.

Little connections took a while to work in her mind, but she finally figured it out.

“Blood?”

Gwen: “It’s coming from your garage!”

It only took a few steps, and was quicker than running through the house. Mia opened the garage door and gasped.

Next to her, Gwen gave a little yelp, a half scream.

Lance hung unconscious, his penis was shredded, blood was overflowing the catch bucket.

“Lance!” she screamed, and she ran to turn the machine off.


Part Two

Lance woke up in a white room, with white people, and machines that went beep…beep…beep.

He felt wonderful, like he was on cloud 9. He wondered why Mia was staring at him with such a sad look on her face.

Then he sort of remembered being bent over and screaming, but it was like a surrealistic memory.

A white person stepped up to him and he discerned a face, dark hair, glasses.

Oh, a doctor.

And the other white people were nurses.

And they were all watching him like he had farted during a sermon.

“Hi?” he grinned dopily.

Mia just collapsed onto him. She was standing next to the bed, and she fell half onto the bed, draped herself over him, and a white person tried to get her off.

“I’m sorry! I just stopped to talk for a minute! It’s all my fault!”

Then the nurses had her up and moved her back.

The doctor, the guy with thick glasses and dark hair moved up to him. Took his wrist and felt it.

“Takes a lickin’ and keeps on tickin’,” murmured Lance.

“Good afternoon, Lance.”

“Sure is. What’d you give me?”

“Just a little something for the pain.”

“I don’t have any pain. What pain?”

But the doctor put his stethoscope on Lance’s chest and listened.

Lance giggled. He wanted to speak into the stethoscope like it was a microphone.

Listened. To his heart. To the whistle of air through his lungs.

He looked into Lance’s eyes and said, “Mmm.”

“Mmm?” asked Lance.

The doctor nodded to a nurse, and everything faded.

Lance had dreams, but they were sort of unreal, which is sort of redundant. They were shadowy, cartoony things. Mia. The doctor. His third grade teacher.

Then there were no dreams, and he awoke.

He wasn’t goofy this time, but he knew he was sedated. He could think somewhat clearly, but there was just a layer of cotton over everything.

“Hello, Lance. How are we feeling?”

“We?” Lance muttered. “Do I have worms?”

It was an old joke, a bad joke, but the doctor smiled wanly.

“Not exactly. Any pains or aches? Any visual problems? Any…” the doctor went on asking, and Lance kept shaking his head in the negative.

Mia was sitting in a chair next to the bed, and she looked like somebody had just killed her cat.

And he remembered something about a cat, yelling at it, but…not yelling. Something was wrong and the cat had just sneered at him and walked away.

But what had the cat done?

Mia reached out and took his hand, but didn’t say anything.

Lance remembered her crying out some sort of apology, but he didn’t know what for.

The doctor finished asking questions, Mia squeezed his hands, then the doctor said, “Well, Lance, you’ve had quite an accident.”

“I did? what’s the other car look like? I don’t remember driving…” but he remembered something about wanting to make a license plate. A license plate that said something…super duper rammer jammer extra deluxe something…

Mia cried softly.

“You were apparently on a sexual contraption and…”

The doctor kept talking, describing the ultimate sex machine, but he didn’t need to say anything more. Lance remembered.

Building. The pipes and squares. Spreader bar. Milking machine. Milking…milking…and he remembered pain.

But he wasn’t feeling pain right then.

He was…”What was that, doc?”

“I said we had to perform a penectomy. That is an operation where we remove your penis. It was so badly mangled by the…”

Faded away again. It was all a joke, and Lance smiled. Mia had played a joke on him. And the doctor was in on it. They were all in on it. There wasn’t any such thing as a penectomy, and…and who was that wailing? Should they send somebody to give him a sedative or something?

Then he faded.

Lance woke up a third time, and this time he was able to think, to cogitate, and to remember.

He had lost his penis. It had been mangled in the ultimate sex machine, and they had removed what was left.

He was laying in bed and he looked down at his groin. It was under covers and he didn’t feel anything.

But he also didn’t feel the familiar throb of an erection.

He didn’t have morning wood, and he never would again.

Well, he would have to pee in the morning, they hadn’t removed his bladder, but what would he call it? Morning sponge?

“Are you awake?” Mia was sitting next to him, and he realized she was holding his hand. Seemed like she was always holding his hand.

“Hi, honey,” he said, his mind working on multiple levels, some of them quite deep.

He was different now. He wasn’t a man anymore. He would never make love again. Why would Mia want to stay with him?

It was a very sad thought, one that wasn’t effected by the drugs he was still on.

“Oh, Lance. I’m sorry.”

“Me, too. Could you not cry?”

She sniffled, and tried, but occasionally burst out in a sob.

“So I remember some of what the doctor told me. He cut off my dingus. Do I still have balls?”

She nodded.

“Great. I’ll have lots of testosterone, and get horny, but won’t have any delivery system.

“Oh, Lance!” Mia put her head on the bed, against his side, and sobbed.

He let her. Man, that cat had really fucked him up.

Lance was in the hospital for a week. He received lots of chocolates, which he shared with the nurses.

The doctor came in a few times and sat down and just talked with him. Talked about how life wasn’t over, that he could have a penis reconstructed, use some spare flesh and skin, put an air pump device in his balls so he could pump up the prick for use.

But, no. His sensation would be virtually nil.

The nurses came in and checked on him, ate his chocolates happily, and were very circumspect in their talks with him. Apparently only the doctor, and a psychiatrist, were the only ones who were qualified to talk about his missing penis.

Which was silly, for they had never lost a penis, so how would they know?

But he talked to Mia. A lot. And she wasn’t like the doctors, speaking in Latin and sounding so significant and knowledgeable. She was like him, down to earth, and she talked plain.

“So, no babies.”

“The doctors said they could get semen out of your testicles and do one of those egg implant things with me.”

Lance thought that one over. Being a father, but with a huge mental adjustment inside. How would he manage that?

“Where’s the machine?”

“It’s still in the garage. I just covered it up.”

“Well, just leave it there. I’ll take care of it when I get home.”

And, the inevitable, “Should we get a divorce?”

“Oh, honey! No! I love you! And it’s my fault that you lost your penis!”

“No. I made the machine. I let it happen.”

“But—“

“It’s okay. I just want to know what our life holds. Do you want a divorce?”

“No! I love you!”

“What about sex? Do you want somebody else? Maybe a surrogate or whatever they’re called?”

“No! I can’t imagine making love with anybody but you!”

“But I can’t.” He watched her with very calm eyes.

“Honey, we can use dildos, vibrators, whatever!”

He was silent for a while after that. And he was at wit’s end.

After a week Lance went home. He had a bandage on his stub, and his balls were full. That was probably the worst thing. He didn’t feel his penis because it was gone, but he sure felt the urge, the desire. He just didn’t have an erection to show that desire.

Life was different, and it was the same.

He went back to work, and was quite glad he was working at home.

His boss came and talked to him, and said reassuring things.

But Lance could tell what the boss was thinking.

No dick. What the fuck would that be like? How does the poor soul stand it?

The real difference, however, was Mia.

Before she had been a sort of a nag, a bit of a bitch, and sometimes she would be that sweet lovable woman that he had fallen so madly in love with.

Now she was that sweet, lovable woman all the time.

She was back to who he had fallen in love with, and who he wanted to make love to all the time…and he couldn’t. Oh, how cruel were the gods.

One other thing that happened was they discussed his accident a lot, and in depth.

He heard things he hadn’t remembered, and he remembered other things.

One of the things that came up was the cat. “I haven’t seen Pussy in a while.”

“She’s gone.”

