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A Note from the Author!

Hi Everybody!

My pen has been working overtime this month! We have personal problems, like diets and insomnia, and we have the fantastic, as in aliens and demons.

What a rich brew, eh?

Have you had dreams in which you are the opposite sex?

I just thought of that, so I’m going to have to make a story or two on those lines.

You go to sleep, you dream of yourself in the other gender, and wake up and…ooh. Scary!

Or maybe not so scary.

Enjoy these five stories and I’ll talk to you later!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminization by Diet!

He never thought he’d lose weight down there!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I wrote a story a while ago about becoming feminized by a ‘rear end diet.’

It was fun, so I decided to write another one. This one from a slightly different point of view.

What if the guy was too…’chubby.’

And what if he takes a pill that is untested and untried.

What could happen.

Well, the first thing would be that it worked a little bitt too good.

But who wants to lose weight down there? Eh?

Enjoy, and think about me when you’re gobbling down the pills and hoping you could experience what poor Liam does in this story!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Liam sighed and ate a spoonful of ice cream.

“All right. Enough already. It’s time you told me what’s bothering you.”

Liam was a chunky fellow. Well, he was fat. Under the fat he was handsome, witty, and an agile fellow.

But the years had packed it on him, and now he…bulged.

His wife, Ava, stared over the table at him.

“Nothing, honey. Nothing is bothering me.”

Ava was a looker. Where Liam had put on the pounds, Ava had gotten more svelte, and her boobs had gotten bigger. Top that off with a movie star face, smooth skin and sparkling eyes, and you have a woman worth having.

She leaned forward and placed a hand on his forearm, stopping his spoon hand from delivering the ice cream to his mouth.

“Enough. You know and I know, so let’s talk it out.”

“There’s nothing! I swear. I just have something I want to think about. No need to get all serious!”

“You’ve been moping for a week, you’ve had a far away look in your eyes, and I know that something is bothering you.”

She let go of his wrist and sat back, folding her arms under her boobs and looking severe.

Liam lowered his spoon and sighed heavily.

“Now.”

“Okay…okay. Just let me think for a moment.”

She waited.

“I weigh too much.”

“Okay.” She didn’t dispute the fact; how does one argue a fact that is obvious.

“And I know I have to lose weight.”

She tilted her head and gave him the gimlet eye. “I’m fine with you joining a gym, or even seeing a doctor or nutritionist or something.”

He leaned forward ever so slightly. “I’ve tried all that, and…they don’t work. I’ve tried everything but eating through my asshole, and nothing works. I lose five pounds then gain ten. All those diet things are scams.”

“So what is it you’re thinking of?”

“I know a guy who has a diet pill.”

She started shaking her head. She came from a family where her brother had died of pills. Her mother had croaked because of mis-prescribed medications. Her father had gone blind because of ‘new’ eyedrops.

“Hear me out. The science is sound, and he’s just waiting for the FDA to approve.”

“So let the FDA approve, then you can be his guinea pig.”

“Aw…that takes forever. I’ll die of obesity before that happens.”

“People don’t die obesity. They of diseases related to obesity. If you could just start a real diet, join a gym, a little hard work and you’ll be there.”

It was his turn to shake his head.

“Look, I don’t have the time, nor, I’ll admit it, the discipline, to do the diet and exercise bit. I need a little help. Some scientific help.”

“Diets and exercise are scientific! You just have to stick with them.”

“That’s just it! I don’t have the discipline.”

Now Ava dug in her feet. Her voice rose and she stated in a firm manner: “You know my family history with chemicals. You also know that I worked for years in drug rehab centers. Maybe I was trying to make up for my family, maybe I was trying to fix the world in my own way, but I saw people get sick from the most terrible side effects.”

“But this is proven! By test! Not FDA test, but it works!”

“So swears the guy who wants you to take it. How much does he want.”

“Not much.”

“How much?”

“A hundred bucks.”

“A hundred bucks? For what? A month?”

“For a pill.”

Ava’s mouth opened in shock. “You’re going to—“

“But it only takes one pill! then it works and you don’t have to take anything more. The weight leaves, your body returns to its natural shape, your metabolism is fine, your blood pressure is good, everything is fine…and I want to take it!”

Ava stood up and yelled at him. Actually yelled. “NO! YOU WILL NOT TAKE SOME STUPID EXPERIMENTAL DIET PILL! AND THAT’S THAT!”

Liam shrunk back a bit. Ava was strong-willed, had a personality like a charging horse, and he had no intention of going up against that.

“Is that, clear?” she said, leaning over him.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, biting his lip and turning his head to the side.

“Now eat your ice cream, and no more talk about it.”

Liam didn’t feel like any more ice cream right then, however. But he forced himself to take a few bites, then got up and excused himself.

Ava sat at the table and smoldered. The knucklehead should know better. One does not abuse one’s body with chemicals. One does not substitute a pill for good, old fashioned discipline.

Liam knew, right from when his wife yelled at him, that he was going to take the pill.

He still had to talk himself into it, but that was just going to take a few days.

He did at home computer work, and he sat in his office and did his work and thought about it.

He had two weaknesses, neither of which he could remedy.

One was he liked to eat.

The other was porn.

He loved porn.

So he stayed in his office, did his work quickly, then spent the afternoon watching porn, and stopped everything every once in a while and just thought about it.

She has no right to tell me what to do.

It’s my body, I’ll do what I want with it.

She’ll change her mind when I get all skinny.

They had talked on Wednesday, and by the weekend he had talked himself into it. On Saturday morning, while Ava was playing tennis with her girlfriends, he called up his good friend Charley.

Charley worked at a gym, and he had no problem with weight. He had no problem because he believed in better living through chemistry.

He had uppers and downers, Oxy and Vicodin, weed and LSD and anything the enterprising young druggie might want.

His job at the gym supplied him with a steady stream of steroid customers, and it was surprising how many of these men and women wanted to take recreational drugs.

One would think that a gym would encourage a healthy lifestyle, but…oh, well.

“Charley, buddy!”

“Hey, Liam, how’s hanging?”

“Long and drippy, want a sippy?”

They both laughed, then Liam got right to the point. “When I saw you at the Starbucks you were telling me about the new, miracle diet pill.”

“Sure, man. Guaranteed to knock those pounds off or else.”

“And I’m supposed to lose weight and get skinny and everything?”

“Man, this stuff is sick! I gave a pill to Santa Clause and now he looks like where’s Waldo.”

“But not too skinny, right? I mean, I don’t want to lose any muscle.”

“Don’t even worry about it. This shit works on fat and fat alone. It’ll leave you looking cut like Bruce Lee.”

“Tell me again, how does it work.”

“It affects the DNA directly. People don’t get fat unless it’s in their DNA, and this stuff just rearranges things so that your DNA makes only muscle.”

“Oh, man,” Liam chortled. He had visions of himself getting lean and rippling with muscle.

Like when he was young, before he discovered food.

He wanted that young version of himself back.

“So, you want a pill?”

“Does the Pope poop porcupines?”

“Ouch! I’ll have one for you by tomorrow. Come by the gym anytime after nine in the morning.

Liam was anxious the rest of the day, but he hid it well. Ava didn’t suspect a thing. He woke up early, lay in bed and thought about what he was planning.

The pill would work. He knew that. And then he could tell Ava. But not before. Before he would have to act like he was working out and eating right.

So thinking, he got up and had breakfast, then slipped on some shorts and get ready to go out.

“Where you off to?” Ava yawned as he tried to sneak out of the bedroom.

He mumbled something, steeled himself, then said, “I’m going to go down to the gym and see about a program.”

“Excellent,” Ava sat up in bed, her beautiful boobs flopped over the covers and Liam grinned.

“You do that, and when you get home we can do a little in and out. Okay?”

“All right!”

For a moment he thought about doing the right thing, just forgetting about the pill, but just for a moment.

Fifteen minutes later he walked into the local gym. It was called ‘Pumped,’ and was in a big building that used to be a grocery store.

“Hey! Liam! How’s it going?”

Charley showed his white teeth and bumped fists with Liam.

They chatted, Liam said he wanted a tour, and Charley took him around the gym.

“I got your pill,” murmured Charley, as soon as they were away from everybody else.

“Great. Listen, I want to go on a program, too.”

“Excellent, man!”

“This pill works, right?”

“Guaran-fucking-teed. In a couple of months you’ll turn sideways in the rain and you won’t get wet.”

Liam thought about that, figured it out, and grinned. “But I need a program where I can come down here and do a little work and make the wife think I didn’t take the pill. She’s dead set against chemistry.”

“Ah, women. They can be so irritating. So how about if I sign you up for the cheapest program, you come by and do a quick circuit, we shoot the shit, and you’re done in a half hour.”

“Just what the doctor ordered. Now, about that pill.”

They were in the locker room now, and Charley looked around. They were alone, so he took a small bit of tinfoil out of his pocket. He unwrapped a tiny pill and dumped it in Liam’s hand.

“Here you go, buddy. Don’t eat it all in one place.”

For a moment Liam felt like the world had expanded. He felt like he was on the cusp of great things. He was going to be thin and handsome again. His wife was going to want to jump on his body at all times!

He even fantasized other women crawling over his frame, begging for his attention.

And the pill was in his palm. All he had to do was lift his hand, pop that pill, and gulp.

Time seemed to slow down as eh lifted his hand, and he felt the little thing sliding and rolling down his gullet.

Gulp.

Unfortunately, when he came home Ava was out and about. She had girlfriends and they liked to brunch and shop and go to the beauty salons.

So he went into the kitchen and had lunch.

He opened the fridge and gazed at the food.

Lots of veggies, red meat, ice cream.

He took out a bag of sausages and a bag of tater tots and…put them back.

He was changed! He was different! Everything was going to go his way.

He went out and mowed the lawn.

Which was exhausting, so as soon as he had done the front he went to the back, looked at the big lawn, and jumped into the pool.

Oh, yeah. That was a much better idea.

And when Ava came home she did play with him for a while. Not a long while, it was sometimes difficult getting past his flab, but…it was cool.

But he realized how life had changed with his pounds. He used to love sex, still did, but…he hardly ever got it. He was too big to lay on Ava, and it was too difficult for him to breath if she was on top.

So he finished the lawn.

The next few weeks were different for Liam, and he realized that he really had changed.

Maybe the pill had changed his metabolism or something. Or maybe he was just psychological jacked up.

Whatever, he did his chores around the house, and he went to the gym on a regular basis, and he even lifted some of the weights and ran on the treadmill.

And he checked his weight.

Every day.

And bit his nails.

This had to work…it had to!

After one week he was down two pounds. But that might just be a normal fluctuation.

After two weeks he was down three pounds, and he exulted. Five pounds total! In two weeks.

“I lost five pounds,” he yelped as he looked over his belly at the read out on the scale.

“Oh, honey! That’s marvelous! You’re really sticking to a program now, and all that weight lifting and stuff at the gym. I’m so proud of you!”

He grinned like a beaver preparing to gnaw wood, but her next words took him down and even shamed him.

“Aren’t you glad you didn’t take that stupid pill? I tell ya, there’s nothing like hard work!”

He wasn’t facing her, he was looking over his fat at the scale, and she didn’t see the look of guilt cross his face.

But he put that out of his mind. This thing was working, that was all that mattered.

The days passed, another week of work outs and rabbit food, and Liam stepped onto the scale.

Five pounds! He had lost five pounds in a week! For a total of ten pounds! Holy craparoonie!

It was working!

The only bad news was that he was so fat that losing weight was gonna take so long. After all, a 200 pound man loses forty pounds and you can really see it.

But a four hundred pound man loses forty pounds and you can’t really tell.

Still, it was working, so he just had to keep it up.

He went to the gym. He lifted weight. Not a lot, but enough to think he was exercising.

He ran on the treadmill. Well, a slowly walk, for a couple of minutes, so…he was exercising.

And he cut his intake of ice cream down from two or gallons a week to only two.

And he continued to lose weight!

He began to lose weight at a rate of ten pounds a week. And it didn’t matter if he missed a couple of days at the gym, he just kept dropping, and, finally, it was noticeable.

His wife noticed first.

“Wow,” she exclaimed. “If this keeps up I’ll be able to put my arms around you.”

Liam grinned big.

At the gym Charley noticed. “Man, I told you, eh? That pill is a wonder pill!”

And so the weeks passed, skinnier and skinnier, feeling better and better.

At three months he had lost 100 pounds. Over a pound a day. Regularly.

He had to order a couple of pairs of pants, as his old ones no longer fit on his shrinking frame. He made the shirts last a bit longer, but they were about to be replaced, too.

Most miraculous of all, however, was the fact that he could bend over and see his toes.

His fucking toes! He hadn’t seen his toes in years!

He actually started doing toe touches at the gym.

Well, not real toe touches, sort of knee touches. Almost.

But it was the idea, right?

More months passed, and Ava actually worried a little.

He had lost 200 pounds in half a year.

“Is it normal to lose so many pounds like this?” she asked one night.

“Never look a gift horse in the mouth,” he responded airily.

“Well, yes. But…we want to make sure everything is safe.”

“Honey, the people at the gym are watching over me. If things get out of hand they would send me to a doctor.”

“Well, okay.”

He was not skinny, yet, but he was almost there.

He was five foot six, and a good weight for him would be about 150 pounds. He could hardly wait!

He bought more clothes, his knees stopped aching and his feet no longer felt like they were being squashed.

And, on the day he hit 200 pounds, Ava wanted to make love.

Actually make love!

She wanted to do it with him!

And that was when the problem hit.

“Oh, honey, I can’t believe you lost so much weight. It’s almost like you’re back to the weight you were when we married.”

He grinned. “Another fifty pounds.”

“That’s nothing, after all the weight you’ve lost.”

They were in the bedroom, getting ready for bed, and suddenly she got a sly look in her eyes.

“Liam?”

“Yes?”

“Do you want to get a little?”

He grinned, but he was also sad. When Ava asked for sex it was usually a hand job, and it usually wasn’t finished.

And he couldn’t blame her! He had been just too fat!

But now he wasn’t, and he turned to her. He picked up the actual intent in her sweet voice.

“You mean, like…really?”

“I mean like you won’t squash me now, and it’s been so long.”

“You would rather have me than your vibrator?”

She nodded shyly.

“Oh, baby!” he whispered.

He tried not to look too eager, but he ripped his shirt when he took it off.

And he stripped the zipper when he pulled his pants down.

But clothes were nothing in a moment like this!

It had been, literally, years, since he had been inside his wife.

But now…now…

She moved into his arms and kissed him. And not a peck like normal, but one of those full bodied lip sucking smackers that had made him want to marry her way back when.

SPROING!

He had been getting boners back over the months, slowly but surely, and now…now he was actually going to use one.

“Come on, babe,” he helped her onto the bed and crawled on after her.

She was wearing a peignoir, and her breasts were gigantic!

He fondled them, for the first time in years. And he sucked on the nipples.

Ava groaned and arched her back a little. “Come on, honey, give me a little.”

“I’m going to give you a lot,” he chuckled, and he moved her legs apart.

For a long minute he went down on her, and she gasped and twisted her hips a bit, and when she was good and moist he moved up, kissed her nips, poised over her, and prepared to drive in.

He pushed his hips, went in a little, and….and…that was all.

A confused look crossed his face.

“Come on, honey, not just the tip! Really do me!”

“But…but that’s all!”

A moment of stunned realization.

“No. It can’t be. That’s not what I remember!”

“I swear, honey, I’m all the way in!”

He was, and it felt good, but it felt…short.

“Get out!” She pushed him back.

He went back on his heels and sat in the zen position looking down at his dingus.

Then she was over on all fours, studying it.

She reached out and hefted it.

It’s not big,” she said. Sadness was in her voice.

“But…wait! No! I was seven inches!”

“You’re not now.”

She twisted over to the side table, opened a drawer and pulled out a measuring tape.

“Four inches.”

“What?”

“And I’m pushing into the base a little, trying to get past the rest of your fat.”

“No! That can’t be! I was 7 inches before…before I got fat!”

“Well, you’re not 7 inches now.”

Liam swung around and put his feet over the edge of the bed and looked at his prick.

Short. Yes. And smaller. No wonder it didn’t feel like it was doing the job!

He had been so intent on losing weight that he hadn’t taken the time, and couldn’t in the beginning, to look at his own penis.

But now he could, and his heart sank like a stone in a well.

Ava stood and stared down at his shrimp. Heer voice was very sad as she noted, “You lost weight in more places than just your…your belly.”

That’s when it hit him. That’s when he understood what he had done.

The pill.

“Charley! We have to talk!”

“Sure, buddy. What’s the haps?”

“Come on…” Liam grabbed Charley by the arm and pulled him over to the side.

Charley  looked puzzled, but he went with Liam.

“Charley…Charley…” But it was difficult telling somebody that your penis has shrunk. It was not manly.

“Come on, man, spit it out?”

“Your pill…the pill.”

“Yeah, man look at you. It really works!”

“Yeah, but…it works…it made…”

Charley’s face screwed up in curiosity, “What?”

Liam’s voice was a hoarse whisper: “It shrank my dick!”

At first Charley laughed. He thought it was a joke. Liam was messing with him.

Liam said, “Don’t laugh. I’m serious. My dick is half the size it was.”

Slowly, Charley’s face changed. From humor to concern to…WTF.

“Come on,” he tried to joke out of it.

“I’m serious! I used to be 7 inches. Now I’m only 4!”

“But…that can’t be…I’ve never—“

“We have to do something!”

“What can I do? It’s your penis!”

“But you gave me the pill.”

“But it wasn’t supposed to do that? It didn’t do that! Something else happened!”

“There is nothing else. I didn’t take any other pills. I ate the same foods, just not as much, well, almost as much, but…less. But my penis is definitely shrunken.”

Charley leaned back against a wall. “Wow. I still don’t…how can you…”

“Charley…is there another pill? Is there an antidote?”

“I don’t know? I never…why are you buggin’ me about this?”

“Because you gave me the pill!”

“But I didn’t make you take it.”

Liam’s jaw dropped. “What?”

“I didn’t make you take it. If you have some kind of bummer reaction you have to go…go…do something.”

“But what?”

“How should I know?”

Charley was trying to get away from Liam now. He wanted to sell drugs, not get involved with people’s problems.

Liam held on, “Charley! Who’s your drug dealer? Maybe he’ll know what I can do!”

“I’m not telling you that, man. Get your hands off me!”

People in the gym were turning and staring now.

“I won’t! You gave me the drugs and I want to know your source!”

Charley was panicking now. “I don’t know what you’re talking about! I don’t deal in drugs!”

Guys were coming towards them now, big guys that threw lots of iron around.

“Let me go!”

“Now until you tell me who sold you the drugs!”

Charley, at his wit’s end, caught and trying to escape, twisted and punched Liam in the face.

Liam wasn’t much of a fighter, and he went down.

But the donnybrook was started.