That was it, and it was the coldest statement he had ever heard. Not ‘I put her to sleep,’ or ‘I gave her away,’ but a depthless cast to her eyes and the flat statement that held all emotion, and no emotion.

She’s gone.

And Lance shivered.  Remind him not to mess with a pissed off woman.

As time went on Lance realized how changed he was.

He was hornier than ever, and stared at his wife with lust. And couldn’t do a thing about it.

He was much more serious, and when he did smile it was a relief.

He hadn’t just lost his pecker, he had lost a part of his personality.

And sex.

He wanted sex, but could never have it.

He asked Mia to masturbate in front of him. He thought that might help relieve his emotions. He didn’t know why he thought that, he just did, but it didn’t help.

After the last gasp issued from her mouth he just sat there and realized how much he missed sex.

The sex he would never have again. Except…

“Honey?”

“Yes, dear?”

“I remember something about the machine and that night.”

That night. What other night was there?

“Oh?”

“You placed the butt plug against my…me.”

“Yes. Just the tip. I wanted to put the thing in you, but I was a little leery. After all, there is a difference between playing with an asshole and fucking one.

“I remember it made me cum before I…I lost it.”

Lost it. Lost his penis.

“You did?”

“And I’ve been reading. Do you know anything about anal sex?”

“A little, but…”

“Go read. And read a lot.”

An hour later she was back, and she had the most interested expression on her face.

“You want me to try and massage your prostate.”

He nodded.

“With a dick?”

“With something called a prostate massager.”

That night they went to bed and Mia took out a prostate massager. It was about half the size of a dick, and had a curved, bulbous end. They studied it, passed it back and forth, and then Lance said, “Well, time to shit or get off the pot.”

“I hope you don’t shit when I…you know?”

“I know,” he said, and rolled over on his front.

They were naked in bed, and Mia opened up a big jar of lube and began smushing it into Lance’s rectum.

“Zowie, that’s a pretty good feel.”

“You liked it when I put the tip into you.”

“I’m asking for a lot more than a tip now.”

“Well, you got it.” Slowly, her eyes fixed in concentration, she inserted the prostate massager.

Lance felt the desire to piss as she entered, then it waned. He had read the desire to pee accompanied, or preceded, an anal orgasm.

But, no orgasm.

Not that he expected one so soon, but it would have been nice.

He lay there, and he thoroughly enjoyed the penetration. He shivered and twitched and felt a heightened sense of sex.

Sex without a penis.

But he didn’t cum.

A couple of weeks passed, and they continued experimenting with the prostate massager. It was fun, but it was also frustrating.

“I’m getting even hornier, but frustrated. We’re doing everything right, but…why no cum?”

It was Mia who opened the door. “A woman wants something big.

He blinked, and she felt a little thrill. What the heck? What had happened to give her a thrill?

“You want to try a dildo on me? Like a real, life sized pecker?”

She found her self nodding, and there was that thrill again. It was like a very localized hot flash…right in her pussy.

They talked about it, and decided it was worth a try, but they needed more information.

They watched videos on the net. They searched for things like anal sex, pegging, and even came across things like shemale sites, transgender sites, and so on.

Which sites really made Mia think, and turned her on!

So what if he wasn’t a man! There were other sexes he could be.

That weekend Mia brought home a big dildo, it resembled the cock he had once had, and Lance had a good feeling on inspecting the thing.

Could he take it? Could that big thing fit into his rectum?

Well, one way to find out.

That night Lance came to bed, and Mia was already sitting at her vanity table, drinking…and thinking.

“What’s going on? Is there something wrong?”

“Honey. Take your clothes off. I’m going to go make you a drink.’

He undressed slowly, and she was back by the time he was sitting on the side of the bed.

He sipped, and she laid it out for him.

“Lance, the one thing we haven’t figured out is this…when we watch the pegging going on on the net we see a lot of dry, old, shove it to you stuff. The guys just lay there, groan a little, and…eventually they squirt.”

He turned his head slightly and there was a question in his eyes. “So?”

“So the real sex happens when the woman is there, when she is fully made up, even if the woman is a man.”

Lance’s mind started to turn over.

“You’re saying…”

“I’m saying that if you want to get the most out of being fucked like a girl, you have to be a girl.”

“Wear girl clothes.”

“Lingerie, clothes, make up, all the soft things that get a man excited.”

They stared at each other for a long moment, then Mia said, “Lance, sit down at my vanity table.”

It was like he was in a dream as he stood up and sat at the vanity table, and Mia went to work on him.

Lance watched in the mirror as she cleansed his pores and put on primer.

He watched the color disappear from his face, and his face became a canvas, and then the colors started appearing.

Blush, shadow, eyeliner.

The most amazing thing happened. People who have been amputated often say they feel the limb that has been removed. It is called a ‘phantom limb,’ and Lance actually felt like he had a hard on.

He knew it was a phantom hard on, but…he felt it!

He felt other things, too. He felt the heat in his chest, he felt dazed by the sensations that swarmed over him. He felt like electricity was shooting through his chest, particularly around his nipples.

Done with his face, Mia helped him into panties.

He had no nub where his penis had been. At first he had had a bump, but time had reduced that, and now he was flat down there, except for a pee slit and balls.

His big balls, full of semen and now way to get rid of it.

She brushed his hair, put lipstick on his mouth, and watched the excitement grow in his eyes.

Of course. Men are always excited when they play with female things, and there was nothing more female than lingerie and make up.

Finally, done with her decorating, Mia put on a harness, a strap on rig, and snapped the big penis into the socket.

They stood there looking at each other. It was enormous, and frightening, but it was the necessary path if Lance was to get through this terrible time.

“How do you want to do this?” asked Lance.

“I don’t know. You’re the man.”

“Not anymore.”

They chuckled nervously.

“I’ve thought about the machine a lot.”

“You want to get back on the machine?” It was sitting under a tarp in the garage.

“No. But when the machine screwed me I was sort of bent over and…if I could duplicate that position that might…help me.

They got onto the bed and Mia arranged the pillows. Lance worked around, bent over, half rolled, and finally wound up in the half bent over position, his head on the bottom looking up.

Mia moved behind him. “Put your hands out and spread your legs.”

He did, and he was close to the right position.

“Okay,” he said.

Mia stood on the bed behind him and she buttered up his anus.

He could feel the dildo hanging between her legs as it brushed against his buns.

Holy moley, he was about to have sex like a woman! He was bent over and she was about to drive it home!

Then it was too late to think about it. She was pushing down, into him, and his voice rose in a groan.

She was in him. All the way in him. The dildo had fake balls, and he cold them pressed against him. He was getting fucked! then she began to move.


Epilogue

He didn’t get orgasms every time, but he got them enough. Enough to relieve the burning in his balls.

He dressed like a woman all the time, and they were discussing him taking hormones.

The main thing was that he didn’t care about being a man anymore.

He was beyond that silliness.

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


Feminization and Hucows!

The men changed from male to female,

the women changed into…Hucows!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Got one here!” I heard the yell thorough the thick brush.

On the other side of the valley I could hear other people being rounded up. Shouts, yells, the protests and screams as my people were shot with tranquilizers and slowly collapsed. The screams died down mid shout, the tranquilizers were very effective.

I scrambled through the brush, trying to make as little noise as possible, my mind shrieking over how unfair this was.

We had a small enclave in the top part of Florida, the panhandle. We weren’t bothering anybody, we just wanted to live our own lives, but the government wouldn’t let us. The government of Jabbers.

I was on an incline, ahead of me, through the brush, I could see a short outcropping, five feet of hard packed dirt. For a moment I would be exposed, but what were my choices?

“Through here, looks like he went through the brush.”

The voices were only a hundred yards away, sounded like good, old boys. Crap, if they caught me I was going to be in deep doo doo. I scrambled up against the outcropping just as I heard the sound of the hounds.

Owoo! Owoo!

Oh, no!

I could hear the dogs scrambling through the brush. What had taken me long minutes was going to take them less than a minute.

Desperate, I looked one way, then the other. Fifty feet to the side was a tree. It wasn’t big, but if I could climb it I could make it to the top of the wall of dirt. The dogs couldn’t climb the tree, or the wall of dirt. If I could make it over the top without being seen I might stand a chance!

I ran through soft, crumbly dirt, slipping and sliding, I reached the tree just as the dogs burst out of the brush.

OWOO! OWOO! They were big hounds, floppy and friendly looking, but with a full set of teeth, and they had seen me. I was fifty feet away from being a dog treat.

I jumped, and snagged a low limb. The dogs were grunting, barking, slobbering, their four limbs a blur as they sprinted towards the tree.

I threw a leg over the branch, pulled myself up.

The dogs reached the tree and began leaping in a frenzy.

“They got ‘em treed!” shouted a voice, I could hear the larger bodies of the men pushing through the brush.

I climbed another branch, another. I was in danger of being seen, but my pursuers doubtless were looking at the ground for sign of my tracks.

“Here! Here!” They found my tracks.

I leaped, and snagged a tree root. I pulled, dirt crumbled under me, the dogs leaped against the wall of dirt. They could sense that I was going to escape.

I scrambled, I pulled on roots, I dug my feet in. Almost….almost…

A large hand grabbed my wrist and a handcuff clicked. I looked up.

A Jabber. His skin was mottled and red, his flesh was pudgy, and there was a gleam in his eyes as he pulled me up over the ledge.

“Got him!” He yelled.

And he shot me with a sedative gun me.

I awoke in a hut. Not much more than a lean to, I could probably kick the thing over, except for the one solid metal pole sunk in the ground. From a ring at the top of the pole a chain hung down. It coiled on the floor, then ran to my butt. I was naked, and I was anal hooked.

Oh, fuck! I felt my butt and could feel where the hook was inserted. I felt full inside, so it was probably flared. They stick it in small, it flares, and you’re am snagged until somebody ‘de-flares’ the hook.

It hurt a little, but it also felt good. I had heard of people getting addicted to hooks, walked around with them inserted in their asses all the time. Of course that was probably a rumor.

I was laying on my side—I couldn’t sit on the butt hook—and I struggled to my feet and inspected my surroundings.

There was a table on the far side of the room. Butt hooks and hand cuffs and a half dozen lengths of chain were on the table. There was also a big jug of hootch. The good stuff, homemade. Not that government crap.

There was also a couple of old generators and a dozen five gallon containers of gasoline. Smelled like the containers were full.

On the wall to my right was a small window. It was filthy, but I could see out of it. I stepped as far as I could, until the tug in my butt became painful, and tried to looked out.

There were a four men and three girls. Good, old boys and girls. Rednecks. Jabbers who made their money by hunting their fellow man. Hunting them and turning them in to get jabbed. They had jabbed me with a sedative, not the real stuff. They still had to turn me in for the money. If I was already jabbed. they wouldn’t get their bounty

“Fuck!” I whispered. I could hear their voices as they sat on the front porch of a ramshackle house and talked. A couple of hounds slept at their feet and they passed around a jug. They wore shabby overalls and no shirts.

“Why couldn’t you get him here faster?”

“Had to come around the valley.”

“Should have just dropped him off the ledge.”

“We hurt him we lose money,” One of them, a large, red-faced porky, observed. He lifted the jug and I could see his throat working.

“Yeah, but he might not’ve got hurt, and now we got to wait for another bus.”

“We could take him in ourselves…”

“Waste gas? Nah.”

“Hey, Buck? I don’t feel so good.” It was one of the women.

The big guy glugged a bit more hootch, wiped his mouth and grunted, “We’re all feeling it, Marcy. Try the cure,” he handed the jug to her.

Marcy took ‘The Cure,’ and wiped her own mouth. I studied the women. They were mostly chunky, big mama types. Lank hair, chubby, too much bacon in their diet.

I counted my captors. I could see eight of them. Four men and four women. Big party out to catch anti-jabbers. And they had caught me.

“How soon the bus get back?”

“Tomorrow.”

“Oh,” and the one that spoke keeled over, fell down, right on his face.

None of the others moved. They just stared. Apparently falling over was not unusual for these rednecks. But…this didn’t look like a drunk falling down, it was too sudden. like he was actually sick.

Then the big guy, Buck, laughed. “Can’t hold his liquor.” Everybody chuckled. And somebody else, a woman, keeled over.

“Buck?” one of the women queried, worry in her voice.

Buck was frowning.

“Hey!” I yelled.

The crowd of good old boys and girls turned their heads and stared at my hut. A couple of them grinned.

“Sounds like somebody’s woke up,” somebody quipped.

“Can you feed me?”

“Ah, hell.”

“Shut up!” yelled Buck.

One of the girls: “We got to feed him. We can’t have him complaining he wasn’t fed.”

“I’d like to Jab his ass right now,” muttered a skinny guy with a beard.

Another one fell over.

Now the group was standing up.

And another one fell over.

“Buck!”

Then they were all on the ground, barfing, wretching, and sleeping.

I stared, shocked, and shortly they were all laid out. On the steps, on the porch, on the ground in front of the ragged, old house. Men, women, they slept, and the dogs slept right along with them.

I looked around the shack I was in. I had to get out.

I jerked on the chain. It rattled, but was solid. I couldn’t reach a wall, or the table. There was nothing I could use. I leaned against the pole, and it shifted.

I turned and stared. I pushed on the pole again. It leaned. I grinned.

The pole ended up being sunk three feet deep. Plus the seven feet above ground the pole was ten foot. I scrabbled and dug with my fingers, and was surprised at how loose the dirt was, then I realized what had happened.

Stupid rednecks had chosen the softest dirt to dig the hole for their pole. And they had just shoved the dirt back in, didn’t even stamp it down. Lazy idiots.

It took me an hour, but the pole fell over. It weighed probably twenty pounds, and the chain added a couple more, but I was free!

Outside the rednecks were still sleeping. Or sick. Or whatever.

I went to the door, dragging the pole behind me, and the door was unlocked. I pushed it open and stared at the outside world.

The dogs, who had been nosing the prone bodies, looked at me, then ignored me. Good trackers, but not extra vicious. Good.

I looked at the woods across the yard. wanted to just run into the woods and make my escape, but I had a ten foot pole chained to my ass. I needed to get the hook out.

I looked to where the rednecks were all lying prone. Somebody would have the key. Probably the big guy. And I would have to go over there, and go through his pockets and find it.

Of course they had all fallen pretty quickly, and they had talked about feeling sick. Maybe…maybe I could do it?

I picked up an ax handle that had lost its blade. I gripped it for a weapon, and dragged the pole across the yard.

I tried to move softly, not make any noise, but the sound of that pole dragged and bumping was loud. At least to my senses.

Still, nobody jumped up.

The big fat guy was on his belly. His eyes were open, and it looked like his face was…writhing. Shifting and moving. His eyes were deep set…and open. They stared at me.

“Help. Help me,” he whispered, his voice sounding weak and…high.

Crap! I expected him to jump up, or at least yell, but he just moaned a little and shivered.

I looked around, the others were also awake. As they saw me they started asking for help, their voices weak and cracking, and the men’s voices were all a little high. Soft, but shrill.