One of the big guys that worked for the gym grabbed Charley. “What’s this about selling drugs?”

Charley spun and tried to hit him, but only succeeded in hitting a girl standing to the right. She grabbed her nose and fell on the floor.

“Mother fu—“

“A chubby guy with tats slung a fist at Charley, but Charley and the gym guy were spinning and he hit the gym guy. Who’s friend grabbed the chubby guy, and the girl on the floor kicked somebody leg and they went down, and suddenly bodies were falling all over the place. People were yelling and screaming and throwing fists.

Liam struggled to his feet and looked around for a door.

Somebody flew into him, a body check, and Liam went down again, hitting his head on a piece of equipment.

It seemed like everybody was fighting now, and Liam was right in the middle of it, crawling on the floor, dazed, getting kicked and punched, and, finally, he dropped down.

Unconscious.

“Oh, fuck,” Liam heard himself say. He jerked, but was restrained.

Restrained? Heck! He had straps across his legs and chest.

He opened his eyes.

He was in a hospital room. In a hospital bed, and several black straps ran across his chest. A pair of handcuffs connected his right wrist tot he side of the bed.

“What the—“ he rattled the cuffs and looked around.

Ava was there, and the rattling of the cuffs had awoken her. She leaned over him. “Liam? Are you all right?”

“I am,” he muttered a little feverishly. Where am I? How’d I get here?”

“You’re in the hospital. there was a riot at the gym and you…you were involved.”

Liam blinked and remembered everything. He remembered accosting Charley and demanding to know who his drug source was, then…the fight. Oh, crap!

“What happened, Liam? How’d the fight start?”

“I don’t know,” he lied. He couldn’t tell her about the pill. I just got caught up in it.”

She asked him a couple of more questions, but he wasn’t going to say anything.

Then the cops walked in.

The good news was that they didn’t read him his rights. The bad news was that they seemed to know what was happening.

“We saw the video footage, Liam. So why were you grabbing Charley and pushing him around?”

“I did—“ he stopped. He thought frantically. “It was just an argument.”

“About what?”

“Nothing. I forget. My head hurts.”

The cop studied him for a long second. Then he turned to his partner and nodded.

The second cop left the room and came back a minute later with Charley.

Charley had taken a beating.

Liam had some bruises, and he had hit his head on some piece of exercise equipment, but Charley had been punched severely by any number of guys.

“He started it!” Charley accused in a loud voice.

“Shut up, Charley!”

“You shut up! He comes in with this wild tale of his dick shrinking, and he accuses me of giving him a pill. I never gave him a pill! And then he wants to know who my drug dealer is, and…it’s all his fault!”

Liam heard Ava gasp.

Oh, crap. Now she knew.

“I did not!” Charley muttered.

“So you didn’t take a pill?” asked the first cop.

“Check his weenie if you don’t believe me!” shouted Charley. Which was sort of stupid and would prove nothing, but Charley wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed.

Heck, being a drug dealer he was downright stupid. And that was before he took his own drugs.

“How about it, Liam. Care to show us your penis?”

“No! That’s invasion of privacy! You have to show probably cause! Where’s your warrant? You’re breaking the second, fourth and tenth amendments!”

Actually, he didn’t really know what those amendments were, but he had heard people spouting off about them on the internet, so…

“We can get a warrant, Liam.”

“Then get one. And I’ll sue you and you’ll lose your qualified immunity and…” Liam rattled on. He loved the clips on Youtube where citizens refused to show the cops their IDs and told them to get off their property and then sued them.

The cops looked at each other. They had been warned about these internet lawyers, and they both knew they would end up doing tons of paperwork, then appearing in court, and…

“Am I being detained?” asked Liam.

The second cop sighed. Out of hand. This asshole was definitely out of hand.

“Sir, we’re doing an investigation and—“

“Am I being detained?”

Clearly unhappy, the first cop took the hand cuffs on of Liam’s wrist.

“We’re conducting an investigation and—“

“Yeah, yeah. Don’t leave town, don’t hold up banks…and take that fuck nose, scum bag shithead with you.” He pointed at Charley.

Charley, at the center of it all and not realizing what was happening actually pointed his finger at his chest as if to say, ‘Who, me?’

Then the cops pushed Charley out of the room and left.

It was suddenly overly silent in the room, and Liam was afraid to look at Ava. He muttered, “Damn cops. They’re depriving me of my rights. And bringing that asshole moron in here.”

He finally risked looking at Ava.

“You hear them? Can you believe it? I’m in a hospital bed! I’m the victim here!”

He ran out of words. He looked away from Ava.

Ava, however, did not look away from him.

She stared, and if stares could make ice freeze, this was it.

“Liam?”

“Yeah. Geez, I hurt. I think I need an aspirin or something.”

“Liam?”

He groused and tried and to sink back into the bed. “Man, somebody must have kicked me. I really hurt. Can you get the doctor? I need some pain relief!”

“Liam?”

And Liam was out of words, out of excusing actions, out of luck.

He looked at Ava.

“You took the pill.”

“Hunh?” What pill? I mean, I take pills all the time. I take vitamins and supplements and—“

“You…took…that pill!”

“Honey, I don’t know what you’re talking about, and I really feel funky. I’ve been beaten up and I’m tied up—can you get the doctor to take these straps off me—and I need to rest.

“When did you take it?”

“I was ju-“

“When!”

“But you don’t—“

“WHEN!”

A nurse looked in the room on passing, but only saw a wife standing by the side of the bed, looking down at her husband. She didn’t see the glare of intensity that was shredding Liam’s flesh.

Liam shrank back. No more prevarication. No distraction or evading.

“Six months ago,” he whispered.

Ava’s hand slammed down!


Part Two

Ava’s hand hit the bed with such force that Liam was reminded that he had a headache.

“Ow,” he said.

No mercy from Ava.

“You son of a bitch. We talked about this. You know how dangerous it is. How could you?”

“I wanted to lose weight,” muttered Liam sullenly.

“Then you exercise and eat right! You don’t go taking drugs off the street, not even tested, who the fuck knows what that pill has done to you!”

“It’s my body,” he tried to argue.

“Yeah, and it’s our marriage. You get a venereal disease would you say that it’s your body and has no effect on me?”

“You can’t—“

“Shut up! You took a drug! You endangered us! You—“ suddenly she stopped talking. She looked startled.

“What?” Her sudden change of attitude frightened Liam.

She smiled.

“It’s okay.”

“What?”

“It’s okay that you put us at risk, that you…it’s okay.”

“It is? But…what are you…”

“Shorty.”

His mouth opened. He got it. He suddenly understood what had just flashed through her mind.

Shorty.

Not physically. Five foot six is short, but not unusually so.

But…his dick…four inches…shorty.

She smiled and sat down. “I guess I shouldn’t be mad. After all, if you can’t satisfy me it shouldn’t bother me.”

“What? Why…”

“Because I can go get satisfied anywhere. There’s lots of guys who don’t take pills and who have fully functioning dicks.”

“Ava! You can’t say such things! We’re married.”

“I know, and we’ll remain married. After all, in spite of you having the intelligence of a wombat…I love you. And, now that I’ve figured it out, I’m sorry for you, but that doesn’t stop me loving you.”

“Then how can you talk about other men?”

“Do you love me?”

“Of course I do! I lost all this weight for you!”

“I’m not going to get into that bit of foolishness, I’m just going to ask you a question.”

“What?” He was scared now.

“Should I give up sexual satisfaction just because you did something incredibly stupid and can’t satisfy me?”

“Well…uh…yeah.”

But it was weak. She was right, and he suddenly understood how far reaching his little chemical experiment went.

She just smiled.

They went home the following morning. The doctors had observed his head injury, gave him a bunch of warnings about what to do if he felt dizzy or fell down or something, and sent him on his way.

He got out of the car, Ava had driven, and walked into the house.

And right to the liquor cabinet.

“You’re not supposed to drink.”

“I’ve got to,” he said, pouring bourbon and Coke into a glass.

“Well, I guess if you can’t follow directions about taking pills…”

“Come on, honey. I’ve said I’m sorry a thousand times!”

“All right. In fact, go ahead and make me one.

Liam did, and they went out to the pool and sat in lounges and watched the morning.

“You’re not really going to fuck other men, are you?”

“I don’t know.”

“I mean, I could use a vibrator on you, wear a strap on. I could even eat you.”

“You’d have to eat me an awful lot to make up for the absence of dick.

“But I’ve been so fat the last couple of years we haven’t had sex, anyway!”

“Yeah, but seeing you so skinny has made me horny.”

She was being truthful.

“Honey, we can get past this.”

“Get past permanent disfigurement? I don’t know.”

“Please, just be patient. I’ll make it right.”

“Well, we’ll see.”

Days passed, weeks passed, and two months later Liam was down to 140 pounds. which was fine. He could handle that, but his dick kept shrinking.

Liam was so embarrassed that he no longer let Ava see him naked. He wore underwear always. Even came out of the bathroom after a shower wearing underwear.

Ava accepted this. After all, she knew how embarrassed he was by the size of his thing.

One day, however, he was swimming in the pool. She was sitting in a lounge chair, sipping a wine cooler and reading a Grace Mansfield story.

Mansfield was interesting, and Ava was thinking about the subject matter of her books. Men who were less than men, and how you handle them.

She looked at Liam, floating in the pool, and considered him.

His body was female slender now, and she realized that she hadn’t seen it for months.

He must really be shamed.

“Honey?” she called out. “Can you come over here for a second?

Liam swam to the side of the pool and hoisted himself over the edge. He stood next to her and asked, “What?”

She swiveled and sat on the side of the lounger, grabbed his swim suit, and pulled.

The suit was loose anyway, and it came right down.

“Hey!” he yelled, and he bent to pull his trunks up.

“Wait,” she pushed up on his head and he couldn’t bend over.

They both realized, at that moment, that he had grown physically weaker.

But she didn’t care about that at the moment. She stared at his weenie.

And it was a weenie. A tiny weenie. It was only two inches long.

“Oh. My. God!” she blurted.

He bent his head, his red-face looked down. “The pill is still working. I’m losing weight and…my weenie…”

“”Is small. My God! That is cute!”

He didn’t expect that, nor the smile that abruptly erupted on her face.

“Cute?”

She looked up and saw his humiliation. “Well, it is! Look at it…” she reached out and pinched it between her fingers. “And it’s hard! Is it always hard?”

He nodded and mumbled, “I guess.”

“Oh, my, gosh. A tiny weenie that’s always hard, and…have you tried jacking off.”

“No,” his voice was very subdued and he shook his head.

“I can see why. I mean, it looks just like a little clitoris.”

“Ava!” he protested, but she wasn’t in the mood to cater to his hurt feelings.

Suddenly she grabbed him by the buns and pulled him forward.

He gasped, then his little penis was down her throat.

Not very far down her throat, but far enough for her tongue and teeth and lips to do a royal job on him.

Within a minute he groaned.

His nuts had shrunk, too, and she grabbed them in one hand and kneaded them.

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She looked up at him. “Are you going to cum?”

“I don’t…know…I…”

She leaned away from him, and now he groaned from the frustration of being close but getting no climax.

“Don’t do that!” he said.

“What? Suck you?”

“No! Don’t stop!”

“Why, is it frustrating?”

“Yes! It’s the closest I’ve come to having an orgasm in years!”

“Isn’t that funny? I don’t get many orgasms either.”

They looked at each other.

“Maybe if you were to do your husbandly duties…use your tongue, get a strap on…that sort of thing…”

“I will!”

He leaned over to pull his trunks up, and that’s when Ava noticed them.

“Boobs,” she stated in a startled manner.

“Huh?”

“Lean over again.”

After a moment he did. But he moved slowly, not understanding.

When he was bent over she reached out and cupped his pectorals.

But not his pectorals, exactly. More the little bumps of fat over his pectorals.

He shivered as she squeezed.

Then she opened one hand. She held him by the ‘boob’ with the other, and rubbed his nipple.

His nipples were bigger, stiffer, and he felt the sexual charge race through his breasts.

“Stop that!” he blurted, and he straightened up and held his hands over his little mounds.

“So the pill is doing even more,” she pursed her lips in a sort of a smile.

“Don’t touch me like that,” he pouted.

And she marveled, he’s even acting a little girlish.

From that day on Ava had other thoughts.

Two weeks later Liam, at 130 pounds and starting to develop further in the chest, opened his underwear drawer.

“What’s this?”

Ava was in this kitchen. She heard him, but just smiled and waited.

Liam was in the kitchen just seconds later, holding the new packages of bras and panties.

“What are these?”

“Panties. Bras.”

“Why?”

“Because you no longer have enough to fill your BVDs, and you do have enough to fill those bras. But, don’t worry…I’ll get you some bigger bras as you develop.”

“Ava!” he protested.

“You don’t have to wear them, of course, but, really, why not?”

She stopped what she was doing, turned and smiled at him. “That pill has done a lot more than just make you lose weight, and if you really are turning into a girl then you should learn to dress like one.”

Liam was upset. In fact, he was actually shaking a little.

Ava poured him a drink and sat him down.

“You know,” she said, “I’ve been pretty mean to you over this whole thing, and I won’t say you don’t deserve it, but, I’ll tell you the truth…I sort of like you this way.”

“What?” He stared at her with goggle eyes.

“Sure. You’re like the daughter I never had. Or maybe, just thinking here, the lesbian lover I never had.”

“The lesbian lover?”

“Sure. You have about as much as a woman down there, you’re developing in the chest area. And, you know, your hair is pretty long. Maybe we should style it. I could show you all the things a woman has to know.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“I understand, but you seem to be becoming one, anyway. If that pill keeps working, and it looks like it will, then within a month or two you are going to not just be indistinguishable from a woman…you’ll be a very beautiful woman.”

He was trembling. The thoughts were too much.

She reached forward with her hands over his shoulders and lifted his hair. “See? We could curl it, give you some waves, or maybe even go French. You’d be very sexy. Wouldn’t you like to be sexy?”

His lips were quaking.

She realized: It’s like he’s going through puberty. He’s getting all emotional.

“I don’t think….I do’t—“

Then he threw himself in her arms and started sobbing.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

He was apologizing, once again, for taking the pill.

She pushed him back, observed the tears pouring down his cheeks, the way he sniffled.

“Honey, no need to apologize. I’m glad you took the pill.”

“You…you are?”

“Oh, yes. I’m really looking forward to making you up.”

Which broke him. He jumped up and, sobbing, ran down the hallway.

Liam resisted the changes, which is like saying he resisted his own nature.

Two more weeks and his boobs were officially boobs, and they were obviously going to get bigger.

He was down to 120 pounds, and it looked like he might be slowing down, reaching an optimal weight.

He was so skinny he was wearing boy’s clothes. Baggy clothes, so he wouldn't reveal his shape.

His hair was long, down to his shoulders, but he didn’t brush it. He just combed it down and let it flop.

But he couldn’t stop thinking about what Ava had said about putting make up on him, and wearing panties and bras.

One day he tried the panties on, his BVDs no longer fit, and he was surprised to find that they were a perfect fit. His penis was only an inch long now, and his whole sexual apparatus had drifted downward, was more between his legs than sticking out.

But he resisted the bra.

More days passed, two more weeks, and his penis was near gone, just a nub, and sort of a hood had grown out and partially covered it.

His balls seemed to have disappeared.

His boobs, however, were gigantic. They were so big, so heavy, they hurt when he walked.

So he resigned himself, forced himself to open the drawer and take out a new bra.

When he finally managed to get it on…it didn’t fit.

Ava smiled ruefully from the doorway. “I’ll get you one that fits.”

But he made himself wear that one. The uncomfortable feeling of the boulder holder was better than the pain of saggy baggies.

The next day Ava went shopping and brought him back bras that fit.

Liam stared at himself in the mirror.

Long hair, big boobs, and his waist was shrinking, or his hips were flaring. At any rate, he was starting to develop an hourglass form.

He looked like a girl, and he knew it.

“When you going to let me go to work on you?” Ava asked.

He shook his head, unable to speak. Ashamed at being caught looking like a woman.

She walked over to him. She touched his hair, shaped her hands over his cheeks; the fat in his face had redistributed to a more feminine appearance.

“Honey. Give it up. We’re going to have to do this.”

He shook his head.

She was startled at the rush of heat that suddenly washed over her.

She had had no sex for years. He was standing in front of her, and though she never thought she would be attracted to a woman, she was attracted to him.

In fact, if she had had a dick it would have been hard.

Liam opened his mouth to say something, but whatever it was would forever remain unsaid.

Ava grabbed him. She pulled him back towards the bed.

“What are you doing!?”

“I’ve got to have it!”

“No! No means no!”

“Not when I’m the woman and you’re the man.”

“But I’m not a man!”

“You used to be…and it doesn’t matter!”

Now she was as much stronger than him, than he had been when he was a man.

She threw him on the bed, ripped off her clothes, and jumped on his face.

Liam was stunned at how she could throw him around. He struggled, but it was like a two year old struggles against a determined mommy.

He was helpless, and suddenly his mouth was full of pussy.

“Umph…Shumpph!”

She ignored his muffled yells and settled down on his mouth.

“Eat,” she yelled.

He tried to wiggle his head out from between her knees, but he was totally caught.

“Eat!” and she punched his nose.

He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t resist. He had to breath.

He opened his mouth and gasped in a portion of pussy.

The odor was sweet and musky, the fleshy labia were tender, and suddenly he was chewing on her womanhood.

She moaned and leaned back. Then she reached down and brought his struggling hands up. Placed them on her tits.

Liam was struggling, yelling, and…and he responded like anybody would with a face full of pussy. He began to eat.

To gobble and wallow in the sweet tenderness of her core.

Ava moaned loudly.

He pulled on her tits and raised his head, and after years of being deprived, she suddenly and forcefully climbed the mountain.

“FU-U-U!” She wailed, and her hips started bouncing up and down.

Lightening shot through her frame, and she lost the ability to think. All she could do was sit on his face and feel her world dissolve into pleasure.

Liam was dazed. He was dizzy from lack of oxygen, and he struggled out from under her. He collapsed on the floor and just lay there, gasping, wondering what the hell had happened.

Ava sighed and said, “Oh, yes.”

Liam was wearing lingerie and male clothes, and he looked ridiculous. he looked like Jughead, from the Archie comics, but with boobs and long hair.

Ava had had enough.

That one sexual experience had awakened her lust and she wanted Liam to go all the way, become female, so she could experience a more pure lesbian experience.

One Friday night she made him dinner, he was eating like a bird these days, and fed him alcohol. Lots of alcohol.

An hour after dinner, several bourbons to the wind, she dragged him back into the bedroom.

“What are you doing?” he was a bit sloshy, not resisting.

“We’re going to make you up. But first we’re going to get rid of your hair and paint your nails.”

“I thought you liked my hair!” he flipped his locks at her.

“Not those, idiot,” she laughed. She was happy to finally be able to do this.

She stripped him naked and smeared his body with Nair.

And froze when she reached his groin.

She examined his package and couldn’t believe it. He was very girl like down there, and…now…she shook herself. She’d talk to him about that later.

She watched her watch, pushed him into the shower, and rinsed his hair off.

He stared down at his body. It felt so…shimmery. Tingly. Weird.

But good. It was a turn on, and he felt like he should have a boner.

But boner days were gone.

He almost sobbed.

“None of that,” Ava warned him, helping him into panties and bra.

She sat him down and painted first his toes, then put fakes on his fingers and painted them.

His hands were so dainty and delicate now, and sexy with those little claws on them.

He examined them.

She stood behind him then and worked on his hair. As it dried from the shower she put big curlers in it.

And she decided it was time to tell him.

“Liam?”

“Yeah?” he was still drunk, but not inordinately so.

“You’ve got a pussy.”

He blinked, and waited for the punch line. He wasn’t sure he had heard her right, what she had said?

“I saw it under your cock, or…rather…your clitoris.”

“I’ve got a…really?”

“Feel it, if you like.

He reached his hand down and felt his little nubbin. It was small and shiny and sort of hard, and…below it…he gasped.

His finger actually sunk in, and it felt good, and he pushed for a second and went deeper.

And it felt…roomy. Big enough for a cock.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

His cock shrinking was one thing. But this…to actually have a pussy…that was mind bending, to say the least.

“Looks like that pill did more than make you lose weight.”

“I’m a woman,” he stated dully.

“Yeah, I guess you are. And you know what?”

“What?”

“Looks like we’ll both be out looking for men.”

The thought panicked him. Then it didn’t.

He had been changing, having emotions like a girl going through puberty. And…and…there was something in him that clicked.

Men.

He was a woman.

Was he really going to…go out…looking for cock?

While his intellect struggled to come to grips with his changed DNA, for that seemed to be what the pill had done to him, Ava was done with his hair, and she pierced his ears.

“Ow! Ow!”

then he looked at the danglies hanging from his lobes in the mirror.

And liked them.

They added sparkle to his face, and he suddenly understood why women wore make up.

To add color, and sparkle, and life, and…to get the men.

To get the men.

He was stunned.

Ava cleansed his face with little sponges, then primed it.

He watched in the mirror as his face became a perfect canvas for new colors and hues.

It was very sexy, and he suddenly felt a flush of heat.

“What happened?”

“I think I had a heat flash.”

“Sounds like your organs are ready for a test run,” she quipped.

She did his eyes, smudged shadow on the lids, penciled in the liner, added mascara.

He stared at himself.

He had been aware that his face had changed shape, that his cheeks were a bit higher, his eyes a bit bigger, but now he really saw himself.

She rolled lipstick on his mouth, kissed him gently so as not to smear it, and he had never felt so hot and warm and ready in his life.

She chose a dress for him, and was surprised to find that her dresses were a little small around his chest.

He had bigger tits than she did!

But he could get away with it, but…she chose another dress, one with cleavage, and this one fit better because he could ‘bulge’ up.

“Okay, shoes and we’re done.”

His shoes were too big, but hers fit him now, and she picked out a pair of short heels.

“You need to practice before you wear the big girl shoes,” she said.

Which disappointed him, but…oh well.

“Okay, let’s go.”

“Go?” His eyes were wide with panic. “Where?”

“To the mall.”

“But I can’t go to the mall?”

“Why not?”

“I can’t let anybody see me like this!”

She walked him into the foyer and placed him before the big floor to ceiling mirror. She stood next to him.

“What’s wrong with that?”

They were too girls, the same in height, one with slightly bigger boobs. And his hair was long and lush and his face was cheerful with make up and…and…he stared at himself.

“Nothing’s wrong with that. So go get in the car. I’ll drive.”

“But…”

“Or I’ll spank you.” Ava grinned. “Mmm. spanking. Yes!”

Liam made a high pitched yelp and ran out of the room.

And to the car.

He was scared, but he knew Ava wasn’t going to let him out of this.

They arrived at the mall and marched in, and Liam experienced all the feelings a girl feels when she goes out in public for the first time all decked out.

People staring. Other women haughty. Men sneaking surreptitious glances.

He felt the make up on his face and was blushing.

But the male pieces of his psyche were dissipating.

In the mall was a very discreet boutique, and Ava lead him to it, and into the back.

Where the sex toys were!

Liam stared at the strap ons and butt plugs and dildo and things with fascination.

He had never even touched a dildo, and Ava laughed when she handed one to him.

The expression on his face was priceless.

He felt the ridges, the head, the big balls at the base.

“I think we’ve found our lover,” quipped Ava.

They walked out to the car and once again Liam was trembling. He was holding a bagful of sex toys!

Ava had bought a few of dildos, a couple of strap ons, and even some butt plugs.

And lots of lube!

“We’re going to use all this stuff?” Liam could hardly talk.

“I am. I don’t know about you.”

He glanced at her and she laughed.

“But first, before we go anywhere, i need to break you in.”

“Break me in?”

“Yes. I intend to use these dildos on you when we get home, and I want to get you used to having objects inserted into you.”

She reached into the bag and pulled out a butt plug.

“Turn around, lean over the seat, and I’m going to put this in you.”

Liam gasped, and was afraid. but the look on Ava’s face warned him. She meant business.

With some trepidation Liam got up, turned and knelt on the seat.

They were in a corner of the parking lot, no other cars were around, and Ava reached over and pulled his dress up and his panties down.

She held a tube up to his ass and squeezed, and lube squirted into his asshole. She quickly pushed with her finger and forced it inside him and reamed him.

“I can see your pussy now,” she said. “It’s nice, looks plenty big, and yet…it’s not a gaping hole.”

“I guess that’s good.”

“You betcha. how does this feel?”

“I can hardly breath,” he said honestly.

“Good,” and she inserted the plug.

Liam bumped his head on the roof, then it was done. It was in, and it wasn’t coming out.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

“Feels good, eh?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Comes a day you won’t want to go anywhere without something buzzing up your butt.”

“Or my pussy?”

“Or your pussy. Turn around and sit down. I’ll try to hit every bump on the way home.

And she did. She hit speed bumps, aimed for potholes, even drove over curbs.

By the time they reached home Liam was almost crying with the wonderful sensations shivering through his ass.

In the bedroom Ava stripped and fit the dildo to her hips.

“You don’t want me to do you first?”

“Nah. I’ve already felt a penis. You haven’t.”

“Can I take the plug out?”

“If you want.”

He didn’t want, and Ava snickered. “Told you.”

Then he was on the bed, naked, on his back, his legs spread.

Ava was on top of him, kissing him, feeling his breasts, gripping his mons with one hand.

She cupped his front and lifted, and he groaned. She inserted a finger, and he thought he was going to die it felt so good.

Then she was kneeling between his legs, holding her big penis and staring at him.

Liam felt there was something she wanted to say, and he asked, “What?”

“Honey, I guess I was wrong about you taking that pill.”

“You were?” he felt giddy at this admission.

“Yep.”

Still, she waited, and the moment built and built.

“Yes?” he asked, now begging in his eyes for her to end his curiosity and show him what it was all about.

“So…thanks,” and Ava pushed forward.

END
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Part One

Lane was afraid she new who he was. What he was.

At first it was just a suspicion, then he noted that she was keeping pace with him.

He walked on the floor of the factory, his skirts swishing, his breasts protruding, his hair down his back.

His eyes were shadowed and his lashes long. His lipstick was as red as red could be.

How could she have seen him?

He went to the next machine and began his inspection. Pull levers, wind the machine down, take it off line.

Check the pressure gauge, check for leaks, and out of the corner of his eye he saw her.

She was beautiful, but then they all were.

Large breasts, the skin tight suit that revealed every nook and cranny on her body, hair to the waist.

He stayed bent over, twisted the locking screws and began the procedure for checking the various tolerances.

The odd thing was that he didn’t know what the machine did. He had been trained, and he followed his training, and that was the way it went.

Ten minutes later, sweating bullets for the inspector on the catwalk watching him, Lane began the powering up procedure. Levers and buttons, watch the gauges. And, RRRRR! The machine was up and running and doing whatever the machines did.

He stood for a moment, terrified, forcing himself to be calm, to not reveal that he had seen the woman, and that he had any reason to fear.

She was leaning on the rail, he could see her reflection in the large glass on a gauge. He couldn’t tell if she had the large, slanted cat’s eyes that aliens had.

Lane sighed, tried to look normal, and headed for the locker room. It was the end of his shift, and the sooner he could get out from under the eye of the alien Overseer the sooner he would be happy.

“Hey, Lana,” Rhonda greeted Lane, passing him on the way to take over his circuit.

They bumped fists and smiled.

Hers was natural, his felt like a rictus.

Teeth presented and perspiration down his back and between his breasts.

To be discovered now, after all they had done to hide him. It was a terrible thought.

He entered the locker room and headed for his locker. If the Overseer followed him into the locker room he was toast. HE would know that she knew, and he would have to run for it.

Run against drones and women armed with paralyzing rays.

Women who moved likes cats sneaking up, who were beautiful, but would fuck a man with a dick in a heartbeat.

Which wouldn’t have been bad, except when the fuck was over they kept the man’s dick.

Lane pulled his work suit off and hung it in his locker. No sign of the Overseer.

He didn't take a shower because his penis was taped up and he couldn’t risk the tape getting so wet it wouldn’t hold.

He used a sponge and wiped his frame, spritzed with perfume to hide his male scent, then slipped his panties on.

And bra.

Then, his goodies covered up, his apparent femininity on display, he took his time and put on his dress, applied his make up, brushed his hair, and put on his raincoat.

No Overseer. She must have decided he wasn’t a man. Maybe she had been following him out of sure coincidence.

Though he doubted that.

The Overseers could smell a man’s cock a mile away.

Unless, of course,  he was perfumed and his cock was hidden by gaff, and the man had breasts implanted, and the man had been trained to look like a woman.

Like Lane had.

“You going to the games tonight?” asked Sally, from the next locker over.

“Watch aliens fight for the honor of castrating a man?”

“Aw, it’s not castrating,” Sally smiled. “It’s sex.”

Lane smiled back. “I know. But every time an Overseer wins a man, and takes his manhood, it’s that much less likely that people like you or I will ever get a man.”

Sally sighed. “I suppose you’re right. Still, watching the games provides some sort of release. I mean, those Overseers are strong!”

“Tell me about it!” Lane sat for a moment and talked with Sally about the games. This was what normal women did, and he had to appear normal.He had to appear exactly like a woman at all times, or he would end up a prize for the games.

Finally, after ten minutes, more women came in, the shift from section B2. They moved in, laughing and tired, and they were all too willing to discuss with Sally the glory of the games and how tough the Overseers were, which gave Lane an opportunity to make his way to the exit.

He stepped into the night and pulled his raincoat tighter. He did this for warmth, and because it emphasized his breasts.

He gazed fondly down at his 38Fs. These babies had saved his bacon any number of times! The Overseers saw those and they moved on. No man here.

He walked across the yard to the gate, joining dozens of other women. He made sure his hair went down over his shoulders. It might get wet, but anything that allayed the Overseer’s inspection was okay.

Out the gate and down the street. Part of the crowd of women heading for home. Up ahead a line of women were getting onto the bus.

And he remembered when the aliens had first come to the planet.

He had been a man in appearance then, and men walked the streets freely. They were in charge. They worked the good jobs, married and had children, and life was good.

Then the Overseers had come.

Earth had no defense for the advanced weaponry, and the aliens moved in with a vengeance.

Men were collected and taken away, imprisoned in big camps to await the Overseers pleasure.

Women replaced men in the factories and farms, and Lane had gone underground. And underground was no picnic.

He had lived by the good graces of earth women.

Fortunately, he was in demand.

He could never tell what kind of woman he had to beg for food, or to trade his services for a night of sleep.

Many women wanted men, because now there was a shortage of them. These women would feed him, hide him, and all for a night of love making.

Sometimes Lane wasn’t attracted to those women, but he did what he had to to survive.

Fat women, ugly women, cruel women who want to beat him with a whip then screw him.

And the occasional beauty.

And he had to be careful that they didn’t try to lock him up and keep him, chain him to a wall in a basement and save him for themselves.

These women he had to detect and make his getaway while they were still sleeping, for one never knew when they would turn him in. For spite or reward, he was a wanted man.

And, worst of all, were the ones who just wanted him because they wanted alien ‘brownie points.’ A bit extra food, a better job. And they would try to drug him, or even club him on the back of the head, and call the Overseers.

But finally Lane had found Anna.

Anna was good looking, kind, and she wanted to save him not for sex or for reward…but just because it was the right thing to do.

Anna had helped him get implants. She had helped him look like a woman. She had showed him how to talk and walk and hide his junk.

And Anna was the one he ended up falling in love with.

“Have your pass ready,” called the bus driver.

Lane took out his pass and waited. He only had three more people to be scanned before it was his turn.

Then it was his turn. The bus driver ran the scanner over his pass, didn’t blink, didn’t suspect a thing, and Lane climbed onto the bus.

It was quiet on the bus. A long day tired the girls out, and only a few engaged in dull conversations.

Lane made his way to the rear door and sat near it. If something happened he wanted to be able to get out quick.

And it was this habit that enabled him to see the Overseer.

It might not be the same one, but it might be.

And it might even be a different one.

Maybe somebody had revealed him, and even now there was a warrant out for him.

He turned his body and shifted, hid his face behind another passenger’s, and the Overseer moved on.

Had she been looking into the bus for him? Or just glancing? Or somebody else?

Lane didn’t know, and he sat slumped, tired, and sagged back as the doors closed and the buss lurched into motion.

The city was now ‘alien-ized.’

Once it had been rows of houses where families had played in the yards, where men had turned on the barbecues and the kids had played baseball in the streets.

Once old people had walked dogs and babies had learned to toddle along.

Now the houses were in the process of being replaced. Flying machinery came down, scooped up a house and took it away.

More machinery came and leveled and packed the earth. Packed it so tight plants couldn’t grow out of it, and only jackhammers could make a dent.

Then alien structures were dropped down and secured.

The aliens preferred domes. They planted alien plants in boxes around the domes. They had their own version of barbecues and eyed the human females with slanted eyes that seemed to pierce the soul. To weight the human spirit down with a mere glance.

And the men grew scarcer and scarcer.

Taken away in the night.

Arrested and bundled off to camps.

Prizes in the games, won and loved, and in the loving their penises were somehow devoured.

The alien women were strong, and they threw the men down at the end of the games. They rode them, and had climax, which was a violent spasm of the vagina that dissolved a man’s root.

Some of the men would die on the spot, some would stumble out of the stadium, bleeding, crying out for help.

The aliens were done with them. They had had their reproductive jollies, and what was the worth of a man with no manhood?

Many of the men walked towards the edge of town, into the woods, where they disappeared.

A few of the men were rescued by earth women.

The aliens thought that was funny, rescuing a man with no penis. ‘What was the point?’ they could be heard saying, then they would laugh at what was, in their culture, a timeless joke.

The bus rumbled through the outskirts of the city, into one of the areas set aside for humans.

It passed ramshackle houses, hovels built of cardboard and slats.

The smell of cook fires filled the air and seeped into the passing bus.

Dirty kids watched from sidewalks.

There were almost no children under 6, because it had been six years since the aliens had started collecting the men. And if a woman got pregnant now they would be taken away and interrogated as to where the man was who had done that to them.

The bus slowed down and stopped.

To one side was an old bus terminal. The doors and window gone, individual women had their own camp in there, and a couple of women guards, armed with spears and clubs, watched from the gaping doorway.

The door opened and Lane slipped down the stairs and headed into the darkness. He hoped and prayed there was no Overseer trailing him. To last this long and then be captured…that wouldn’t be fair.

He turned into an alley and steps around debris and past a group of women arguing over the carcass of a cat.

What cruel twist of fate had delivered that morsel of food to the cook fires?

As he turned onto the next street he caught a glimpse of a shadow. The shape of a helmet, the glint of a visor.

Oh, fuck.

He turned nonchalantly onto the next street, then sprinted for the next one, turned, twisted, ran through the alleys of the human slums.

Finally, gasping for breath, he lifted a flap and entered his domicile.

Anna was bent over the small fire and warming herself. She stood up whirled. “Lana? What’s wrong?”

Lane put his finger to his mouth. “Shh.”

Now panicked, Anna threw a blanket over the fire. It would ruin the blanket which, though threadbare and tattered, was very valuable. But for Lane to be caught by the Overseers was worse.

They stood in the darkness and listened. Then Lane moved the door covering slightly and peered through the slit.

Long minutes passed, then he saw the Overseer pass. She was tall, as were most Overseers, maybe six foot five. Her breasts were big and her tiny waist hid her enormous strength. Those shapely thighs could crush a moose.

Her helmet turned side to side as she inspected the shacks and hovels of the street.

Lane closed the thin covering and pinched it tight with his fingers. He prayed, his heart stopped, but…the Overseer moved on.

He sagged, careful not to lean against the wall as it might collapse.

“An Overseer?” asked Anna, her voice trembling.

“Yes,” he whispered.

He came to her then, held her in the dark.

Two human bodies pushed together for warmth, for reassurance. Humanity did still exist, be it in dark shadows and out of the sight of an alien race.

“Come on,” Anna said, pulling him towards the fire. “I’ve made you a soup.”

They sat down next to each other and Anna pulled the blanket off the fire. It wasn’t too badly scorched, and the fire started up. Beside the fire a  bit of gruel simmered in a used number 10 can. Anna had found some oven mitts and she held the can while Lane fed himself. Then she ate.

Finally, their hunger not assuaged, but at least at bay, they huddled in the corner of the hut on a pile of leaves covered by a ripped tarp.

“So what happened?” she asked.

Lane kissed her lips softly. “I don’t know. I was working, same as usual, then I noticed one of them watching me from the catwalks.”

“All day?”

“Just the last couple of hours of the shift.”

Anna was silent for a moment, then, “Do you think she knows you’re a man?”

“I don’t know. If she suspected why didn’t she come get me right then? Nobody’s going to stop them from an on the spot search.”

They thought for a moment, their bodies on the side, their faces close enough to warm each other with their breath.

“Have you been using perfume?”

“Regularly. And I’ve been careful not to sweat. I don’t think she smelled me.

“Let’s get you out of that gaff.”

“Oh, yes!” he sighed in relief.

Anna shimmied down under the blankets and tugged his gaff off. His penis sprang up, right in her face, and she took a moment to enjoy it with her mouth.

“Oh, God!” whined Lane.

She giggled. “Glad to be out of your knickers, eh?”

“Glad to be in your mouth.”

They were silent for a moment then.

“Do you think we can do it?”

“Maybe. If I don’t sweat.”

“And you can’t cum in me, I can’t risk getting pregnant.”

He rarely came, and then only far away from their home. They couldn’t risk the odor getting out.