The women’s voices, interestingly enough, were low. Bass. Almost a grunt.

But they weren’t getting up and coming for me. I pushed Buck over and dug into his pockets, and came up with the fob. Right off the bat. It was universal and I clicked it and felt the butt hook shrink.

“Oh, yeah!” I pulled on the hook gently and it slid out. Nice and easy. I gave a deep sigh of relief.

“Help me!” Buck begged.

For a moment I almost walked away. Just left the cruds to die. But I didn’t. Some misbegotten bit of humanity left in me, I guess.

“What do you need?”

And Buck was blank on that one. He was sick, but…he was also changing. Something was happening to him on deep levels.

“Bed,” he said.

Heck. I could do that.

I dragged him up the stairs, and I was amazed at how light he was. When I had first laid eyes on him I had thought he was a 300 pound porker. But now he felt light, not more than a 100 pounds. And under his clothes he felt slender.

I pulled him into the house and looked around.

It was a fairly big farmhouse. A half dozen bedrooms, a big sink with an actual water pump in the kitchen. The bathroom was actually functioning.

Beds were unmade, sometimes they looked like they had been slept in by one, sometimes by two, and one even looked like it had been slept in by three. At least there were three sets of clothes, each piled in a different corner.

I pulled Buck into the first bedroom and helped him into bed.

He gazed up at me. I could tell he was hurting, but he mumbled, “Thanks. My friends…my…” he passed out.

I saw some clothes thrown down in a heap. They weren’t the cleanest things I had ever seen, but I put them on quickly, then headed back outside.

I stood on the porch and looked over the bodies. They lay, twitching, moaning, and…changing. I could tell now, in just the little while since they had collapsed, that the men were getting smaller, and the women…it looked like they were getting bigger.

I looked over the property. It was a good survivalist set up. They had been using it to hunt anti-jabbers, but it was set up for survival. Next to the shabby shack I had been in was a large and well built barn. There was a well, in addition to the house pump, and it was hooked up to the barn so they could water any livestock. There was a small garden, a bit overgrown, even looked like it had vegetables ripe in it.

And the dogs. They had ignored me when I had come out of the shack, I was an accepted commodity, but I had a feeling they would set up a yowl if anybody else came around.

Not that anybody would come around this part of Florida. Heck, I had been camping here with a few other anti-jabbers, hiding here, because nobody ever came here, especially not the government. I hadn’t figured on the rednecks hunting for bounty.

I wondered how much they got for catching an anti-jabber.

I also wondered what strange sickness they had.

Oh, well. In spite of the way anti-jabbers had been vilified—we’re the reason everybody in the world is going to get sick—all of the anti-jabbers I knew were pretty nice people. And we were pretty healthy. Not like the bunch that had just laid in the yard.

I began pulling one of the moaning, quivering men into the farmhouse. He too, was light. I dragged him through the living room and deposited him in a bed. I stood and looked down on him. He had shrunk. What kind of a disease shrinks a person? Sure, somebody gets old and loses a couple of inches in height, and loses weight, but to shrink this fast?

Something was weird here.

I grabbed the next man, and laid him back down. He was dead.

Fuck.

I went to the last man, and he was alive. I dragged him inside and put him on a bed. He was slight now, slender, though I had thought he was not when I had first seen him, glugging hootch on the porch.

Not just slender, but skinny. His clothes hung on him like…like, and I blinked and a shock ran through me. Under his coveralls, so over-sized and bunched, I could see a breast.

Well, yeah. Big, chubby men, especially good, old boys who ate pork rinds and grits…they got fat and even developed big, old man breasts.

But this was not a roll of fat that had once been a pectoral. This was a breast. A boob. A tit.

I unsnapped his overall and pulled it aside.

Yes, he was slender, and he was growing breasts. The one nipple I could see was getting larger, the areola was the size of a half dollar, the nipple was standing up.

I felt his forehead. Hot. Real hot. And he was muttering. And writhing, and I realized that he was writhing…down there. His pelvis. His hips.

Oh, shit. Did I dare look?

But I had to. If it was a sickness I had to gather data. I had to understand it to treat it. Not that I was a doctor or anything, but…but…I pulled his overalls down.

His penis was shrunken.

It wasn’t the little thing all shriveled like a raisin by too much time in the water…it was only a couple of inches long, and it was hard.

I threw a blanket over him and stood back. I was shocked.             

“Oh, no!” he blurted and half sat up.

As he fell slowly back I had had a good look at his face. It was…redistributing. The bony jaw of the male was being replaced by the soft jaw of a female. And his hair…it was growing.

I backed out of the room. I was a little frightened. They were sick. Did that pose a risk to me?

Of course it did.

But I was already exposed, so WTF. I turned and ran to the other rooms.

Buck was now a girl. Slumbering peacefully. With long hair and a pert nose. His red, chubby complexion was now white, very white. I pulled back his coveralls. He had tits. And I suspected he had no penis.

I forced myself to undo his coverall and pull it down.

His penis was smaller than the other fellow’s. It looked more like a clitoris. And the slit on the head of his penis was migrating, going under the penis.

Stunned, I realized that his penis was turning into a vagina.

I ran to the last room. The man in there was also transforming. I would have inspected his chest and groin, except I heard sounds coming from the front yard. I ran to the front room and stepped out on the porch.

The man was still dead. This shit was strange, and I can only guess at this, but when he started changing into a woman he couldn’t take it and his body just died.

But the most amazing thing was the women.

They were on all fours. Knees and elbows, and they were moving around, heads down, as if looking for something. And they were fat. Real fat. Especially in the ass. Where the men had lost weight, the women had gained it.

Still, they had their original bodies, they had not transformed into…what? Men?

But their bodies were changed.

Their thighs were thick, and their breasts had gotten larger. A lot larger than what I had seen earlier. When I had stared out the window I had seen a couple of big women, with rolls of fat for breasts, but not too big. Just sort of gone to seed. And a couple of the women had been slender. One was flatter than a pancake that had been stepped on. The other one had a decent set of ta tas.

But now all Three women had massive mounds that hung so low the nipples brushed on the ground as they moved around.

What were they looking for?

“Hey!” I yelled.

They all looked up at me. Except for one that had keeled over.

“Stand up!”

They looked at me blankly, then continued…grazing. That what it looked like. They were looking for grass. Which was stupid because there was no grass in the front yard, but if they moved ten yards to the side, or out the drive, there was lots of grass.

I looked at the one who had keeled over. She looked dead. Fuck. And now I had two bodies to bury. Or maybe burn. Maybe it would be better to burn the bodies. Burn them and whatever sickness they had.

But what did they have? Men turning into women? Women turning into…into…half cows.

And a memory came to me then. Half cows. I remembered some porn I had read once.

Hucows.

Human cows.

But that was ridiculous. Humans turning into cows?

But it had happened! And fast.

But…why?

Still, I had to do something. I looked at the house. The women were too big for the house now, they would just graze around and knock over furniture and stuff.

I looked out at the barn.

I hated the idea of just shoving women into the barn, but…but they were so big now, it was going to be hard to…to herd them.

I went to the barn and opened the big doors.

It was large inside. And well constructed. There were stalls down one side of the room. Hay was spread on the floor of the stalls, and the stalls could be closed and latched.

I walked down to the end of the barn and a big room. It was filled with milking equipment.

Whoever had set this place up, and I didn’t think it was those redneck idiots, was planning for survival. He planned to have a herd of cows, probably chickens—in fact—I could hear cluckings, and suspected there was a cage on the side of the barn. Maybe a couple of pigs, horses…and I suspected he was an anti-jabber, and that The Jabbers who had caught me had caught him, and he was now in a Walmart/FEMA station, getting jabbed.