Anna moved up, held his breasts, sucked the nipples, and pushed him over on his back.

She sat on him, lay on him, and he sighed. He was home.

They lay, not moving, just enjoying.

“Should you go back to work tomorrow?”

“I’m afraid to,” he answered candidly. “If she’s suspicious…it’s only a matter of time.”

“Oh, honey,” she hugged him, snuggled onto him, “We can’t risk that.”

Their mouths met and mashed for a long moment, then he asked, “Can you leave?”

“Leave this shanty town? I suppose. We might have trouble in the next one, our passes are for only this town.”

“Do we have enough money saved up to buy new ones?”

“Maybe. If not, just one of us could get a pass, and the other one…”

“Would have to not work until was could get another pass.”

“I’ll work,” she said.

“No. I’m used to it.”

“But you’re at such a risk working! We would be going through the same thing again.”

“Not if we’re careful.”

They were silent, neither saying anything, but his penis was talking.

It was wiggling inside her and she giggled. “Stop that.”

“Tell the sun to stop shining,” pushed her shoulders up, bent his head, and availed himself of her lush breasts.

She moaned, careful to keep the sound down, then fell on him, held him super tight.

“Oh, I wish those bastards had never come to our planet.”

“Is there a God?” wondered Lane.

“Are you close?” she asked.

“Don’t worry, if I get close, when I get close, I’ll get out.”

“And finish me with your hands?”

“And mouth.”

She smiled against his chest and began licking his nipples again.

“I wish we could afford to get your body modified some more.”

“What? Give me a big honker? What else is left to modify?”             

“Again they were silent, thinking of the operations he had had to endure to hide himself from the aliens. That was right after the Overseers had arrived, when they still had money for such things.

“I’m getting close,” he mumbled.

“You poor boy,” she hissed throatily, her own desires climbing. “To hold still and not move, then to be kicked out.”

“Some day we’ll do it right,” he said.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she giggled. “I sort of like having you so desperate.”

“Oh…fuck!”

He pulled back, and only a single drop escaped his raging hard on.

Anna bent quickly and licked it, and held his penis in her mouth, didn’t move, kept the smell of semen from escaping.

Those damned Overseers!

Suddenly the flap over the door was swept back.

Anna and Lane started, looked to the side, towards the door.

It was an Overseer!

“No!” cried out Lana.

“Oh, shit!” Lane tried to get out from under his girlfriend and the blankets. He had to fight!

It was dark, but in the gloom the Overseer didn't move.

Lane managed to crouch, he was waiting for the alien woman to shoot him with a paralyzing ray, to call for more Overseers, but the large woman just stood there.

“Come on, you bitch!” he growled and gritted his teeth.

“Don’t fight,” came the voice. A normal voice, sounded earth-like, no trace of that weird, guttural alien sound.

“I’ll kill you!”

“Keep your voice down,” the alien took off her helmet.

Anna and Lane were frozen. Aliens rarely took off their helmets, and then usually only in the safety of the plant. They had learned that earth snipers could be patient, and accurate. But that was years ago, when men still fought back.

Then the woman shook her head and her hair was loose.

Not dark blue-ish, no weirdly slanted eyes.

No unearthly gleam from the alien depths.

“You’re n earthling!” Anna gasped.

She smiled, gave her hair a shake, and said, “At your service.”

“Oh, my God!”

Still, Lane wasn’t relaxed. Too many women would sell a man for an alien penny.

“You tracked me here?”

“It was hard. You’re good. But I’m Womanus Maximus, and my intuition is strong.

“Womanus Maximus?” asked Anna. “I’ve heard rumors…”

“They’re true. I’ll tell you more, but we have to see about getting him out of here.”

“Where?” blurted Lane.

“Too hard to explain, and don’t talk. I can hear the male in you, and if I can…they can.”

“But…you’ve got to tell us more!”

“I will, but let’s get close to the fire. I want to be gone in fifteen, and I want to be warm before we go.”

She moved forward and both Lane and Anna started, but she only squatted next to the fire, then sat Indian style, with crossed legs, and put out her hands.

“Sit next to me, be quiet, and I’ll tell you what I can.”

Unsure of themselves, yet offered a sprig of hope, Lane and Anna each sat on one side of her. The fire, small as it was, offered a bit of heat, and they pulled blankets over their shoulders.

“My name is Shantu. My Womanus Maximus name, that is. I never use my old name now.” She smiled wanly at the two.

“Before the aliens came I belonged to an organization. The Silithian Organization.”

“Silithia!” gasped Lana. “I’ve heard that name.”

“Yes. There was a book written on her. She discovered the secrets of a long life, she found how to evolve into something more than just mere woman. No offense.”

Lana was too interested to take offense.

“Mankind was to be evolved into four parts, this the natural progression of mankind as he evolves. On the bottom were the breeders. Men who refused to evolve. Considered alpha male by some, we were going to use them for breeding purposes, make them put aside their warlike nature, subvert it into sex for the purposes of procreation.

“The next stage of evolution were men who were not alpha, who didn’t want to wage constant war. These men we feminized, we turned them into women, and it was a blessing.”

Lane thought about that. He had been living as a woman for years, hiding his form and his natural way of thinking, forcing himself not to go bat shit crazy and attack the Overseers. He guessed he wasn’t alpha, dressed as a woman as he was, not fighting back though he wanted to.

“The third stage of evolution was being a woman. Women could be trusted to not enter into the chaos that men brought. They could understand and be enlisted for the transition to Womanus Maximus.

“Womanus Maximus is the final stage. Our bodies grow to their natural height and shape. We have impeccable intuition. We’re big and strong and we trust our intuition.”

“You’re as big as an Overseer!” blurted Lane.

“Shhh. Control yourself. And, yes. I’m as big as an Overseer, and that’s how I can pass for one.”

“But why would you want to?” asked Anna.

“So I can rescue men.”

Lane and Anna went silent. Hope flared in their chests, but it was yet a faint hope.

“I’ve never fought an Overseer, we’re too weak as a species to risk it. But I can pass for one, and I search among the survivors for men.”

“You’ve found other men?”

“Men like you. Men who can control themselves, who have the guts to act like women and bide their time.”

“Bide my time? When is there going to be time?” he asked bitterly.

“It will come. But we’re all going to have to band together, to sacrifice. There’s a lot of aliens, but Womanus Maximus is gearing up for war.”

“War,” breathed Lane, wanting to fight the aliens with all his heart and soul.

“What kind of sacrifice?” asked Anna.

Shantu was silent for a moment. Then: “We need more men. The aliens have decimated us. While we are individually strong, our numbers are so weak…it will take years to—“

“Repopulate.”

Shantu watched Anna and there was a strange tension in the room.

“You’re going to take Lana and make her into one of these ‘breeder’s’ you’ve been talking about.”

“Careful, girl. We’re not going to ‘take her.’ We just…”

Anna’s voice rose. “You’re going to take Lana away from me.”

Lane stared at his girlfriend. There was a shrillness to her voice that he had never heard before.

“Keep your voice down.”

“I won’t let you take him from me! HEL—“

Shantu spun and slapped a hand over Anna’s mouth. She was amazingly strong and she wrestled the girl to the floor in a heartbeat.

Lane jumped up, but didn’t know what to do. He didn’t understand why Anna was acting this way. He didn’t know whether he should fight the Womanus Maximus, or…or what?

Thoughts of getting out of this city were foremost in his thoughts, but what was happening here?

Shantu put her face next to Anna’s ear and hissed. “We won’t take him from you, but he’s going to have to help us repopulate the planet. Women are a hundred to one compared to men. How can we fight the aliens with those numbers? How can we beat the Overseers if we don’t breed, all of us, and raise a new crop of men, of alpha men, who have even more desire to fight than Womanus Maximus? You will have to do your part, and if that means sharing your man, so be it. But we will not sunder any relationship. We will not divide men and women who have made their choices. We will respect their choices. Is that clear?”

Anna had stopped struggling under Shantu’s immense strength, and now she was listening. Her eyes were wide and she stared up at the Womanus Maximus.

Lane understood now, and he understood that he was merely a pawn being fought over. He didn’t like it, but…he understood he had to play his part.

“Are we okay?” asked Shantu.

Anna said nothing.

“Look, I can twist your head off, but I don’t want to. We don’t need just alpha men, we need women who can aspire to be Womanus Maximus. We need you, and you’ll find that the little sacrifice of sharing your man will pale compared to the abilities you will gain. Do you understand?”

Anna gave a subtle nod of her head in the grip of the bigger woman.

“Okay. I’m going to let go, but if you act the fool…” her warning was dire, and Anna watched her. Not happy, but resigned.

Shantu let go of Anna’s mouth.

Anna said nothing.

Shantu backed up, but it was clear that she was ready to move if Anna tried to yell.

“Okay. Good,” Shantu breathed out.

She helped Anna sit up, and the two women watched each other.

“Anna, it’ll be okay,” said Lane.

But in the space of the room it was as if he hadn’t even spoken.

Anna glanced at him, then back to Shantu.

He was a pawn. Oddly, Lane felt that Shantu was giving him more choice than Anna.

But he felt such strong feelings for Anna. She had saved him, helped him, kept him safe…and for years!

“So how are you going to get us out of here?” asked Anna. She was like a cat ready to pounce, quivering with energy, and there was still the question of which way she was going to pounce.

Shantu was willing to give her the benefit of the doubt, and she said, “I’m going to put you two in chains and march you to the rear gate. I’ve got an order from the Overseer commandant from two cities over. You’re fugitives and I caught you. I’ve done it before, and I can bluff us past them.

“You can?” Lane was a bit doubtful.

“Trust me. What’s your names, anyway?”

“Lane and Anna,” said Lane.

Anna said nothing. Lane knew deep currents were running in his woman right then, and he was afraid she was going to snap.

“Okay. Give me a minute to fill in the warrant.”

They watched as she produced two official looking forms, complete with alien writing, and filled in their names.

Anna looked like she was about to say something, but didn’t. Just watched like a cat watches a mouse.

Then Shantu stood up. Her head brushed the roof and she handed two sets of manacles to Lane and Anna.

“I’ll take them off as soon as we’re out of the city.”

“How do we know you aren’t tricking us?” Anna glared at the larger woman.

“Because I wouldn’t go through this whole thing. I would have just arrived with others, or shot you with a paralyzing ray.”

Lane put on the alien handcuffs easily. His hands were trapped, he couldn’t move, but he had a strange degree of affinity for the Womanus Maximus.

Besides, he didn’t have many other options.

Run and hide? Not a good long term plan.

Anna stalled, but finally slipped her hands into the cuffs.

She was not a happy camper.

“Okay, are you guys ready?”

Lane nodded. He looked at Anna, begging in his eyes. He wanted this to work.

Anna stared at him, and finally nodded.

“Okay, I’ll go to the street first, you follow, then you march in front of me. Head for the rear gate.

“Why not just go out one of the side entrances? There’s no guards.”

“Because they watch those ways. They let people traverse and examine them closely. By going out an official exit they won’t suspect us.”

“If we’re prisoners,” mumbled Anna.

Shantu nodded.

“Yes.”

“Okay,” said Lane, trying to project a happiness he didn’t feel. Oh, he was happy to leave, but he was scared of what was going on inside Anna’s head.

“You ready?”

Lane looked at Anna, and Anna, thank God, gave a sharp nod.

“Okay. Here we go.”

The Womanus Maximus lifted the door covering and led the way.


Part Two

Shantu held the leashes as an Overseer would, jerking them every once in a while, even causing a stumble or two.

“Sorry,” she whispered at one point, when there wasn’t anybody watching. “I’ve got to make this look real.”

“It’s okay,” said Lane.

Anna kept a flat face and Lane could tell she was pissed.

Pissed at being under the leash? Or pissed at the prospect of being Lane’s only lover? It wasn’t clear.

The headed down side streets mostly, trying to stay out of sight.

Humans watched them from the sides. Looking out into the drizzly rain and watching the Overseer bully the two humans.

Half a chance and these women would tear Shantu apart, never giving her a chance.

They were about a hundred yards from the outskirts of the encampment, and Shantua turned them towards the street.

And onto the main street.

More traffic there, and a few Overseers. Shantu growled at Lane and Anna, nodded towards other Overseers as she was too busy to stop and chat.

They arrived at the back gate and an Overseer came out of the little hut. She was carrying a paralo gun, but it was holstered. Her helmet was on and the visor up, her slanted eyes gleamed out from the helmet.

“Sugree hasda nonawha?”

Shanta didn’t speak the Overlord language, but it was obvious what the alien was asking: ‘what you got here?’

Shantu answered in English and held up her papers. “Got to take these earthlings out. Help me speak their language, uh…please.” She managed to garble the words appropriate enough for a terrible accent.

“No problem. We can speak English.” She took the forms and glanced at them.

“I wonder why they want these two? We could discipline them here.”

“What is the earth saying? Mine is not to reason why…”

The alien gate keeper chuckled, a terrible sound like grating and breaking marbles. “Do or die. Your English is good, but watch your zerkles.”

“Will do. Thanks. Okay?”

“Sure. Have a great trip. If you wait a half a bus’ll be by.”

“That’s okay.”

“All right.”

Shantu started to walk Lane and Anna past the Overseer, and that was the moment Anna had been waiting for.

Nobody was going to take her man from her! “She’s not an alien!”

Everything happened in a flash after that.

Lane blurted, “Anna!”

The Overseer pulled her paralo ray half out of the holster. A snarl in her eyes.

Shantu stepped forward and grabbing the alien’s wrist and pushing it down.

They struggled for a second, The snarling eyes of the alien reflected on Shantu’s visor, then Shantu gave way.

She realized that though she wasn’t too weak, she wasn’t strong enough. It was an even match, and she needed to change strategies.

She let go of the alien’s wrist, the Overseer pulled her gun out and started to raise it, Shantu grabbed a pen from her pocket and brought it up under the helmet.

The point penetrated under the chin and went straight up.

The ray gun crackled and struck Shantu in the foot.

The alien woman dropped the gun, it clattered on the ground, and she grabbed Shantu’s wrist.

Shantu kept pressing upward. The point of the pen was gauging through the soft flesh, pinning the tongue to the pallet.

Then came a long moment of the alien gurgling in horrible alien syllables.

Then, quicker than a rattler on speed, Shantu pulled down, twisted her wrist, and stabbed the woman in the side of the neck.

It wasn’t long, then. The alien listed to the side, now trying to pull the pen from her neck, and fell sideways.

Shantu waited, started jerking the pen back and forth, and the alien stopped moving.

Lane stood, not moving, watching.

Anna stepped forward. Maybe she thought she had a chance of attacking Shantu from the rear.

But Shantu turned, stood up, wiped the pen off on Anna’s shirt, and slipped it back into her pocket.

It was not a pen for a pen…it was a weapon of last resort.

Anna looked at the blood on her shirt. It was dark and messy.

“Better run,” said Shantu. “They’ll track the blood smell on you.”

Anna’s eyes went wide. “No!”

Shantu shook her head. “We can’t use a traitor.”

“But I didn’t…I—“

Shantu turned her around and placed a boot on Anna’s ass. She pushed, and Ann flew back into the city proper.

Shantu then picked up the paralo ray gun.

“Wait!” blurted Lane.

“For what?” asked Shantu in disgust. She picked up his leash and pulled it, and within two yards she was running.

Lane, secured and pulled, had no choice but to follow.

They ran down the road, into the night, and behind them Anna turned and sobbed.

“Lana!” she screamed “Come back!”

No chance of that happening.

Shantu and Lane ran for a hundred yards, until they were out of sight, then Shantu slowed down, and Lane noticed she was limping.

“What happened?” he asked.

“She got me in the foot.”

“Can you keep going?”

“Yes, but not fast.”

“Can’t we go back and get Anna?”

“No.” she whirled on him and snarled, “And put that out of your mind. Any loyalty you have is misplaced. She would have sold you out rather than give you up. And she wouldn’t even have been giving you up. She would only have been sharing. She made her choice.”

Lane knew she was right, but it was a hard pill to swallow. He had lived with Anna for years. She had done so much for him, and she had been kind, he could trust her.

Then he couldn’t.

They began an odd rhythm. They would walk for a hundred yards, Shantu occasionally stamping her foot. Then they would trot for a hundred yards. Then walk, then trot.

It provided more speed than a fast walk, and it was endless.

After a while Shantu loosed his cuffs and tossed them into a drainage ditch.

Lane was getting tired. He wasn’t well fed and healthy, and shortly he was just hanging on.

Still, Shantu kept them moving.

An hour later they left the road.

There was nothing to indicate a trail through the woods, but Shantu seemed to know where she was going.

They stopped trotting because of the roots in the path and the limbs that slapped them in the face. They kept walking fast, however, and now Lane was truly beaten.

He was staggering, slipping in mud, trying to see where he was through brief flashes of lightening.

“Keep going,” Shantu encouraged him. “My foot is coming back.”

“What does it feel like,” he asked when they stopped under a big oak for a moment’s rest.

“My foot? It’s just numb. About fifteen more minutes and we’ll be able to make good time.”

Lane had no idea how he could make better time. His legs were shaking and he had slipped several times, struggled to his feet, and staggered on.

Fifteen minutes and Lane learned how to make better time.

Suddenly Shantu turned, squatted and put her arms around his waist.

She straightened up, picked him up and put him over her shoulder.

She ran, her foot had recovered, and Lane suffered bouncing on his belly on her shoulder.

She ran, gulping air down in time to her steps, and muttered. “They’ll be after us.”

That was the night from hell for Lane.

He bounced painfully on her shoulder. He gasped for breath. His legs were sore, and his heart was breaking.

He had left Anna behind.

They reached a cliff and Shantu looked up. “Great.”

“What?”

“We can climb.”

“Whether that was good or bad Lane didn’t know, but he held on and Shantu began running up a steep incline.

Then began to grip rocks and pull, and dig her feet in, and the world turned from a horizontal run into a vertical run.

The rain was tapering off now, and the moon shone from low in the sky.

Lane could see how steep the hillside was, and he gulped and closed his eyes.

It didn’t bother Shantu, however, and she kept climbing like a billy goat.

An hour passed, and they reached the top.

Shantu finally stopped. She put Lane down and they turned and looked back over the distance they had traveled.

Miles of thick forest.

Beyond the forest was a black ribbon, and it took Lane a moment to realize that was the road they had come down.

And, at the far end of the road, which went off to the right, were the glows of the city.

Thousands of lights, mostly the outside lights of the alien factories.

The dim twinkling of campfires.

Along the road was a cluster of headlights snaking slowly along.

“Good. They aren’t even in the forest yet. God hopes they’ll miss it entirely.”

“The forest?”

“Where we turned into it. They’ll probably pass it, lose trace of us, and have to backtrack. Eventually they’ll find our trail, and then it’s going to be a race.”

Lane stared out into the night. An occasional raindrop fell. The wind spurted every once in a while. But it was calm.