Getting Jabbed and sent to prison for resisting a Jab. Didn’t matter that the anti-jabbers weren’t getting sick, in the minds of The Jabbers they were the reason COVID was still around.

For that matter, it didn’t matter that nobody was getting sick. At all. The anti-jabbers were still the culprit, and they had to be dealt with.

So much for the United States of America and the constitution and all that.

Such thoughts not gaining me anything but a heaping sense of righteous outrage, I went back outside and started herding the three women who had half turned into cows towards the barn.

“Hey,” one of them said.

“Don’t moo-ve me,” grunted another.

The third just wouldn’t move.

So I slapped her ass.

“Hey!” Her face turned up a bit, shock was writ on her now thick features.

But she moved.

So I swatted her again.

Then I went over to another half woman and swatted her. And then the third. Back and forth I went, and the Hucows slowly moved towards the open barn.

As I put them into stalls I studied how much they had changed.

Their skin, below the waist, was white, but splotches of black were showing up. And that skin was getting thicker, more like hide.

Above the waist the skin was soft and tender. And the boobs, those massive constructions of mammary glands, were soft and tender and swayed with their every motion.

“Hey?”

I looked at the one in the center stall. She had managed to stand up, be it a bit bent over. Her massive boobs were flopped over a rail.

“You need to help me.”

I blinked. How the fuck was I supposed to help her? This whole thing was Frankenstein’s wet dream.

“Please…please.” Her voice was slow and drawn out.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Hurts.” She put her hands through the railing and lifted her boobs.

Her boobs hurt. What the fuck was I supposed to do with that?

“What do you want me to do?”

“Please…please. Suck.” Her eyes were so sad, and she drew out the su-u-uck.

I was just a couple of feet away. And she was human appearing from the waist up. And her boobs…I had never seen boobs that big.

And, I hate to admit it. I was curious.

I blotted out the idea of her lower portions, and whether she might grow a tail, and I reached for a tit.

It was soft, and I could feel that it was full. Real full.

“Milk me. Mi-i-ilk me.”

Milk her? What the fuck!

But she was so sad. And she looked so human. And she was in pain.

I leaned forward and palpated her tit. A stream of milk issued forth.

I gaped, and she reached up, grabbed my head, and pulled me to her tit.

Fuck! My mouth went over her squirting nipple, and I gasped, and…the gasp translated into a suck.

“Aah!” she moaned.

I pulled back and wiped my mouth.

She looked disappointed. “Mi-i-ilk me. Su-u-uck me!”

I was surprised. The milk tasted good. It was fresh and warm. But…but…I was hungry, and…I bent my head back down and purposefully sucked.

She sighed.

And I felt the warm liquid slide down my throat.

Human milk has everything a human needs. All the vitamins and minerals and things, but it had something else. A sweet taste.

It was like drinking a warm milkshake, and I began to press on her tit and guzzle.

Glug, glug. I was drinking faster than Buck had sucked hootch.

The other two women managed to half stand up and lean against the stall doors. Their tits hung through the rails and they stared hungrily.

“Please…mi-l-l-lk!”

“Su-u-uck!”

Finally, sated, I managed to push away.

All three women were stretching out their arms and saying ‘su-uck,’ ‘mi-i-ilk.’

Then I got the idea. The milking machines.

I ran down to the big room and and pushed out a motor. I guided it down to the three stalls, then went for three sets of tubing, the sucker things that went on them, and finally three metal cannisters.

The girls crying for me, inserting moos here and there, I worked as quickly as I could. Finally, I was ready. I plugged in the machines and flicked a switch. Nothing. Fucking electricity was out!

But there was a generator in the shed I had been imprisoned in, and gas.

I ran to the shed and toted a generator back. I hooked it up, made sure it had gas, and pulled the cord.

Vroom! It fired up.

Grinning, I connected the generator to the milking machine, then passed tubes to the girls.

They took the tubes, pressed them to their tits, and sat down. They looked quite contented and they smiled.

So I smiled, and went back to the house.

The ‘girls’ were asleep. They were fully changed with large bosoms, round asses and beautiful faces. Their hair was long and shiny.

They may have been fat-assed red necks before they changed, but the change seemed to have cleaned them up.

I left them slumbering and went to the kitchen. I needed a bite to eat before I took care of the dead bodies out front. I hadn’t eaten since the day before. I went through the refrigerator and dug out the makings of a ham sandwich. I compiled it. I took a bite and stopped.

Crap. I wasn’t hungry. I was full of milk. Nothing solid, though, so I thought I was hungry. I put the sandwich in the refrigerator and went to handle the dead bodies.

The guy was skinny, he had started to change, and I was able to drag his body out to the creek. On the banks of the creek I used a shovel to dig a deep hole, then I rolled him in. Then I dug another deep hole.

I went to the woman, and couldn’t drag her. She had also started to change, her thighs were double sized, her ass was huge, and her tits must have weight 40 pounds by themselves.

I sat down and contemplated the problem. I needed a back hoe to move her. I didn’t have one.

Or, I could cut body parts off and move them separately. I shook my head sadly. No way I was going to cut her body into pieces.

I went around the farm, looking for ideas.

Inside the barn the women were sitting contentedly. Their tits were empty, the cannisters were full, and one had even overflowed. Crap! How much milk did those tits give out?

I pulled the tubes out of the stalls and turned off the generator. One of the girls, the middle one, stood up and moved to the front of the stall. Her breasts were drained, they were smaller, but they still hung through the slats of the gate.

“Hey.”

I looked at her.

“Who are you? And what happened to me?”

“You’re a Jabber,” I said. “You were hunting me and caught me. Then…then you changed.”

“I changed.” She wasn’t all that unattractive, if you could ignore the leather thighs and massive butt. She also didn’t sound that stupid. More shocked. I guess the need to be milked had made her a little extra dumb for a while.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Jenny,” she said, and a look of amazement came into her eyes. “I’m Jenny,” like she was just remembering it.

“Well, Jenny,” the other two girls were up and listening now, “I don’t know what happened. I just know you guys were holding me prisoner, then you all started changing.”

“Even the guys?”

I thought about the guys turning into hot tomatoes. “Yeah. They changed. But not like you.”

“Oh.”

I waited but she didn’t say anything, just looked at me like she was trying to think.

“Well, I need to…”

“Can we get out?”

I blinked. She was in a stall. There was only a latch. She could lift the latch and walk out any time she wanted.

“I guess so.” I stepped over to the stall and lifted her latch. The other girls started asking to be let out, so I lifted their latches.

The doors swung back and they stood there. Dumb. Staring at me.

I shrugged and headed for the entrance.

They followed me, their big asses waddling like a herd of pregnant ducks.

I stopped.

They stopped.

I started, and they started, so I stopped and faced them.

“Where are you going?”

“After you,” said Jenny, very docile and happy.

“Why?”

The girls looked a bit confused at that, but not for long. One of them reached down and rubbed her snatch. “Fu-u-uck.”

The other two started rubbing their pussies. “Fu-u-uck! Fu-u-u-uck!”

I backed out of the barn, them following me like zombies, but not screaming for my flesh…just asking for a fuck.

“Look!” I yelled. “I’m not going to fuck you!” I wanted to add ‘you cows,’ but my mother had taught me not to insult women. And I guessed this applied to cow women.

The Hucows started to cry and sob then, shuffling towards me, reaching out, rubbing their vaginas.

Their big, fat vaginas.

Then Jenny spun and dropped to her knees. She tilted her ass up and I realized she was growing an actual tail. But the real shocker was how big her vagina was. I hadn’t been able to totally see it from the front, but it had migrated back a little, and when she tilted her ass up it was huge and wet and suckery looking.