She turned to him. “But there’s one thing I could do that would help.”

He looked at the woman. She was a foot taller than him, and so big. No wonder she could throw him over her shoulder like a sack of flour and run with him.

Womanus Maximus. Hunh.

“I’m not supposed to,” it was as if she was warning him, but of what he didn’t know.

“It could even be dangerous, but I know what you are now.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Sit down,” Shantu said.

They sat on a flat rock a few yards from the edge of the cliff.

“Sit cross legged. Like this.”

She sat Indian fashion, and he managed to also. His legs hurt a little, but it actually felt like a good kind of pain to fold them, to give them surcease from running or even dangling over Shantu’s shoulder.

“Good. Now, I want you to relax. Stay like that, but try to let all the tension out of your body. Pretend your legs are empty and asleep and resting so comfortably.”

He did, following her orders out of reflex at first, then what she said made sense, or maybe…maybe it was her proximity.

She was edging forward, her knees touching his, then widening and his knees were touching the insides of her legs just above the knees.

“What are we doing? Should we be running?”

He was getting nervous. She was too close.

She smiled, and his nervousness waned. She had a presence that calmed him.

In spite of himself, she was calming him down.

“The secret of the Silithian method for achieving Womanus Maximus is a sexually oriented yoga. I have done this yoga, much. You have not done it at all. But if we can get you into the lotus position I can help you…I can give you some of my energy.”

“You can?”

“Yes. Now, I’m going to help you put your feet on top of your thighs, it is called the Lotus position, and if you can do that…”

He tried, but couldn’t. He could get there, then one foot would slip off while he worked on the other one.

“Okay. Take off your dress.”

“My dress?”

“We need you totally unrestricted. You can do this. It might hurt a little, but only for a while. Take off your dress.

Lane didn’t blush. He had been used by enough women that he wouldn’t. He pulled his dress over his head and put it aside.

“Okay, here we go.”

He lifted his foot, then she took over. She lifted and pushed it back into the joint of his hip and his leg.

It hurt. It felt like his joints were bending ways in which they weren’t meant to bend.

Before his foot could slip off, however, she lifted and pushed the other one up, trapping the first one.

It hurt more, and he groaned and tried to move.

Shantu pushed down on his legs, leaned forward and kissed him.

Lane had been kissed by many women, but never like this.

It was like there was a magical world in Shantu’s lips, and this magical world was pulling energy out of him.

She moved her mouth back an inch.

“Breath deeply, through the nose, then exhale through the mouth.”

“He hurt, but not as much, and something was happening.

Shantu kissed him, a yoga kiss, a sexual yoga kiss, and he felt more magic. Some ethereal power investing in him, but it was a hint, only a bare hint.

She grabbed his penis and held it.

“What?” Startled.

“Shhh.”

She kissed him, jacked him, and…and he became hungry.

Which was what Shantu was waiting for.

He went to breath in through the nose and she suddenly lifted from his mouth and blew directly into his nostrils. Put her lips on his nose and blew.

Her energy shot into him, a massive uplifting of spirit, ten night’s rest, pain and tiredness a memory that couldn’t quite be grasped.

Then she collapsed onto him. Fell forward, pushing him back.

His legs popped out of the Lotus position and he sprawled, and she lay on him. Her heavy breasts on his belly, her hands holding his cock, which suddenly felt like it was about to burst with semen.

For a moment he wanted to pursue the orgasm, to make it happen.

She squeezed his cock. She whispered tiredly, “Don’t jack off.”

He stared at her.

She was exhausted, she could hardly keep her eyes open. “Don’t jack off or all that energy will go away.”

He nodded.

She turned her head and cuddled onto him.

She looked to be sleeping then, but she managed one more command. “Wake me in half an hour.”

Then she was asleep.

He lay on the ground, her on top of him, and her weight didn’t squash him.

It didn’t squash him because he was imbued with energy. Lots of it.

He felt like he was a young man, able to run all day long and party all night.

Her breath was soft, and she didn’t dream.

She was warm, like a blanket, and he gloried in the feel of her flesh on his.

The rain came again, but just an afterthought to the earlier storm. They were more washed clean than soaked, and the minutes passed.

How long is a half hour?

Thirty units of sixty. 1800 units.

Or a bit more than 2100 heartbeats.

At first Lane didn’t know how to keep track of time, but he could do the basic math and he began to count heartbeats.

He counted, and watched the headlights on the far away road reverse and come back.

And reverse again, then stop.

The Overseers had found the path through the forest.

He thought back over the path, it would still be difficult to follow.

Then he realized he had lost count. He tried to estimate where he had been, added a hundred counts, and continued counting.

The night was quiet.

He felt so good. He felt so energized.

So she had given him her energy.

She had run for miles, many of those miles carrying him over her shoulder, and she still had enough left to give him some.

And it felt like a lot!

How much energy must a Womanus Maximus have?

He lost track again, began the count at where he thought he was, and watched the far road.

Every once in a while he caught a glimpse of a light, and it looked like they didn't know where they were going.

But as they narrowed down options and got closer, the trail would be easier to follow.

He reached 2100 heartbeats and whispered, “A half hour.”

Shantu’s eyes popped open. She whispered, “Pretty close.”

She sat up and looked back across the forest.

“They found the trail about five minutes ago.”

Shantu stood up, stretched, helped him up. “How do you feel?”

“Good,” he met her gaze levelly.

“Excellent. Can you do your own running for a while? I’m still pretty empty.”

He nodded, and she led the way.

What map she was following he didn’t know, but she had an unerring sense of direction.

She took a couple of weird turns, but explained that was to throw off their pursuers. She didn’t want to leave them a straight line to follow.

The first miles were easy, mostly downhill, then the terrain turned into rolling hills.

They jogged, and for a while he had more energy than her.

Then, as the dawn approached, she had more energy than him.

Sunlight creeping over the hills and vales. Sending shadows stretching. Lighting up the world.

Lane was starting to slow down now. hours of running had depleted even the massive boost of energy Shantu had given him.

They were crossing a stream when suddenly Shantu leaped on him and drove him down into the water.

He struggled and spit, and Shantu whispered into his ear. “Take a deep breath. Last as long as you can.”

The look in her eyes was quite intent, and he took several quick but deep breaths and lay down.

He was on his back, staring upward, and a shadow hovered above him.

A drone. An alien drone.

Shantu must have heard something, the whir of a motor maybe.

She was next to him, lying on her back, immersed, looking up.

The drone held position for a few seconds, then drifted off, then darted back.

Then drifted again, and didn’t come back.

Lane lasted as long as he could, then raised his head and gulped air, then laid back down.

He did that two more times, then Shantu raised him up.

“Okay,” she said.

They stood up and looked around at the sky.

No drone.

“That was close,” Shantu muttered, then she turned to him. “You’re about done, and I need some of your energy.”

He anticipated another adventure like before, sitting in the yoga position and her stroking him, but it wasn’t like that.

They walked to the bank of the stream and she suddenly turned, grabbed him, and threw him on the ground.

“What?” he blurted.

She smiled, grabbed his most precious part and stroked him.

“Oh,” he said.

But she didn’t stroke him and energize him, she stroked him until he was erect, then she sat on him.

“Don’t move,” she said, and she perched on him and gazed into his eyes.

“Oh, no,” he said in a breathy whisper. Anna hadn’t wanted him to move. Anna hadn’t wanted him to cum. But she had not given him energy, more like she had taken it by not letting him cum.

When would his time come?

But, whenever his time was, it wasn’t right then.

She sat on him, her big knees up and her elbows resting on her knees, and her chin resting on her hands.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m going to take your energy in a moment.”

“I’ve got to cum.”

“Nope.”

Then, in spite of her words, he tried.

But he couldn’t.

And he realized that somehow, in some manner, he couldn’t.

And he understood that she wasn’t letting him. She wasn’t letting any energy escape.

He began to buck and to cry.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “You can play with my tits, if that helps.”

He reached up and fondled her massive breasts, and, miraculously, it did help!

He lay there feeling her great womanliness, the sensations in his cock reaching the breaking point, then…then…

“AHHHH!” and he passed out.

He hadn’t cum sperm, he had cum energy, and she drank it up.

He awoke on her shoulder. Bouncing up and down, yet somehow feeling loosey goosey. Like he had cum, but…but he hadn’t.

But something had come out of him.

Dimly, he realized, her energy. She had taken what he hadn’t used back, and some of his own, too.

Oddly, he was cognizant at that moment of helpless bouncing around that he had a lot more energy than he thought he had.

How funny.

He slept.

And awoke.

Tumbling through the air.

Landing and sliding through the leaves.

They were in woods again, and Shantu was behind him, on all fours. She was gasping like a dog run out.

She had run out of energy.

Even a Womanus Maximus can run out of energy.

He crawled back to her. He was weak, but he crawled to her.

“Come on,” he begged in a low voice.

“Done,” she said.

Then Lane heard the sounds coming from behind them.

Voices calling out. Feet tramping. Limbs breaking as giant women forced their way through the earth forest.

He gripped her under the arms and pulled, and she moved slowly, but so slowly.

“Over here!”

Then alien voices.

Sometimes the guttural Overseer speak, sometimes English.

“Just ahead!”

Lane pulled Shantu under a big, thick bush. He held her then, closed his eyes and prayed.

“They were here.”

“See the drag marks.”

Then the bush was shaken, parted, and helmeted heads looking in at them.

“Go away,” Lane told the helmets.

First Shantu was pulled out by the legs. Then he was pulled out.

Shantu lay on the ground, not moving, almost looking to be sleeping.

The aliens crowded around her, then a medical person came and attended to her.

And another one came and looked at him.

Lane looked around dismally. There were a dozen Overseers, all standing around and looking pretty happy. As happy as a blank helmet can look.

He was given a shot of some sort, as was Shantu, and within five minutes they were able to stand up.

A very tall Overseer stood in front of them and raised her visor.

She had the alien eyes, sort of like a weird cat’s. She was bigger even than Shantu, and she took off her helmet.

She was beautiful, if you liked alien faces. And even if you didn’t.

She looked at Lane first, and smiled. “So, one more prize for the games.”

Then she turned to Shantu. “And what is this? Big and strong, so not earthling. Are you one of these Woman Maxers we’ve heard rumor of?”

“That’s Womanus Maximus,” Shantu answered calmly.

“Womanus Maximus. How quaint. And how did you achieve your size and abilities? Oh, yes, we know you can do things, we can smell it on you. You must tell us.”

“You must kiss my ass.”

The big Overseer blinker her slanted eyes and pondered. After a moment she asked, “Why would I want to kiss your ass?”

The earth insult had totally missed the alien psyche.

One of the Overseers standing nearby said something in the alien tongue, and the Overseer facing Shantu nodded.

“Ah, I see. An insult. Well, we shall see how insulting you are when we smell your brain and find out all our secrets.”

Shantu didn’t blink.

“Can I see him? I want to see him!”

Lane turned and looked towards the edge of the clearing. He recognized the voice easily. It was sharper, a little nasty, but it was Anna.

Anna walked across the clearing.

She glared at Shantu, who ignored her, then she turned to Lane.

“Why did you leave me? Didn’t you know I’d come after you?”

“You’re with…them?” Lane’s mouth was open in surprise.

“Of course I am. They asked me to help them catch you…they didn’t even really know about you being a man, but I told them. You’re not going to get away. And they promised me a cushy job! They might even let me have sex with prisoners before they go to the games.”

“Anna, you can’t. That’s being a traitor! They did everything to us! Took away our lives, our culture, and you’re going to work for them?”

“A girl’s got to live,” she whined.

Then she stepped closer and reached under his dress.

The aliens watched the earthling interplay, and they seemed amused.

Anna whispered to him in a sultry voice, “Be nice to me, Lana. Be nice and I’ll be nice to you. It’ll be a while before they make you a prize, and in that while we can have so much fun.”

“And then they cut off my penis.”

“Oh, honey, no! It doesn’t work like that! They explained it all to me.”

She was stroking him as she spoke, and he was getting quite hard. he didn’t want to, but he couldn’t stop himself.

“They make love to you, and the enzymes in their pussy dissolve your penis. I’m told it’s quite pleasurable. You’ll cum many, many times before you are entirely dissolved.”

“And then what?”

“And then I can take care of you, as a woman. A real woman. You can wait on on me, I’ve told them all about how men on earth save their sperm, and they’re interested in that. Don’t you want to have babies with me? They can save your sperm and we can repopulate planet earth with thousands of your children. Won’t that be wonderful? It’ll be like we’re Adam and Eve all over again, but it’ll be Anna and Lana.

Lane stared at her.

The aliens watched.

Shantu observed Lane with hooded eyes.

“Honey,” said Lane, “You can go fuck yourself.”

A moment while the disbelief rose and the rage built, then Anna slapped Lane’s face.

“Don’t you say that to me you fucker! You’re going to play by my rules now! What I say goes! You better get down on your knees you son of a bitch! You better do what I say!”

At that point, seemingly satisfied, the aliens moved in.

Shantu and Lane were cuffed and the long march back began.

The Overseers marched first, with Shantu and Lane towards the back. Behind them came Anna.

Her voice drifted over the heads of all.

“You fucking bitch! I’ll teach you! I’ll teach you!”

They marched back over the hills towards the city of Aliens, the games, and the end of Lane’s penis.


Epilogue

Sam Worthing stepped into the cabin. He placed the logs in the holder then began poking the fire.

He was a burly sort of a man, handsome, clever, and pretty much kept to himself.

Shiela entered the room. She was a beautiful woman, heavy in the chest and kind in the eyes. Shiela. She was the love of his life and his reason for living.

“Hey, babe, chopping down trees again?”

He smiled. “With my bare hands. Not.”

“Want a drink?”

“A bourbon transfusion?” he smiled. He loved bourbon and drank it a. lot. Oddly, he never really got drunk.

Shiela chuckled and headed for the kitchen and began pouring the bourbon and Coke into glasses filled with ice.

As she poured she gazed out the kitchen window.

They were in Montana, in a cabin that was a virtual palace. A cabin that Sam had built himself, using only basic tools to craft the logs and peg the joints.

Montana, where the aliens had not come.

She often wondered why, but Sam said his presence tended to discourage violent people, and she guessed that included races.

So they lived a secluded life, and she had the most wonderful man in the world for her very own.

She sighed with happiness, picked up the glasses and walked back into the living room.

Sam was sitting on the bricks in front of the fireplace. He was staring moodily into the flames.

And Shiela felt her heart drop.

“Sam?” She held out his drink and he took it.

He said nothing, just sighed.

“What is it?” she asked after he had taken a deep sip.

He looked at her, his dark eyes troubled, yet glinting with a glee that she would never understand.

“Honey?” he said. “I’m sorry…”

“Sam?”

“But I’m going to have to wake up.”

Shiela stared at him, then placed her glass on the bricks and fell into his arms.

“Oh, Sam, no!”

But Sam just stared into the fire and waited.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Feminizing to Fight the Aliens!

(part two)

Women fight back against alien invasion!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

This is another in the Silithia series. It is part two of two, and the two can be taken as a stand alone.

The Silithia series is a massive body of work, seven novels and assorted short stories, that covers man’s evolution into femininity, wars between superior races of women, and, in this story, the joining of the Silithians and the Amazons, and other healthy beasts, to fight off an alien invasion.

There is sex in this story, but the feminization is not as much as usual. Sorry about that, but sometimes I just have to do things  to satisfy my artistic urges.

At any rate, for those of you who share my likes, or at least are brave enough, I hope you enjoy this offering.

For a full write up on the complete series, click on: The Broken Man Series. Most of the stories have four and half to five stars, so it’s got pretty good ratings.

That said, this story was really fun to write.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sam Worthing opened his eyes and took in the world.

The ceiling was above him. He recognized every log. Every plank. Every peg.

He turned his head and looked out the window. A carpet of trees, evergreens, stretched across the valley, up and around the mountains, and certainly far beyond that.

He looked at the comforter he had shrugged off during the night.

Cold weather didn’t bother him; it was strangely comforting.

He looked to the other side and found his wife.

Shiela was awake, staring at the ceiling, her heart in knots. He knew her heart was in knots because he had a male intuition; he could feel her heart wherever he went.

Beating.

Beating.

Now it was beating fast, and she was breathing shallowly.

She turned to face him.

He smiled.

“You’re leaving today,” she stated.

His eyes got a brief, far away look in them, then he gave a wan smile. “I guess.”

“Do you know where you’re going?”

“Nope.”

“Do you know what you’re going to do?”

“Fight.”

“A little more clarification?”

He turned on his side, reached out to her, pulled her to him.

His strength always amazed her, took away her breath.

“I’ll head to the West Coast, play it by there.”

“And you’ll go to war with the aliens.”

“Yep.”

He wasn’t daunted at all.

“Can you be hurt? Can you be…killed?”

“Yep.”

“But I’ve always thought…”

“No human can kill me, but these aren’t humans. They have different Gods.”

“And if they have somebody as powerful as you?”

He leaned over her, kissed her hard, then leaped out of bed.

“That would be a bummer.”

But his voice said he looked forward to that possibility.

Sam was a warlock. Doomed to sleep through the ages, bound to wake up when mankind was threatened.

And he was waking up now.

Shiela sighed and got out of bed.

He was already in the shower, cold water, scrubbing and singing lustily.

Twas on the good ship Venus

My God you should have seen us

the figurehead was a whore in bed

the mast was a petrified penis

Shiela couldn’t help but smile. Sam loved ribald lyrics, and he knew a ton of them.

The smile faded.

He was leaving her.

Just for a while, but…she worried.

Silithia was as close to irritated as she could be.

She had been chased out of her home, Womanland, and forced to return to America.

In America she had been harassed endlessly by the aliens.

She had spent years protecting her women, the Womanus Maximus.

They were big, and they were strong, but they were outnumbered by the aliens.

Further, they didn’t have advanced weapons.

But Silithia couldn’t avoid the situation any longer.

The men of the planet had been decimated, collected by the alien women, and delivered as prizes to the aliens in their games.

Prizes who were fucked and lost their penises.

The alien women had some kind of enzyme that dissolved the cocks of any who mated with them.

Such a strange race, and she thought of the small facts she knew about them.

Big, sometimes bigger than a fully evolved Womanus Maximus.

Strong. Beautiful.

And they moved from planet to planet, devouring males and moving on.

Silithia had been forced to run to protect her women, and she had hoped she could find some way to overcome the aliens, but…nothing.

And now she had to fight. To engage in a war.

Womanus Maximus were army, but they were outgunned, outnumbered, and…there was nothing else she could do.

When the Overseers left this planet, if they did, there wouldn’t be but a handful of men left.

Earth would be devastated. It would take thousands of years to build up the population again.

So she was going to war, she had to, and that irritated her.

She walked out of her room in Stepforth Valley.

She had been able to return to Stepforth Valley when peace was achieved with the women known as Amazons, who vied with Silithia for control of the evolution of mankind.