“Hey! Hey!”

She started backing up. The other two Hucows similarly spun and tilted and started to back towards me. Three monster vaginas coming for me. And, if that wasn’t bad enough…

“EEEEEEE!”

The scream was coming from the house. I turned and sprinted up the stairs and ripped open the door. The screaming was coming from Buck’s room, so I ran across the living room and down the hall. I turned into his room and stopped in shock.


PART TWO

Buck was standing in the middle of his room. He had no clothes on and he was looking at himself and screaming. He held his tits and screamed. He looked at his ass and screamed. He felt his long, lush hair and screamed.

I cross the room and slapped him.

He stopped and stared at me. His eyes were big and blue and innocent.

“What happened?” He sobbed.

“You—“

“EEEEEEE!”

Oh, crap. I ran for the next bedroom.

A few minutes later I sat down in the front room. I was in a rocking chair, and I stared out the front window. The front door had slammed when I had entered, and the Hucows were milling on the porch, scratching their pussies and moaning about how they wanted to get fucked. Buck and the other two girls were sitting on a sofa. Naked. Huddled. Looking around in confusion.

“Mister? Can you tell us what happened?” Buck whined.

I considered him. He had hunted me down, chased me, imprisoned me, and was going to sell me for a few bucks.

“How much do you get for catching an anti-jabber?”

“$20.”

Twenty bucks. A Jackson. For a human being. I sighed.

“Mister?”

Frowning, my mouth twisted in a moue, I said. “I don’t know what happened. I just know that you all fell down and started changing at the same time.

The girls looked at each other, sniffled a little, and Buck said, “We’re sorry.”

I blinked. Sorry? And I suddenly realized that earlier Buck had seemed bluff and bullyish, but now…he seemed submissive. And so did the other girls. As did the Hucows mooing outside.

“So you guys must have all drunk the same kool aid. Or…” and the idea suddenly shot through me. A flash of lightening on a gloomy day. Could it be?

“When did you guys get jabbed?”

The girls looked at each other some more. They were like a bunch of hens waiting for one to cluck first. Buck looked at me. She said, “We all went to Orlando and got Jabbed together.

The girl on his right said, “Yeah, they gave us free passes to Disneyland if we got Jabbed, so we all went together.”

Holy fuck.

“Yeah, we went on all the rides, and they even gave us free ice cream. I had chocolate.”

The girl on the left: “I had chocolate. You had vanilla.”

“Did not! You had the vanilla!”

I phased them out of my hearing and thought about it.

People had been getting Jabbed, the government was pushing it, and mandating it, and then paying bounties for people who needed to be Jabbed.

I hadn’t gone for it. No way I was going to let the government put something in my body. These were the guys who couldn’t pass a bill to feed their starving grandmother. And what the fuck was in The Jab anyway?

But these guys had all gotten jabbed at the same time.

“When did you get Jabbed,” I interrupted their arguing.

They looked blank for a second, and I was afraid they might be as stupid as the Hucows, but they weren’t. They were simple, but they were functioning.

“May 1st, four years ago” said Buck. “I remember because it was my birthday.”

“It was my birthday!” yelped the girl on the right.

“No,” said the girl on the left. “It was mine!”

Crap. Bunch of hens. I blurted, “Okay, here’s what you’re going to do.”

They looked at me.

“You’re going to bury those bodies out front.”

“Bury bodies?”

“Us?”

“Wouldn’t you rather have us, like, do our nails or something? I mean, I feel pretty groddy.”

Man, that was a blinker. Not only had they ben turned into women, but they were about as intelligent as valley girls.

I stood up and glared at them.

“Your friends! You dig the graves. And make it far enough away from the house, and deep enough so the dogs don’t dig them up!”

They pouted.

I softened it. “When you’re done you can do your nails.”

They grinned and clapped their hands.

“Okay. Go.”

They stood up, looked at their bodies. Buck: “Uh…”

“What?”

“We need some clothes.”

“Well…well don’t the girls that were here have some clothes?”

So they went and got dressed, and I made a big mistake. I opened the front door.

“Mooo!”

“Fuck me!”

“Suck me!”

The three Hucows barged into the living room. They were big, and clumsy. They groped me with their hands and begged for relief.

I was almost knocked over, but I managed to stay on my feet, and I ran around the big dining room table. “Buck!” I yelled. Buck and the other two girls came out. They hadn’t had time to get dressed, and they stood and gawped.

“Put these Hucows in the barn, in stalls. Then go bury the bodies.”

Quickly, Buck and the two girls took control of the Hucows. They slapped asses, one of them found a belt somewhere and used it to slap a big butt, and they drove the Hucows out and across the yard. I stared after them from the porch, then I went to the big, swinging chair at one end of the porch and sat down. I needed to think.

The government had Jabbed everybody they could. And they had Jabbed these loutish rednecks at exactly the same time. I remembered watching a documentary on Disneyland and its efforts to help the government. They had dozens of doctors lined up, and the doctors all had the pneumatic guns that shot arms as fast as they had pulled the trigger.

Buck and his friends had stood in line, and the line had moved fast, and they had probably been shot, bing bing bang, within, literally, a few seconds of each other.

And now, a little over four years later they had changed, literally, within a few seconds of each other.

The women had turned into Hucows. The men had turned into women. I thought about the Georgia Guidestones. I had seen those big tablets, and they outlined how they wanted the world to change, and that included a reduction of population, an agrarian society, which meant everybody working in the fields, dedicated to supporting the elite.

But obviously the government, or whoever was really behind the vaccination movement, didn’t want everybody just ‘working in the fields.’ They wanted them grazing in the fields.

Men, being naturally hornier than women, were changed into women. Women with increased sexual appetites. They would work the fields all day and come home and fuck all night.

And the women were changed into Hucows. They would produce milk for the ‘New World Order.’

And—

“Uh…”

I looked down at Buck. I was struck by how sexy she was, wearing rags for clothes, exposing her boobs, her body so killer. I wondered if she was giving off pheromones.

“What?”

“They want to be fucked.”

“What? Who?”

“The Hucows.”

Next to him the other two women stared at me. There was, in their attitude, a type of ‘hunger.’

“Well…uh…I…” I had no idea what to say to that.

“Well?”

“Well what?”

“They need to be fucked!”

“What do you expect me to do about that?”

“Fuck them.”
“I’m not going to fuck a bunch of Hucows?”

“You got to.”

“I do not!”

“You’re the only one with a dick.”

That stopped me.

One of the other girls said, “And you’re going to have to fuck us.”

I stared at the three beauties. Large breasts, long, beautiful hair. Round hips. And a world to repopulate, if the effects of The Jab were spreading out.

“I’ll fuck you if you do your work,” I said.

They looked at each other and nodded. This was acceptable.

“But what about the girls?”

“The Hucows?”

They stared at me.

Buck: “Their pussies are getting bigger, and they were really wet. And if you don’t fuck them they’ll get…upset.”

“What do you mean upset?” I narrowed my gaze on Buck.

“Well, I was a guy, but I remember how bitchy girls can be.”

Another girl said, “It’s hormones. They probably have super hormones now.

“And if you don’t fuck them they’ll start getting bitchy. Super bitchy.”

“You need to fuck them.”

I stared at the three girls, and they stared back at me defiantly.

Apparently, when the government formulated the ‘medicine’ in The Jab they had included behavior modifiers to make the women submissive, but that only went so far. Their sexiness was offset by the fact that if I didn’t produce, which meant fuck them, then they could turn into bitches. Turn cranky. Maybe even revolt.