Now she was going to have to leave it again.

“Ma’am,” Judd stood up. He was a tall man, almost as tall as a young Womanus Maximus, and he was one of the few men Silithia trusted.

“Are you ready? Judd?”
Judd smiled. He was advanced, but still a man. There was a part of him that gloried in chaos.

Men. Hunh.

And now…woman. Alien women who seemed as dedicated to destruction as any man.

“Okay, I want to meet with my generals in half an hour.”

“We’re leaving the valley?”

She nodded.

Judd spoke into his cell phone as he stepped into a far corner of the room. This was likely the only place on earth where cell phones worked, and that only because the Silithians protected their science, and were able to shield electromagnetic communications from the aliens.

As Judd spoke into the phone Silithia gave more orders.

“Sally, Cynthia, Tammy…I want communications ready to roll. Marsha, are the trucks ready for supplies?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Becky! Any word from Shantu?”

“No, ma’am.”

Silithia frowned. Shantu was looking for the one weapon that would give them a fighting chance.

“She’s dropped communications.”

That worried Silithia. Where was that woman? And she prayed to the Gods that she hadn’t been captured.

Silithia crossed her living room. It was decked out with over-sized furniture, furniture that would accommodate her nine foot height and corresponding weight.

She went out to the patio and sat down on a lounge.

In the morning light her true size could be appreciated. Over eight feet, near to nine, measurements just north of 48 by 36 by 48 and drop dead gorgeous.

She was, courtesy of her discoveries of evolution, through sexual yoga, the most advanced woman in the world.

She never got sick, healed from all wounds without blemish, and was able to see intuitively into most any mind.

Alien minds…she didn’t know.

But earth minds were open to her.

She whispered. “Bourbon.”

One of her personal staff appeared in the double doors that led to the patio within seconds. She had an oversized pitcher filled with ice, a bottle or bourbon, and a big bottle of Coke.

She opened the top of the bourbon—Silithia’s hands were too big for her to accomplish that with ease—and poured the bourbon into the pitcher. Then she poured the Coke into it.

Silithia picked up the pitcher with one over-sized hand and held it to her red lips.

She sipped a normal sized glass of her favorite ‘juice,’ and waited.

Twenty minutes later her generals started showing up.

She watched the women as they came out to the patio and sat around the over-sized table. They brought cushions so they could be high enough for the table.

Silithia had begun training these women when the aliens landed and began taking over the countries of earth.

They hid, and studied tactics of war, strategy, logistics, and weapons.

They were expert in everything from a knife to a sniper rifle, and they were expert in training other women.

Training women to go to war. If there was anything that stuck in Silithia’s craw, this was it.

She wanted a world of peace, where people evolved into a species who could go to the stars, where war didn’t exist and disease was a thing of the past.

And she had to put it all aside so she could go to war.

Fuck! She allowed herself the rare expletive.

“Everybody’s here, Ma’am.” Judd stood next to her, waiting orders.

Judd had given up war to join the Silithians, but he was sure adapting back to it fast.

Silithia silithia stood up and the light murmurs around the table died down.

She waved to an assistant and that assistant moved around the table distributing packets.

“You are receiving plans and orders. We will be moving out tomorrow before light.

We have ten armies, ten generals, and a thousand warriors. We will each take different routes to our destination. You will move undercover, and in small units. We will communicate through…”

She continued talking and the generals, all Silithians, all beautiful, paid strict attention.

They knew how desperate this battle was.

They had been preparing for years, and it had been impressed on them that if they didn’t win the coming battles Earth might well lose all her men.

At the end of the speech one of the generals raised a hand. “Ma’am, only a thousand warriors? We have a lot more women we can field.”

“Many will be needed for logistics, some will be assigned support positions, some will be involved in making more weapons for the coming war.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Silithia looked around the table and judged each woman. Strong, capable leaders. If anybody could do it, these women could.

And if they couldn’t…it was the end.

And she wondered, Where in heck is Shantu?

Shantu wore chains on her wrists, and chains on her ankles. She marched between two Overseers. They wore helmets with the shiny visors, and she wore her long, gorgeous hair.

Behind Shantu, Lane was marched. He only had manacles on his wrists, and only one Overseer marched next to him.

The Overseers, being large and strong, didn’t worry about one puny man.

Behind Lane, sometimes moving up next to him to talk to him, was Anna.

The other ten Overseers walked in no particular order. They were in groups of twos and threes and they chatted easily.

“Why don’t love me, Lana?”

Lane glanced at his ex-girlfriend.

She had helped him for years, helped him get breast implants, helped him look and act like a woman, and saved him from the Overseers.

Then she had betrayed him. She had tried to get Shantu killed and had guided the Overseers in their pursuit of Shantu and Lane.

“You’re on their side,” he answered.

Oddly, he still felt for her, but…she had shown her true colors.

“But I did it for you!”

“You did it to hog me for yourself.”

“Lana! How can you say that? Don’t you remember all the nights we spent together? All the times we made love?”

He couldn’t help but think about those times. Because the Overseers could smell semen he had never been allowed to cum, and he had a. huge erection as they marched.

“I know you love me, Lane. I can see your erection.”

But Lane said nothing. He just watched the tall Silithian marching ahead of him, in between the two Overseers.

How could he get her free? How could he free himself? There had to be a way!

“Lana, I’ll be in charge of you when they put you in prison and prepare you for the games. Let me help you. Believe me, you don’t want me mad at you! I can be your best friend, or your worst enemy. Please!”

“I’m sorry, Anna, but you had your chance.”

She had been walking out of the city of the Overseers and had decided to reveal Shantu as an imposter, not an alien, and Shantu had been forced to kill an Overseer, and to try and outrun pursuit.

For a while she had, but…then she and Lane had been caught.

Lane said nothing.

Anna hissed, “You dope! They’re going to dissolve your weenie! You’re going to be castrated! Do you want that? Be my lover again and I can help you avoid that.”

Sam stopped suddenly and turned to her.

The Overseers, interested in the byplay of these silly earthlings, turned to watch.

He said, “I would rather cut off my dick than make love to you.”

Which drove Anna over the top. Her face turned red and her voice rose. “You stupid idiot! That’s what they’re going to do to you!”

But the Overseers pushed Lana into motion.

Dawn, and Sam rolled over and tickled his wife’s fancy.

“Don’t do that,!” she scolded, turning her hips slightly and closing her legs. “Unless you mean it.”

“Oh, baby, I mean it.

Now he hovered over her, kissing her, feeling her breasts.

He was a well hung man and his shaft rubbed her legs and sought entrance.

“Oh, Sam!” She hugged him and wanted to ask him not to go.

But she knew she couldn’t do that. She had seen Sam wake up before, and she knew better than to get in the way of that.

For a good fifteen minutes Sam tortured her with his dingus. In and out, round and round, and she was pounding on his back and begging by the time he finally let his load go.

Then she sagged back, collapsed, and only turned her head to watch him get dressed.

He pulled on his cargo shorts and a cargo shirt. Green. Not camo, but it would help. He laced up some hunting boots and headed out for the kitchen.

Shiela jumped out of bed and pulled a robe on and followed him.

In the kitchen, he was putting candy bars and beef jerky into his pockets.

He would hunt game for real food, but he liked snacks in between meals.

“Are you going to take any weapons?”

“I probably should,” he mused, filling a canteen with bourbon. “But I don’t know what kind of weapons it takes to knock down an alien.”

“Big guns that shoot a lot of bullets?”

He chuckled. that was his favorite line, paraphrased a bit, from the movie Kuffs.

“Well, I guess I could take a Desert Eagle.”

“Don’t you have anything bigger?”

They were joking, and they both chuckled

Sam selected a large bowie knife and Glock that held 20 rounds. He put them in a holster, knife on one side Glock on the other, and the magazines in a bandolier that went over one shoulder.

Though, to be honest, he didn’t really need a gun. Or a knife, ofr that matter.

“If you had a sombrero you’d look like a bandito.”

He just grinned.

Then he was ready.

It was barely dawn, the sun was out and the world was warming.

He went out to his motorcycle, a Hayabusa painted matte black, and straddled it.

“Woof!” said Mutthead, his lab.

“Okay, buddy, I’m leaving now, and I want you to kill anybody who comes here.”

“Sam!”

Sam laughed and tickled Mutthead’s ears. “Okay, kill ‘em, but eat ‘em. No evidence, right?”

Mutthead barked happily.

Shiela observed, “He’s liable to lick ‘em to death.”

“Probably.” Then he put an arm around his wife’s waist and pulled her to him.

They had just screwed, and she was happy and satisfied, but he planted the mother of all kisses on her sweet lips. When he was done she staggered and he had to hold her up for a brief moment.

“Wow,” she muttered, her eyes glazed.

“Okay, babe. See ya when it’s over.”

And, with that, he let out the clutch. Quickly.

The Haybusa wheeled briefly, then was at the end of the driveway, then was just a deep throated whine fading in the distance.

Shiela stood on the driveway and stared after him. Mutthead put his head against her leg, and she said softly, “Be careful, honey.”

But she knew he wouldn’t be.

Dawn in Tennessee, and the heavily wooded valley in which Stepforth Valley was located thousands of women were on the move.

Silithia and the generals watched on a big screen as reports came in.

“First company moving out.”

“Second platoon, hold back. Spread your people out!”

“We’re short two trucks.”

On and on, small talk that made up for big moves.

In the forests surrounding the valley the companies moved out in platoons. Then the platoons broke down into squads. And the squads became small groups of two, three or four.

The women wore civilian clothing, but carried armor in duffel bags and suitcases. Many of them had long cases which looked like they held musical instruments, or pool sticks, or other such things.

In reality they were holding things like weapons, bows and arrows, and so on.

Knives were secreted upon their person and were generally not visible.

While still in Tennessee hand radios still functioned, and individual squads moved, and tried not to overload the roads. They wanted to be picked up as hitchhikers, not causing questions as to why so many people were on the roads.

Many of the Silithians were in cars and trucks, and drove sedately down the road, trunks filled with everything from machine guns to grenades.

Buses had a few extra passengers with large luggage.

Some of the Silithians even stowed away on big trucks.

Slowly, Stepforth Valley emptied out. The surrounding forests became empty except for frightened and curious animals.

In the main building in the administration complex Silithia was satisfied with the beginning. Sure, a few accidents or miscalculations, but they had succeeded in moving an army, and without much fanfare.

“Okay, people,” she said to her generals, “We’re going to—“ she stopped talking.

Silithia had amazing abilities in intuition, and suddenly all her intuition was flaring.

Something was happening, and it was close by.

She whispered, “What’s happening?”

For a moment nothing was said, which was a surprise. Her personal support staff was most efficient.

Then the word came to her, an image translated by her mind, and she saw in her mind’s eye…

Visitors!

A thousand thoughts went through Silithia’s mind.

Who? was the main thought.

And: Enemy?

Followed by, No.

She stated one word, “Weapons, please.”

Her generals were getting it now. They were sensing the intuition that was warning Silithia.

Were they getting invaded?

Had the alien Overseers succeeded in surprising them?

Was everything lost?

Silithia projected a hard thought. she knew her staff, being accustomed to he, would get it.

Who?

But her staff was confused by something.

Something not warlike…and yet, it was warlike.

Then she heard the doors to her suite being opened and feet moving across the big carpet.

Approaching the patio.

The double doors were open and a figure stepped through them.

Everybody, including Silithia, gasped.


Part Two

Sam drove from gas station to gas station.

People always think of motorcycles as cruising endlessly, but they actually only have a range of about 150 miles, on a good day, and it’s gas time.

So he pulled into gas station after gas station, filled his tank, maybe ate a candy bar, then back on the road.

The long hours of sitting and holding onto the handlebars didn’t bother him.

The constant vibration shaking his butt and backbone were inconsequential.

All that mattered was the road.

He really didn’t know where he was going…he was just going.

One of God’s creatures, he had a total trust that wherever he was going would be where he was needed.

God was that way.

He had just passed from Montana into Idaho and was riding a lone, thin line of blacktop through the Nez Perce reservation.

He looked in the mirror and saw the red lights blinking.

For a moment he thought about just goosing it, pulling the trigger, running the monster motorcycle between his legs up to 150 MPH.

But he didn’t. To be stopped was never part of God’s plan. So why would one of God’s creatures want to stop him?

He pulled to the side of the road and waited, aware that God always factored in curiosity.

It was the reservation police, and a bulky, lank-haired Indian stepped out of his vehicle.

Sam threw his leg over his bike and waited side saddle.

The reservation Indian came up next to him, looked at the bike, then up at him.

“Bridge is out up ahead, brother.”

“Oh.”

“Take the next right, stay left after that, and cut back in when you come to George’s roadhouse.”

“Okay.”

“Have a nice ride, brother.”

The Indian sauntered back to his cruiser.

Sam reached into his pocket and pulled out a spicy beef stick. He liked spicy. He sat and nibbled and watched the cruiser disappear down the road.

Hmm. Must be serious if he was being sent directions. Maybe he better stop dawdling.

He folded the last of the beef stick into his mouth, kicked the bike, and hit the road.

“You bastard! And I took care of you! I got you breast implants and dressed you up. If it wasn’t for me you never would have survived!”

They had reached the city and gotten out of the Overseers’ trucks.

Lane was pushed into a file and began walking, and he ignored the sharp, mean voice behind him.

“You hear me?”

Smack! Anna kicked him in the ass.

Lane almost fell down, but managed to stay upright.

The Overseer walking next to him glanced back at Anna, then ignored her.

Which emboldened Anna.

She moved up next to Lane and hissed,  “When the Overseers fuck you and your cock dissolves, I’ll be the first one to slap a little salt on your stump.”

Lane blinked at that. The sheer virulence coming from his ex-girlfriend was almost frightening.

Suddenly, she changed tacks. “Oh, honey, I’m sorry! Can’t you forget about that bitch up there…” she nodded to where Shantu, the Silithian, was being marched between two Overseers.

She can’t give you what I can. She just wants to use you for her own purposes.

Lane looked at his ex-girlfriend. “You’ve got to give up working for the Overseers. Don’t you understand? you’re human! They’re not!”

Which statement did nothing but piss Anna off.

“Oh, you bastard! It has nothing to do with the Overseers! Besides, they’re the future! They’re in charge now. Play along with me and maybe I can figure something out, help you escape.”

“No. No, you can’t. That’s just a lie.”

Muttering, Anna dropped back, and a moment later Lane felt a hard kick to his ass. Again, he stumbled. Next to him, from under the helmet of the Overseer, he thought he heard a snort. Was the Overseer laughing?

Up ahead was the city. He had run from there and almost escaped. Would have escaped if it wasn’t for Anna. Now he was coming back.

To be imprisoned and made into a prize for the Overseers. To be fucked and lose his manhood.

Funny, marching along in a dress, be it ripped and tattered, he had never felt more like a man.

For years he had been hiding in dress, and he had even felt like a woman, but now he was standing up for something.

Through the city they marched him. A walk of shame. Look at this, humans. Another man!

Oddly, he didn’t think the aliens hated him as a man, he was just fodder for their reproductive methods. He would get one of them pregnant, then his dick would dissolve and he would be discarded. Turned out to root hog or die.

No, it was the women like Anna who hated him.

The aliens just tolerated him as necessary to reproduction.

But the human females regarded him with a mix of feelings.

Most of them wanted him as a man, but being deprived they tended to blame him.

Which made him think of two things.

One, the old saying: Hell hath no fury as a woman scorned. Anna hated him, in between loving him, and women in general wanted him, or were in rage over him.

And this lead to two: Why would women side with the aliens in this particular? And he knew: they were women. Women stuck together. Even women from another planet. Even women who had bizarre methods of reproduction which ended with the maiming, and usual death, of their ‘husbands.’

He felt another kick in the pants.

That was Anna. She was scorned, and she felt a hellish fury for him. When she wasn’t in love with him.

Such an odd mix, survival of the species versus hell.

They marched between the mix of ruined houses, and the modular units the Overseers lived in.

Alien housing was a real shake and bake operation. The aliens smashed a house, cleared it away, and flew in a white, shiny, pod-like structure. It was fastened to the ground through big screws and cable ties, and there you go. Instant housing.

As they approached the alien part of town there were more pods and less human habitats.

And less humans.

There were less rag tag beggars, fewer shabby women shivering in their threadbare coats, and the aliens in their sleek skin tight suits abounded.

Big women, and in this part of town, if they weren’t working, the aliens didn’t wear their shiny helmets with the glass visors.

In a way, they were all beautiful. But they were also different.

They all had thick, luxurious hair, but the line fo the scalp was slightly different with many deep widow peaks. Their ears were smaller, and their noses larger.

Of course they were larger, they were a culture which relied on smell more than hearing or vision.

But the most stark feature was the way their eyes were over slanted, almost diagonal. Thinner than an oriental cast, and sometimes as much as 45 degrees in slant.

But…they were beautiful. Big breasts, thin waists, and those suits that revealed everything.

Suddenly the column stopped and the leader of the Overseers turned and rapped out orders in the weird glot of click and grunt and sneer.

Lane had no idea what she was saying and waited patiently.

Suddenly he felt a hand creep into his. Anna. She was holding his hand for reassurance.

He didn’t shake her loose, but he didn’t know what to do.

It was obvious that she was not in her right mind.

And, had she ever had a right mind?

That was a serious consideration, and…the leader of the Overseers slapped Shantu in the face.

Shantu’s head turned, it was a heavy slap, then she just turned back and considered the alien woman.

The alien spoke at her, cutting tones, not anything friendly, then slapped her again.

And she would have continued slapping Shantu, and those slaps would eventually have damaged the big Silithia, but one of the Overseers suddenly began whispering translations to Shantu.

“You are not fit to be a woman. Kneel before me.”

Slap.

“If you do not kneel I will beat you to death.”

Shantu muttered, through a bleeding lip, “Then you learn nothing from me.”

More alien blather, translated to: “What you have to say is not as important as your obedience.”

Shantu laughed. “That’s all you want? Obedience?”

The big woman bent a knee and then knelt. She inclined her head.

The big Overseer looked down upon the earthling with disdain. She had expected more resistance.

She lifted a foot and placed it on the chest of Shantu. She pushed, and the Silithian went over backwards. She couldn’t catch herself because her wrists were manacled, and she just lay there for a moment, glaring, then she righted herself so that she was on both knees.

Lane stared at the Silithian’s back. She was beaten, bullied, but there was to her shoulders a subtle line of rigidity that spoke of the fact that she was not giving up.

In fact, Lane wondered if the Overseer could see the sullen rage hiding within the big earth woman.

The Overseer was done with Shantu. Having cowed her, she turned to her subordinates, snapped orders, then walked away.

Shantu was lifted to her feet by her two guards and bundled away.

Two Overseers came to Lane and Anna and spoke to the one guard in charge of Lane.

In English, poor English, one of the Overseers spoke to Anna. “You come with us.”

They snapped a leash on the chains holding Lane’s wrists and pulled him down the street.

Anna followed.

They walked along the river, then inland to 2591 SW Buckingham Avenue, and Lane realized they were going to Piggott's Castle.

He had visited the place once, before the aliens had arrived, and it was sort of a mini castle type mock up. Very entertaining.

Now the aliens had taken it over.

Lane had no idea what the alien’s home planet looked like, but they seemed to take much pleasure in living and working in weird places.

If he was right, then they were taking a break from their own architecture. Which was logical.

When America soldiers were victorious in World War Two they took great delight in living in Hitler’s homes, stealing his silverware, and that sort of thing.

“What is this place?” breathed Anna, looking up at the big house.

Lane didn’t speak to her. He was a little tired of getting kicked in the butt because he didn't love her.

The Overseers pushed them towards the entrance, and they entered the front door.

There was the barest of moments when Silithia wondered at how Nyoka had come to them without being detected, then she let that slip and appreciated the fact that here, through methods quite different from her own, was a Womanus Maximus.

Silithia stood up and bowed, and her people flowed her example.

“A chair,” Silithia whispered, and her support staff brought a chair within seconds.

“Silithia,” said the Amazon queen.

“Queen Nyoka. You grace us with your presence.”

“I am honored by your reception.” Which was a sly dig at the fact that she had come and not been detected.

“Please sit.”

Everybody sat then, and refreshments were brought.

Nyoka did not waste any time. “I understand you are going to war.”

“Your majesty is quite perceptive.”

“Thousands of Silithians on the march doesn’t take much perception,” Nyoka spoke dryly.

“And of what interest are our actions to yourself?”

Ah, here it was.

The Amazons and the Silithians were not friends. They had been forced into a truce, yet still held attitudes towards one another.

Silithia regarded the beautiful Queen of the Amazons. Were they going to break the truce? Were they going to declare war on the Silithians while their backs were turned?

And Silithia wondered if she, herself, was at risk.

Nyoka’s answer, when it came, was none of the above, and quite surprising.

“I have brought an army with me…”

Silithia took a deep breath.

“..we wish to aid your efforts against the Overseers.”

A moment while everybody took a breath, hearts beat, and surprise rose.

Nyoka was aware of what shock she had created, and was pleased. She smiled and said, “We Amazons have waited in the jungles for an opportunity. Your marching to war has emboldened us. Further, it is time to end the rape of our planet. This is our planet. Argue over it as we will, it is ours. I pledge my troops to your support…command them as you will.”

Silithia arose, towered over all, and said the one word that would bind Amazon and Silithian together more than any forced truce. “Sister.” And she bowed.

Sam was good at following directions.

Which was an oddity, if one thought about it.

God spoke to him, and he trusted wherever he went to be what God wished, and as he trusted, so was it true.

He could walk onto a battlefield and walk in the wrong direction, and be secure that the battle would shape to him, and offer him opportunity wherever he went to be victorious.

He didn’t need to read a map, or work a compass, or use a sextant or a GPS.

He was wherever the action was.

But this time he followed the Indian reservation cop’s directions and came out at Walla Walla.

He stopped for gas, and chuckled as he realized he had traveled over two hundred miles without a fill up.

God does, indeed, work in mysterious ways. Which was a better saw than God loves drunks and idiots.

Now doubting whether he needed to stop for gas again, but knowing he would because of the human restrictions on his spiritual person, he walked into the gas station.

He intended to pick up more beef sticks and Three Musketeers. He hadn’t had any solid food since leaving his house in Montana, but he didn’t feel the need for any.

He stepped into the store and gazed about for the candy racks.

And saw the fellow in the ski mask holding the gun on the fellow behind the cash register.

Both of them were looking at him. The attendant’s eyes were big and round and terribly frightened.

The robber held a cheap pistol and was sweating bullets. Obviously a newby at the business of robbery.

Sam altered his path towards the register.

“Hey! You!…Stop!”

Sam smiled, which if the robber had been in his right mind, would have caused him to shit himself.

“I’ll shoot!” The robber was skinny, looked like a kid, and he shifted the direction of the pistol towards Sam’s belly.

Sam stepped to the side and the kid shot through the space where Sam had been.

Sam moved fast then. He grabbed the pistol out of the kid’s hands, looked at it, chuckled, and snapped it in two with his bare hands.

The kid’s mouth opened, and he tried to back up.

“Don’t you know anything?” said Sam, and he slapped the boy.

The boy fell, and blubbered.

“Where’s your beef sticks?” asked Sam of the attendant.

The man still had his hands up, and pointed one hand towards a rack.

“Thanks. And put your hands down, will you? You want people to think you’re getting robbed.”

The kid on the floor sobbed, “I’m sorry, I won’t do that again.”

“I know,” said Sam as he walked past the boy. “Or I would have killed you.”

Sam filled his pockets with goodies, then walked back towards the door.

The attendant had put his hands down, and the boy scrambled out of his way.

“Don’t you think you better get away before somebody calls the cops?”

Sam left the store, and behind him the kid ran out the door and to the side, pulling off his ski mask.

A moment later and Sam was on the road.

Crap, he had forgotten to pay.

Well, God would take care of that.

Lane  was chained to the wall. Facing the wall. Naked.

Anna stood behind him, tears streaming down her face.

WISSS…SMACK!

The whip cut across his shoulders.

“I love you, Lana,” she sobbed. “Don’t you understand that?”

Lane, in a weird way, did understand.

The simplicity was you always hurt the one you love.

The truth was that you have to love somebody before you hurt them. That was a truth that cut across time and all the pain that mankind had inflicted on mankind.

The soldier who kills another in battle…he will forever hurt because of what he has done.

In some small, incremental fashion, he has killed himself.

“I know,” whispered Lane.

WISSS…SMACK!

Lane jerked, and smiled.

And wondered why he smiled.

Something was happening here, and he didn’t understand it.

The Overseers had chained him to the wall and left him with Anna.

They seemed to understand what Anna was going to do to him, and it amused them.

Why?

Oddly, Lane knew the answer.

Because earthlings were an inferior species, and it was okay for inferior species to fight with each other.

To the aliens watching earthlings hurt each other was like humans watching a cockfight, or a bullfight, or some other savage venue.

Which spoke of the degradation of the Overseers.

WISSS…SMACK!

He grunted, and felt the whip cut through his flesh, except…was it really cutting him?

He felt the pain, but he also felt like his skin was resisting it.

Anna sobbed, was on her knees for the moment.

Sometimes she could beat him without thought or regret, wallowing in the joy of hurting him.

Other times she sobbed and broke down and even threw the whip away.

“I’m sorry, Lana,” she cried. “I don’t know why I’m doing this!”

That was actually the first clue that Lane had that something unusual was happening.

But he wouldn’t realize that clue for some time, yet.

Anna came to him then, hugged him from behind, felt for his penis.

It was hard.

Now why would being whipped cause him an erection?

A second clue, be it slight.

“Oh, Lana, please forgive me. I was angry, but now…now I don’t know why I’m so driven.”

“It’s okay,” Lane said, his face against the cold stonework of the old cellar.

They could hear some odd, weird, scratching sound, and it took Lane a moment to realize…it was alien music. Or what went for music.

“Please help me, Lana. Help me stop!”

Lane lolled his head back, felt her face in his hair, which was growing longer, which was weird, and he thought: You want me to help you? I’m the one in chains!

What truth was Anna stumbling upon, working off of? Why was she asking him for help?

But she cried, and begged, and then, unanswered in her entreaties, she began to scream at him.

“You asshole! I begged you! And you do nothing!”

She was holding his dick, and now she squeezed it, hard, and he groaned. The pain…the pain…why did it feel so good?

“They’re going to dissolve this off you! Do you understand? I’m the only thing that stands between the Overseers and your useless pecker! Maybe I should rip it off? Maybe I should castrate you now? Before they do! Wouldn’t that fix them?”

Then she backed away and picked up the whip again.

“You son of a bitch!”

WISSS…SMACK!

Lane grunted, and smiled, and tears came from his eyes.

But they weren’t tears of pain, they were tears of joy.

He was waking up.

To coordinate an army takes an immense amount of intelligence. To coordinate two armies takes twice the intelligence.

Fortunately for Silithia, Nyoka was her near equal. She had the intelligence, the Amazons had trained for war for centuries, and she wasn’t soft or weak willed.

All day long Amazons filtered through Stepforth Valley. They stopped for a quick bite to eat, the moved out in small groups. Sometimes they had cars, sometimes they were traveling by bus, or even airplane.

They hitchhiked, running out of forests carrying duffles bags and sticking out their thumbs.

And cars invariably and quickly stopped for them.

Silithia had a thousand warriors in her army. Smart women who had trained hard and were resourceful.

Nyoka brought another two thousand warriors, easily the match of the Silithians in training and demeanor.

Three thousand women moving in secret across the country.

The two rulers, Silithia and Nyoka, worked over maps, coordinated logistics, saw to the needs of the armies on the move.

At one point, hurriedly stuffing sandwiches down their throats, Nyoka said, “You’ve done an amazing job. You’ve only had a few years, yet you’ve equaled us in training.”

Silithia smiled. It was one thing to sit across the negotiating table and be forced to come to an agreement, it was another thing to sit next to her enemy and work with her.

“I’m humbled by your praise,” she admitted honestly. Then: “We were mistaken to fight over the future of earth.”

“Neither of us is right,” confessed the Queen. “And both of us are. We should have figured this out long before.”

“We’ll have a future together,” said Silithia, staring her opposite in the eyes.

“Yes,” said Nyoka. “God willing.”

They went back to work, seeing to the needs of their armies, figuring out how to join them in combat, how to make each army support the other.

And Silithia wondered. She was advanced through her studies of spiritual Yoga, which was often called Silithian Yoga. She was close to God, and even believed that she had, on occasion, spoken to him. Or her, or whatever it was.

God willing.

Yet she had not been able to feel his presence in the past days.

Had God decided mankind’s time was over?

Had the women—Silithian and Amazon alike—finally been abandoned?

Was it possibly a punishment for warring with each other instead of supporting each other?

She didn’t know, but she pledged, in her heart of hearts, to do better in the future.

The planning went on.

Sam was making short work of the 84. He kept the Hayabusa wide open, and trusted to God that no furry critter would run across his path.

And he began to observe the effects of the aliens first hand.

He had heard of the state of mankind through his short wave radio. He had watched what was left of civilization on what was left of the mass communication system known as TV.

Now he saw it.

Very few cars on the road. And most of those driven by Aliens.

The cities and towns a shambles. Most of them burned to the ground, and the only survivors were women, rooting in the ruins.

Little sign of industry.

Most people begging, or digging through the ruins, hoping to find a can that wasn’t too badly scorched, or grubbing in the fields for roots.

And, worst of all, no children.

When the aliens had arrived they had ignored the children, rounded up the men, and so, up to the age of six, there were no new births.

It was a cruel, vicious way to cut the throat of an entire race.

Without children there is no joy.

Perched on the back of the roaring motorcycle he was coming up on the back of a car.

It was going a hundred miles an hour, but he was traveling at near two hundred miles an hour, and within a handful of seconds he had caught it, passed it, and it was dwindling in his rear view mirror.

He smiled. Overseers. Had to be. Using what transportation vehicles were not destroyed to travel the country. Perhaps just to have fun, to gaze upon the ruins they had created.

Well, no matter.

He took his attention off the car far in the rear and looked forward, West, towards Portland.

He had figured out where he was going, and the Overseers in his mirror were nothing.

They would probably be killed by the survivors of earth once he had cut the head off the Overseers.

God willing.

And he frowned.

This was an end of times. Was this ‘the’ end of times? Were humans a done deal? Had God decided to move on? Maybe make monkeys the inheritors of the earth? Or dogs?

It was something to think about, for it meant the end of him, too, if that was the case.

He was a warlock. The protector of mankind, and if there was no mankind left to protect…what would happen to him?

He caught himself just in time…he had been unconsciously turning the throttle hard and harder, and there was no more turn left. The grip had been about to snap off.

He would have to settle for his current speed, there was nothing left for the motorcycle to give.

Lane hung, and his back was bruised and puffy.

His erection was poking against the stone wall, excited beyond belief.

He felt the pain, and wondered what was happening.

Why wasn’t he cut to ribbons? Why was his skin just…beefing up?

Anna lay on the floor behind him. Sleeping.

She had worn herself out beating him, and finally collapsed.

And he wondered at her.

She had been compelled, beyond her own petty jealousy. At the end she had not wanted to whip him any more, yet her arm had continued moving, striking him, trying to cut into him, to reduce him.

But he wasn’t being reduced.

Oh, he was feeling the pain, but the pain was somehow being…morphed…transmuted into something else.

He thought of the old saying, ‘If it doesn’t kill you it makes you stronger.’

He understood that now, but he didn’t understand why.

And why him?

Why wasn’t he being reduced to bloody, tattered shreds?

And, the weird inversion of thought: What is wrong with me?

He heard the sound of a far door opening. Footsteps, and he detected the gait of the larger bodies of the Overseers.

Tall bodies, longer strides, more weight.

An arrogance that was transmitted into the motion of their bodies.

Then he smelled them, which was a surprise. He didn’t know he could smell them, and he had heard them far across the basement of the building.

Were his senses becoming sharper?

“Hello, earthlings,” two Overseers stood behind him.

He turned his head slightly, and that hurt, and saw their skin tight unitards and their faces.

Here, in their own building, they didn’t bother with helmets. No need to protect themselves from the earthlings here.

Beautiful faces. Deeply tilted eyes, long hair, full, lush lips that were painted quite red.

The only thing not beautiful about them was the sneerish expression on their faces.

Pride goeth before a fall, bitch, Lane thought.

“Puny earthlings can’t even do this simple task,” grunted one of the aliens.

They were speaking English for his benefit, he realized. They wanted him to know what was coming.

Obviously they believed in the old saw that anticipation was worse than death itself. Or, in this case, castration.

He frowned. The idea of being severed didn’t bother him. Oh, it pissed him off, but in a weird way that didn’t impinge on the core of him.

What’s in a dick, eh?

One of the aliens picked up the whip, snapped it in the air, then reared back and let loose.

WISSS…SMACK! On steroids.

The Overseer was twice as strong as Anna, and he felt the whip cutting into his skin and licking his backbone.

But, he realized, as the pain receded, he hadn’t been cut. It had just felt like it.

The aliens looked at each other. Spoke briefly in their own language, then the one with the whip said, “You won’t resist us, earthling.”

They left then, but came back in a few minutes carrying two big boxes.

One box was a generator of some sort, an alien generator.

The other box held cords and straps.

They wrapped his arms with the straps, wrapped his legs, and put one wrapping around his penis.

“Look,” said one of the aliens, “it gets bigger.”

They both grinned, and connected the wrappings to cords which led to the generator.

“Okay, earthling, here we go.”

A switch was turned and Lane shrieked.

Pain poured into his flesh, his muscles, his very bones.

He would have jerked and broken his own bones, but he wasn’t capable of moving. He stopped perceiving his flesh and perceived only the pain that was poured through it.

He had never experienced such pain. And it didn’t stop. And, somewhere inside the electrified hulk of his body…he smiled.


Part Three

For days, for weeks, the Silithians and Amazons moved across the country. They were like locusts, swarming across the country, but not eating, just passing through.

Sometimes a car would give out, and another would be stolen.

Once a car had struck an Amazon, and she had been picked up and carried along. There was no going back.

And Silithia and Nyoka followed along, making sure the armies were supported, and they began the delicate integration of the Amazonian and Silithian forces.

They traveled by big rig, map tables set up in the cargo boxes, and 24 hours a day the movements of the armies were kept track of.

Slowly they closed in on Portland, and final plans were made for the assault.

Sam reached the outskirts of Portland and pushed his bike behind a gas station. God would make sure it was there when he was done.

Now, came the delicate part. When?

Sam had to make sure he moved at the correct time. He had to make sure he wasn’t too early, or too late. To do this he had to trust in God. And this meant that he had to go get a sandwich.

For whatever whim of the Almighty, he was always early. He had showed up early when he forced the truce between the Amazons and the Silithians. Whenever he went to war it was like wanted him to relax a bit before the fact.

Why, he didn’t know. Maybe he was just being put in place in accordance with other motions of the universe.

It wouldn’t be the first time Sam had seen other factors at work, factors that cold, if they were ill timed, change the progress of the Almighty’s plans.

So he picked up a tarp and wrapped it around himself, bent over a bit and shuffled, and set off in search of a sandwich.

Unfortunately, there were no sandwiches in Portland.

Years before the aliens had come to earth Portland had been attacked by BLM and Antifa. Businesses had moved out, infrastructure had failed, and life in the once great city became sparse.

Then the aliens had come, and they had probably chosen Portland for their base of operations because it was so weakened.

Now the citizens, if they weren’t killed outright, were reduced to begging, to scavenging, if they didn’t just risk fleeing into the countryside.

Sam walked past fires in barrels, open fires, people huddled for warmth, tents with families inside them.

Some people stared at him, for his gait was not feminine, but he was protected by the presence of God, and no human approached him.

He wandered through the city, and his search for a family became a musing over the tragedy that was once a city.

Starving, sickly people, mostly women, and the few men were boys between six and puberty.

He had heard of boys reaching puberty and being found by the aliens.

Then what happened? Who knew?

The city of Portland was not just on the ropes, it was down for the count, and the count was nine.

Sam, the human part of hm, was sobered by his walk through the city, and he knew why God had waited before waking him up.

Because he was designed only for the last gasp, the final heartbeat.

He was too dangerous to be allowed to wander through the cities and countries of earth.

He loved chaos too much for that.

So God had let mankind be brought down to his knees, poised to receive the final punch to his life, before letting Sam awake.

It was sobering, even for the part of Sam that wasn’t human.

This might not be ‘the’ end of times, but it certainly could be.

And if the aliens had their own ‘warlocks,’ it might well be. Probably would be.

And he wondered about the aliens.

God was an artifice of humanity.

Did the aliens have their own God?

If they did, and their God had foreseen such as Sam, had created their own warlocks…

Sam sat down in a park and watched women pass. Scrawny, crying women, brought down to the depths, begging for survival.

And a fire began to build in Sam.

A big fire.

And now he knew why he was afforded his little ‘vacation’ before combat.

He had never needed these moments before, but he did now.

And anger, in the heart of a warlock, is a terrible thing.

Lane didn’t know how long he hung in the chains, subject to electrocution, but he did know one thing: they were keeping him from dying.

At least, they thought he was being kept from dying.

For death is the beginning, and the aliens didn’t understand that.

For them life was be born, live, die, and that was it.

They had no concept of an afterlife.

They thought they were prolonging Lane’s life, so he could suffer more.

So they could put him on a pedestal, make him a prize. Before they severed him from the source of life.

But in truth he was not being kept from dying, he was being prolonged, and kept from waking up.