I could just imagine myself fleeing for my life, pursued by herds of Hucows, all wanting sex.

“Okay, I’ll consider it. But right now…you need to bury those bodies and get on with your chores.”

I had no idea what chores, but it seemed to make the girls happy. Everybody wants a purpose.

So they went to the bodies and started hauling them out of the yard, towards the woods. And as they dragged the bodies they argued.

“We need to dig the graves six feet deep.”

“We need to bury them next to a tree.”

“Too many roots. We should burry them by the river.”

“They’ll get washed away the first flood. We need to…”

Their voices faded and I thought, “Women. Hunh!”

I sat on the porch swing and swayed back and forth. I thought about the government, The Jab, Disneyland, and what I was going to do.

But I knew I wasn’t going to do anything unless I got going. I got up from the swinging chair and walked across the porch, down the stairs, and towards the barn.

It was cool inside the barn, and I started to take note of the smells and shapes.

Tools against a wall: shovels and rakes and picks and so on.

Bales of hay stacked against a wall. Tackle, a stack of wood.

And, of course, three sets of staring eyes. The Hucows watched me. The milking machine was still in front of their three stalls. I wondered when they were going to want to get milked again. How long does it take for monster boobs to fill up?

“Please…” a voice whined at me.

Sighing, I walked over to their stalls and looked in.

The each turned around and wiggled their ass at me, and I was stunned by how large their vaginas were.

Heck, they were designed to take a bull’s penis. A Bull’s penis is two feet long, with some reaching two and a half feet long. What would my seven inches do for them? Nada.

Yet… “Please, fu-u-uck us.”

Us. Not ‘me.’ They were really in a group think.

As were Buck and the girls.

I’m not making any statement about women here, I’m just telling you what The Jab resulted in. Compliant, submissive, horny women. And hucows.

I looked at Jenny’s ‘gina.’ Fuck. Did I dare?

It was still human, but large. And it was so moist. And…and puffy.

“Back up to the rail,” I told her.

Jenny gave a weird sigh of satisfaction. It was like she was warbling and humming at the same time. She backed up.

I took my dick out and looked at it.

When I was a horny little boy I had dreamed of fucking every woman I could.

When I was a horny young man I had fucked every woman I could.

But I had never entertained the thought of bestiality.

But these Hucows weren’t beasts. They were women…slightly altered.

“Fu-u-uck me!” Jenny called out low and insistent.

Her ass was up against the rail. Her puffy pussy was pressed against the rails,, and bulged between the second and third rail.

I touched her pussy with my cock head.

“Oooooh!” she moaned, and she wiggled. I could see her massive tits shaking under her body.

I had drunk from her breasts. I was a horny fucker. They needed it. I had to try it.

I pushed forward.

My dick plunged in, and she pushed back. She wanted more, and for a moment I thought the rails would burst. Then she started moving.

Her cunt gripped my penis, and it was like a cock-sized washing machine. The muscles gripped me and twisted me and pulled me.

No wonder bulls had big peenys. The cows stretched them out.

It almost hurt, but not quite.

I felt like my groin was being pulled so hard, and my balls seemed to slide towards her hole.

“Ooooh! Ooooo!” she moaned, grinding her pussy on me.

I grabbed her tail, it was formed enough to be a handle now, and pulled myself. Hard. Into her pussy.

“Ooooh! Ooooo!”

She wanted two feet, she was getting a little more than a half a foot, but she was fine with that. Any size dick would satisfy her immediate cravings.

I didn’t even have to thrust. She just pulled my penis with her innards, and it was like the super bestest fuck in the world. It was better than regular human pussy. It was better than a hand job, or a blow job.

It was so good I started to shoot. And shoot and shoot. My dribble of semen, compared to a bull, must have seemed small indeed. But Jenny didn’t notice, her innards just stayed clamped and pulled on me like my dick was taffy.

For a second I became alarmed. Her hold on my penis was great, and I was afraid that I had stepped in quicksand, that if I pulled back my cock would be pulled out by the root.

But a quick pull and I was free. I fell back and she stopped humping and looked back over her shoulder at me. She was obviously disappointed.

“Mo-o-ore!”

“Okay,” I said, “Turn around.”

She did, and pushed her puffy pussy between the rails. I pushed my fist into her. My whole fist. All the way to the elbow.

I could feel that there was still space in there. After all, my forearm was about 13 inches long. She could accommodate a couple of feet plus.

But she sighed and was happy and pushed back, again the rails bulged and threatened to break.

I pushed in, hard, and she relaxed.

For a long time I pushed into her, and she contentedly chewed at my arm with her vagina. I could feel her twisting and turned, sucking, palpating my arm with her innards. Then, finally, she began to come.

“MOOoooOOOoooOOO!” she lowed, her hips twisting and grinding.

Then I pulled my forearm out.

“Do-o-o-o me!” mooed the Hucow on the left. She was at the rail, pushing on the gate with her butt. Quickly, I stepped over to her and rammed my fist in. Her big, super heated pussy immediately sucked it up. Muscles around her ass and all the way down her fat thighs rippled and writhed.

“Ooooo!” she moaned.

Again, I punched my fist into her innards, trying to get as far in as a I could. No, it wasn’t as big as a bull’s penis, but it could do things a bull’s penis couldn’t. I bent my wrist and circled my fist inside her.

“OOOOO!” she loved that.

Then, genius that I am, I used my other hand to slap the moist flesh of her super-sized pussy.

She humped up a bit, and immediately began to cum.

“MOOoooOOOoooOOO!”

“Do-o-o-o me!” howled the third Hucow.“Do-o-o-o me!”

So I did.

I walked out of the barn, my arm dripping in pussy juice, just as the three girls came back from burying the man. I stepped to the well beside the house and put my arm under the faucet.

The girls stared at me as they started to roll the woman’s body away. They looked at my arm, and they focused on my crotch.

Oh, fuck. I was going to have to fuck them, too. And I had just cum. And I was pretty much a once a day kind of guy. It just takes time to get the balls filled up again.

I watched as they rolled the body over, and I realized they were going to need help. I went over and began pulling and pushing.

The woman had made it half way to Hucow before she had died. Her ass was huge, and it had split her shorts. We hadn’t rolled her more than a hundred feet before the shorts, being the lever we used to pull and push, were ripped off here body.

Well, nothing to do about it. We grabbed hunks of flesh, dug our hands in, and rolled her.

Into the woods. Through the woods, trying to make sure we didn’t get her caught up against trees, or lose her down a slope into thickets.

Finally, we came out in a meadow, and I could see the hole they had dug for her. We pressed, pushed, gripped, felt the fat slide out from under our hands, and, finally, rolled her into her grave.

We lay on the ground around the grave, exhausted, breathing hard.

I became aware that I was lying next to Buck.

I looked at her, and had a vision of her as a man in my mind. Standing in coveralls, hoisting a jug, gulping down pints of hootch and then lowering the jug and raising his head to give out a massive belch.

“Don’t think of me like that,” she whined. “I’m a girl now.”

“Do you remember being a guy?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t you want a woman? Instead of…of me?”

“No,” she whispered. She was getting closer to me. I was relaxed, tired, and I didn’t put anything on it. “I have a woman’s body now, and a woman’s hormones. I have a vagina, and I want dick. I don’t want pussy anymore. I just want a big, fat penis in me. Fucking me, sliding in and out, making me feel good.”

Suddenly she was on me. she had thrown here whole body over me and she pressed her lips to mine.

I struggled, tried to push her off, but the hands of the other girls came to her aid. One girl lay crossways over her, doubling the amount of weight it would require to throw her off. The other girl was ripping at my pants. Her fingers pulled my zipper down, fumbled with my belt. Then I felt her pulling my pants off.

“No!” I howled, then Buck covered my mouth again, his hands held my ears and his mouth was sucking at mine.

I pulled my mouth free. “Let me go!”

They didn’t. They wouldn’t.

“Look at his weeny!” gasped one of the girls. “It’s so beautiful.”

The girl glanced from her position atop Buck and observed, “And his balls. They are so pretty.”

Pretty? Beautiful? Not the kind of words a man would use in this situation, not to describe another man’s package. But their bodies writhing on mine, the way I was being kissed and fondled, I was having a hard time thinking of them as men. The way they pressed their flesh on me, the feel of their breasts as I struggled…then the one that had pulled my pants down sank down on my cock.

My eyes widened in shock. My dick was hard. Very hard, and why shouldn’t it be? Even though I had squirted inside Jenny an hour before, three women had jumped me, molested me, fondled me, and demanded of me.

I froze.

Buck and the other girl stopped struggling, waited, watched me.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

The vaccination had changed the girls into Hucows, and it had made their pussies super big, super moist, and enabled their innards to treat my dick like it was in a washing machine. The cum had been twisted out of me and it had only taken a minute.

But these girls, these newly transformed girls, their pussies were transformed also, and they were even better than the Hucows.

The Hucows were better than old humans, the new humans were better than Hucows, and if there was any moment when I wished I had gone ahead and gotten vaccinated, Jabbed, it was then.

The feel of that super slithery, heated inner wall pulling on my cock, the ripple of muscles inside those virginal vaginal walls, it was so amazing that, even though my cock had been exhausted, it was renewed.

“Oh, yeah,” I grunted, and I pushed up.

The girl pushed down and ground her pussy over my member.

Buck and the other girl got off and squatted next to us and watched.

“Don’t let him cum,” said Buck.

“I won’t.”

They wouldn’t let me cum? I didn’t see how they could stop me. A pussy like this? I was going to squirt my brains out faster than fast.

“You like,” the girl asked, leaning down on me.

“Oh, fuck, yeah!”

She kissed me, and her lips, they were enhanced like her pussy. Soft  and plump and moist and hot and juicy.

For a moment I felt like I was in two cunts. One for my dick, and one for my mouth.

Then I felt hands under the girl who was riding me, one of the girls was massaging my balls. I groaned loudly.

Then the other girl, I didn’t know which one was which, started sucking on one of my nipples.

I lurched upwards, pushed my cock in and out, and she writhed and twisted and ground down. It felt like my dick was in a garbage disposal of velvet rags. Absolutely unbelievable, and then I started to cum.

Started, but her pussy clamped down on me, hard as a fist, and the cum was stopped, strangled at the gate.

“No!” I grunted.

“That’s right,” the girl fucking me said. “No. You’ve got to please all three of us.”

Then time began to come loose. I lost track of things. I was immersed in a mound of shifting flesh, and there was only one thing I could do. I gave up.

Hump after hump, my cock so excited that my whole body felt like a penis. The girls using me, abusing me, loving me.

The girl on me came. Blast after blast, and her hold on my cock released. I thought, for a moment, that I would be able to squirt, but even before she had finished cumming she was pushed off. She laid next to me, curled in a ball, her whole body spasming, and Buck crawled onto me.

“No! Let me cum!”

“No,” she said, holding my head, kissing my lips, devouring me with her sex. And I felt her clamp down, even as she rippled and writhed and took my cock for a ride.

“Please! Please!”

She said nothing, just used my cock, rode it, went up and down and around and around. She corkscrewed onto me, off of me, and it wasnt’ long before she began cumming.

Contact high, I really, really, REALLY wanted to cum.

But Buck was shoved off me, to lay moaning and holding herself on the other side of me from the first girl, and the third one sank down onto me.

This one was REALLY hungry. She had just watched her two friends get off on me, and she wanted hers in the worst way.

Or the best, if you think about it.

“Fuck me, you bastard!” She sat on me like I was a rocking horse, and she swayed back and forth. Her pussy had clamped down on me again so I couldn’t cum.

“Oh, fu-u-uck!” I whimpered. I felt like I was being fucked to death. But…what a way to go!

She suddenly fell on me. She had no friends to help her push down on me, and she hugged me and pulled and I was as if caught in the sexual folds of an octopus. With eight tentacles inside her pussy, every one of them gripping and pulled, slithering and twisting, pulling and exciting.

And, finally, she began to cum. Short, hard spasms, and, finally…finally, she relaxed her pussy muscles.

“FU-U-U-U-UCK!” I wailed. Sperm exploded from my tortured balls. My dick felt like a firehose being overloaded, and I shot my goods into her.

She held on, having her own spasms. Then we were collapsed. The other two girls snuggled in against us. We were like a mountain of flesh, excited and sated and totally happy.

We lay under the blue skies, the hot sun, and just breathed. Felt the warmth of being alive, the glory of hot flesh, the wonder of incredible sex.

Finally, I nudged one of the girls. “Maybe we should fill in the grave.”

Giggles as they realized that the half a Hucow we had manhandled here was uncovered in a hole, and we had, almost literally, fucked on her grave.

We untangled and got to our feet. We began pushing dirt into the grave, and we laughed whenever we caught a glimpse of each other.

It was good. but…and I started to think.

There was a creek below the house, and we went down and dipped out bodies in it. The girls took turns swinging on a rope and splashing, and I sat against a tree and wondered.

They had been Jabbed, and they had been changed, and, in a way, we could all live with that change.

Yes, people had died from The Jab. But people had lived. I considered my own statistic.

Eight  people had been Jabbed, and I hadn’t. Two of the Jabbed had died outright. So where did that leave the world?

There were over 300 million people in the US. If the statistics on the little farm held true, 66 and 1/2 million people had died. 33 and 1/2 million were clean, like me. And if you divided the remaining population half and half into men and women, then 100 million were Hucows, and 100 million were new babes.

Then I had a thought. “Hey, Buck?”

She came out of the water, dripping and beautiful, breasts high and pussy happy. “What?”

“What Jab did you get?”

She looked blank.

“There were three main Jabs. Moderna, Johnson and Johnson, and Pfizer. Which did you get?”

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” I frowned.

“Hey, it was free, so what’s the difference.”

I waved her back to the stream and she went to play in the water with her girlfriends.

What’s the difference. Huh. People letting the government inject them with foreign substances, and what difference does it make?

But it did make a difference.

It was likely that Buck and his people had all gotten doses of one type of vaccine. That left two other types of vaccines out there, and what were their effects going to be? Would they make Hucows? Or something else? Would they make men into women, or women into men? Hucows or…Hu-something else?

My God, what had the government done to us?

And I would have to find out.

Sure. I could live a life on the farm, and it would likely be a good life. Three gorgeous women to please me, all delightfully subservient…except for when they got horny.

And the Hucows, that was, I hate to say it, a ‘crop.’ Not for slaughtering, but I could easily see a market for Hu-milk. I could become a rich Hu-farmer, supplying the world with high quality Hu-milk.

And, in a pinch, if, say, all three girls got pregnant at the same time, I could always go fuck a Hucow. After all, Fucking a Hucow was much better than fucking an old human. Sorry, but that’s the truth.

But…I had to find out. I would have to leave the farm, maybe find my friends at the Walmart/FEMA station. I had to find out what type of Hu-things were out there.

If I didn’t find out then maybe some day a new government, of bad Hu-whatevers, might come along. Maybe something even worse than The Jab.

So I had to go.

I sighed, and called the girls to me. We had to make plans.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

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!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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