Finally, all good things coming to an end, they left the dungeon.

They left him hanging, tormented beyond sanity, all of his life forced into a bag of hurt, and the bag not…quite…open.

Anna had awoken, she had listened to his screams, and she had sobbed. Why had she been forced to torture Lana? Why had the aliens come in and taken over for her when she was done?

She didn’t understand, and she crawled across the floor to his body. She hugged his waist and pulled herself up, and in reaching around his body to pull herself up her hands touched his cock.

She jerked back in surprise, then, tentatively, she reached around and felt him again.

He was gigantic!

He was hot! Scorching to the touch!

She could feel rage exuding from his body, and she hugged him and cried and said, “I’m sorry, Lana. I’m so sorry.”

But Lane wasn’t sorry. He was looking at the world through slitted eyes, and his eyes were about to open all the way.

Sam saw the first Silithians move past him. They were trying to move stealthily, blending with the beggars, but there was no way he wouldn't recognize them.

Then he saw more women, and more, and not all were Silithians.

Hmm. Who were these other women? They seemed to be moving in concert with the Silithians…oh, Amazons.

How interesting. They were enemies, forced into a truce, but now they were moving together.

God does work in mysterious ways.

But would it be enough?

Sam moved along the streets, following the women warriors, aware of when women were behind him and shrugging them off.

Wherever the Silithians and Amazons were going…that was going to be where the party was.

On the east side of the Willamette River was a complex, and in the complex was the Moda Center.

State of the art, capable of holding 20,000 people, and this was where the Overseers were holding their games.

The games were simple. Run fast, throw stuff, jump over things. And in the center of the field, on a dais to be raised, were the prizes.

Men.

Naked men with penises.

Men to be ravaged, their cocks dissolved in the alien pussies, and discarded.

Men no longer.

And on this day the Overseers had gathered to watch the games. They had their favorites, bets were enormous, and the biggest prize was to be an unusual earthling with a very large cock.

They came for Lane, four Overseers, wearing their finest, skin tight outfits, their helmets and visors polished to the glint.

They released his chains and dragged him through the basement, up to the street and to a truck.

Lane was super conscious. He had never been so abused in his life, and never so chock full of energy. He rippled under the skin, feeling the massive energies waiting to be tapped into.

He watched as they tossed him in the truck, he felt the road bumps as they transported him to the Moda Center.

He lay, as if in wait, as they pulled him out of the truck, picked him up, and carried him into the stadium.

He watched through slitted eyes, almost awake, waiting for that moment, and they carted him across the stadium.

The massed Overseers erupted in frantic screams.

The roar was a massive outpouring of emotion.

This was why Overseers conquered planets and races.

This was the celebration of themselves as a species.

They put Lane on a raised platform on the dais. He was the grand prize.

They chained him down, on his back, and his huge penis thrust upwards.

They left him to the adulation of the crowd.

And the games began.

Silithians and Amazons moved in on the Moda Center.

Now their numbers were able to be counted. And three thousand was a sizable number.

Moda Center, however, held over 20,000 aliens, and the stadium was filled to capacity.

Silithia and Nyoka moved closer. Their truck crept into the very parking lot.

They were almost ready.

The women surrounding the stadium held their weapons, slithered under car, around corners, and only waited for the order to be given.

Silithia looked at Nyoka.

“Ready?”

“Ready.

Silithia reached for the microphone. She took in her breath to give the order, and—

KNOCK! KNOCK!

It was a heavy knock, too heavy to be ignored.

Every woman in the back of the big rig turned and stared.

The doors were locked from the inside. Four thick bolts that locked the door, shot into the bottom and the top of the box.

Incredibly, the doors began to bend, then the bolts began to bend.

CANK! One bolt snapped and shot through the air, bounced off the ceiling, and fortunately hit no one.

The other bolts bent, then the door was pulled open.

Silithia stared. “You!”

The games that day were the best in most Overseers memories.

They had secured the planet and the women had had a chance to train properly, and…the games were wonderful.

New records were set.

Old champs were dethroned.

The crowd was constantly screaming.

On the dais the men gathered as prizes huddled and stared out in fear.

Lane lay on the central ‘bed,’ and watched with interest.

He could feel himself breathing harder. He could feel his pulse racing. If anticipation is worse than death itself, then it could be said that anticipation is better than killing somebody.

Of course, that’s a moot argument when it comes to Warlocks.

And, as the afternoon wore on, as the games came to a conclusion, Lane opened his eyes, wider, wider, and he held his smile in.

He had a sense of humor, and he was about to play a joke on the Overseers.

Of course, they wouldn’t think it was a joke.

Sam stood at the back of the truck, the doors flung aside.

“Me,” he grinned, and there was in that grin enough savagery to put fear in the heart of a lion.

Nyoka hung back just a bit. But she recognized him.

“You’re here,” Silithia managed to speak into the face of Sam’s rage.

“Oh, yeah. You think you’re going to have all the fun?”

Fun. He thought of combat as fun.

Silithia knew there was nothing she could do but accede to him. “What do you want us to do?”

Sam took in the gear in the truck, he knew it for a command center, and he intuited what the women were about to do.

Three thousand women against 20,000. Not a fair fight, and doomed to failure.

He smiled, and Nyoka would later say she almost peed in her panties. Which was quite a statement as she didn’t wear any.

He said: “Don’t let them out.”

Then he left.

Silithia grabbed the microphone and spoke into the ears of three thousand women. “A man is going into the stadium. Let him pass. After that, do not let anybody out!”

She turned to Nyoka and sagged, “Oh, my God.”

Nyoka was shaking and near fell to her knees.

In the stadium the games were over and a large Overseer stepped up on the platform.

She looked down on the seemingly helpless form of Lane.

He looked like a woman. He had breasts, probably how he escaped notice for all the years of Overseer rule.

But he hadn’t escaped now.

The Overseer grinned, showed her teeth, and threw a leg over him.

Sam entered the stadium, and walked down a long hall. Nobody noticed him because they were all crowded at the entrances to the stadium, watching the winner of the games throw a leg over a helpless looking female with a large penis.

Sam stopped behind the Overseers and watched.

Something was telling him to wait, and he always paid attention to God.

She sank down on Lane and began to grind.

Every woman in the stadium, every Overseer chanted in time to her rocking hips.

Back and forth, up and down, twist and grind.

The Overseer smiled as she was filled, and her happiness caused the enzymes to release and flood into her vagina.

Soon the earthling would feel the pain, and he would writhe and scream, and he would give her the ride of her life.

She moved, she watched his face, and…and she frowned.

He was not screaming.

He was not frantically trying to throw her off.

He was…smiling.

He was smiling because he was awake, and he knew a truth no Overseer knew.

Give a man pleasure, appreciation, or other happy things, and he gains energy.

Pain, though refused by humans, is just more energy to a warlock, and Lane was absorbing the terrible pain of her vaginal enzymes and making it into his own.

Suddenly the Overseer bucked and stared upward in shock. She felt the pain. If the enzymes didn’t have a penis to dissolve, they backed up and caused the woman great pain, and she felt the great pain.

She screamed, tried to get off the earthling.

He lifted his hands and snapped the chains. He caught her wrists and held her down.

She began to wiggle and writhe. She screamed, and every woman in the stadium stood up.

Now the stadium was silent, except for the terrible shrieks of one female Overseer.

It went on for a minute, then the pain became too much, her innards were damaged too much, and she collapsed.

But she didn’t fall, she was pushed off the earthling.

His penis was still big, but it wasn’t throbbing, now it was like his whole body was throbbing, and even growing larger.

He stood up, snapping the chains around his body, his legs.

He stood up and faced the assembled Overseers.

Nobody said a word. Not a word.

Unprecedented.

Nothing like this had ever happened.

Then a lone clapping began.

Clap. Clap. Clap.

The stadium was so silent everybody heard it, and everybody turned towards the far exit.

Sam pushed through the women. He looked big, fierce, and he clapped.“Well done, brother.”

And it finally hit the Overseers.

“Men!” screamed somebody. Then more screams were heard, saying the word ‘man’ in both English and Overseerian.

And the women surged forward.

Outside, the Amazons and Silithians braced their shoulders against exit doors. Nothing happened for a while, then an Overseer’s body came flying out of the stadium, making a hole in the roof and flying over the parking lot.

“Brother! I didn’t know you would be here!” Lane said, fully awakened to his Warlord potential, cracking heads together and throwing bodies to the side.

“It’s like a grand vacation, isn’t it? Do you remember the time we had to fight the dinosaurs in that valley…what was it called?” He stepped on Amazons, threw them on the ground and stepped on their heads.

A paralo ray gun crackled and was ignored. To give a Warlock pain is to give him energy, he just transmutes the pain into energy, and uses it as his own.

“The dinos called it Gruackler Valley, but hell if I know what it means.” He picked up an Overseer and used her like a scythe, mowing down bodies, then he released her, sailed her right through the roof and over the parking lot.

“I remember that! Those were great times, eh?” He used a particularly obnoxious Overseer like a bowling ball, throwing her through the massed ranks of the women who had been trying to get close to him, but now weren’t so sure.

At first nothing happened. Just a frightening roar of savagery. Then bodies started pushing at the doors.

Pushing and screaming and trying to get out.

But the warriors were prepared. A dozen women in the exit ramps couldn’t dislodge thirty or forty women who pushed back, and even backed trucks up against the doors.

More bodies flew through the roof.

More screams.

It went on a long time.

A couple of hours.

Then it stopped.

A few groans, but…no more screams.

And, an hour later Silithia and Nyoka decided to open the doors and see what had happened.

The two women walked over the Overseers who had been killed on the exit ramp. They were battered, broken, trampled, and even torn apart.

Then into the stadium.

Over and around broken bodies.

Down steps to the field, and there, in the middle of the field, sitting on a dais beside which was a broken, smoldering Overseer, Sam and Lane sat and chatted amiably.

They were both naked. Lane hadn’t had any clothes on, and Sam’s had been ripped off during the two hour combat of being immersed in Overseers.

“The way you ripped that king in two was wonderful…”

“You remember that?”

“Oh yes, and I even borrowed that move a century later. It was..oh, Hi, girls.”

Silithia and Nyoka approached the men slowly, warily.

“It’s okay, it’s all over. We’re going back to sleep again.”

Lane nodded and yawned. “Yeah, I feel like a good snooze. This has been a nice dream though, hasn’t it? But I have to say, I’ll miss those boobs I had. They were big.”

“A man who falls in love with his own chest,” Sam chuckled.

“Well, that’s warlocks for you…”

Silithia stepped closer. “I know Sam, but…you’re a warlock, too?”

Lane looked at Sam and grinned. “She doesn’t know, does she?”

“Nope. Hasn’t figured it out, yet. This is Silithia, and the wall flower behind her,” Sam grinned, “Is Nyoka, Queen of the Amazons.”

“Charmed, ladies.”

“Figured what out?” asked Silithia.

Sam turned to her, “Every man is a potential warlock. We sleep, but when needed, we turn into what we have to be. God’s will, you know.”

“Every man?” asked Nyoka, so stunned she could hardly speak.

“Yep.”

And Sam said: “Think about that before you feminize somebody. Make sure they really want it. You feminize the wrong guy, and…” he shrugged and waved a hand over the field, indicated the thousands of dead Overseers.


Epilogue

By the end of the day, no reason to stick around, Sam returned to his motorcycle and sped off. He wouldn’t be able to travel so fast on the way back, and he would have to watch the gas. God had no further use for him and his life was up to him.

Silithia and Nyoka began mop up operations, but the back of the Overseers had been broken. The leaders of the alien race had all been in Portland, watching the games.

Now the Amazons and the Silithians had paralo ray guns, and all the other high tech goodies that the Overseers had had, and they put them to good use against the alien invaders.

Shantu, having found the weapon who Silithia needed, recovered from her torture and was a hero.

Anna wandered out of the dungeon, a broken and confused woman. She wandered through Portland, wasting away, sobbing over how unfair life was, and disappeared into the surrounding countryside.

Nobody helped her, nobody cared about her, for they all knew she was a traitor to her race.

And the grand conclusion, made months later, after the Overseers had been sent back to their planet with their tails between their legs, was that the Overseers were a Godless people.

And a people without a God have no one to protect them at the end of times.

Lane traveled the country. He was asleep as a warlock, but the world needed repopulating, and he was up for the task.

Warlocks always are.

And as for Sam…Shiela was waiting.

END
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Feminization Cures Insomnia!

He should have considered the side effects!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Don’t you wish there was a magic pill that could cure everything?

A pill that would fix dementia or Alzheimer's, cancer or heart attack’s?

A pill that would make your kid able to play better than Mozart?

A pill that would make all cops honest?

A pill that would make a criminal honest or an addict straight?

Or, how about a pill that would make a man into a woman?

Wouldn’t that be nice? Give a bozo a pill and he suddenly turns into a woman?

“But, wait a minute, that wouldn’t work! You could make a man into a woman, but you could never make a man smarter.

Well, it was a thought.

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Here’s a pill, honey.”

George looked at his wife. He looked at the little white pill in her hand. He looked at his wife. “What’s this for?”

“Insomnia.”

“Oh, good!” He took the pill, popped it into his mouth, and smiled.

George had been having a lot of trouble sleeping. He was a handsome fellow, a little on the chubby side, but even features, thick, brown hair, and trusting eyes.

“Wait!” blurted Sarah. “Don’t you want to know about the side effects?”

Sarah was a looker, and a keeper, and a babe. She was the same height as George, which irked her that she couldn’t wear heels without making him look small, had lush blonde hair, green eyes, and a fantastic bosom.

“Side effects?” George blinked a few times. “What side effects?”

“I don’t know, but there are always side effects!”

George gulped. The pill was long gone, but…but he had just taken it, no thought, trusting his wife, and…side effects?

“How do we find out?” he asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Where’d you get it?”

“From Lana.”

“Lana? You got a pill for insomnia from Lana?”

Lana was the biggest practical joker this side of The Comedy Store. In fact, she was a comedian who often played The Comedy Store. When she wasn’t going through boyfriends faster than a Veg-a-matic.

“Well, I didn’t think…I mean…she’s always so nice, and…”

George listened to his wife blather and he started to worry. Really worry. Finally he cut her off and said, “You’ve got to find out what it does. Really does. I need to know if I need to go to the hospital and get my stomach pumped.”

“Oh, honey. You don’t need to do that!”

“Oh? How about the time she switched your birth control pills for Vicodin? You were loopy half the day, and you might have even gotten pregnant!”

“But she wouldn’t…” Sarah stopped talking and started thinking. The fact was…Lana might do something weird, that pill could be…anything. “I’ll call her right now.”

Sarah picked up her cell phone and hit a number. She put the phone on speaker and George sat down next to her and put a finger to his lips as the phone rang.

“Don’t let her know I’m listening.”

“George, she—Oh, Hi Lana!”

“Sarah! Honey! Did you hear about the lawyer who took viagra? He grew taller! Ha ha! Isn’t that a gas?”

“Uh, yeah. Listen, Lana, I—“

“I’m working on new material. I’m doing a lawyers convention later in the month. What’s the difference between a lawyer and a jellyfish?” She didn’t wait, but blurted out the answer, “One’s a spineless, poisonous blob. The other is a form of sea life. Ha ha! Isn’t that a gas! Hey, you know how to get a lawyer out of a tree? Cut the rope! Oh, ha! Man, this is good stuff. Did you—“

“Lana!” Sarah shouted, “What does that pill you gave me do?”

“Insomnia. Did you hear the one about—“

There was only one way to talk to Lana, and that was to constantly interrupt her. “It cures insomnia?”

“I’m not sure, I got it at a party last night. Guy said it would keep me up all…wait a minute, he said it would keep him up all night…No…that’s not…I don’t know. But it either puts you to sleep or keeps you awake. I’m not sure.”

“Lana, think carefully. This is a drug, and—“

“You know what LSD stands for? Longer, strong drugs. Get it? L and S and D. Longer…” she dissolved into a spit of laughing at her own cleverness.

Next to Sarah George was groaning and putting his head in his hands.

Sarah tried again. “Lana, this is important…I’ve got to know what that pill does!”

“Why, did you take it? Whoo! Get ready for a trip. Do you know how many lawyer jokes there are? None. They’re all true! Ha ha ha!”

Sarah gritted her teeth as George gave a moan of despair. “Lana, who did you get the pill from?”

“Who? Oh, God. I can’t remember the name of every man who—wait a minute. It was that George guy, married to a girl named, let’s see…Sarah! Yeah! That was—“

“Lana, I’m going to tell everybody on Facebutt that you’re not funny.”

Total silence.

“I’ll tell everybody that you’re a pedophile. No…better than that…I’ll tell everybody that you’re a politician.”

“Hold on, girlfriend, you’re playing dirty now!”

“Then who did you sleep…who gave you the pill?”

“Okay…wait a minute. He gave me his card.”

The sound of Lana shuffling around in her purse, then, “Here we go. His name is Thomas Esquire. No…sorry, my eyesight is blurry in the morning. Thomas Jansen, Esquire. What a weird name. Thomas Esq—“

“What’s his number?”

“Oh, here it is,” and Lana read it off. As she read it Sarah typed it into her phone.

“Okay, I’m—“

“Wait a minute, Do you know the difference between the lawyer and the gigolo? The lawyer only screws one person at a—“

Click.

“Oh, God! She got the pill from a lawyer.”

Lawyers were the lowest form of life in the universe. And that was no joke!

“Well, I’m calling him,” Sarah said. She tapped her phone and the ringing started.

It rang once and a woman’s voice answered, “Law offices, may I help you?”

“I’d like to speak to Thomas Jansen.”

“And what is this about?”

That stopped Sarah for a long second, “Uh…it’s about…uh…my name is Sarah.”

“Yes, Sarah. Why do you wish to speak to Thomas?”

George was now on his feet, wringing his hands and walking in circles. All this talk, and the pill was working inside his gut!

“Ma’am?”

“Look. He was at a party last night, and he gave my friend a pill. I need to know what was in the pill.”

“I’m sorry?”

Yes, you are, you bitch!

Lana tried, “My name is Lana. I was with Tom, and he got me pregnant.” That should do it!

“Let me give you the number of Thomas’s lawyer…”

“Wait! Wait! I lied!” Now she was desperate. She blurted, “I lied! There’s no pill or pregnancy. I didn’t want to tell you the truth because I was afraid your line might be tapped.”

Now the receptionist listening.

“My name is Margaret Dumont. I distribute drugs in Washington, DC, and I need help in moving ten million dollars.”

“I’ll put you through. Please hold.”

Sarah sighed, and George collapsed on the couch.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” he muttered.

“Hello? Thomas Jansen here.”

“Mr. Jansen, my name is Sarah, and I need to know what was in the pill you gave to Lana last night.”

Silence.

“Look, my husband took it and we just need to know…what was in that pill?”

“Uh…”

“If you don’t tell me I’ll tell your wife about all your girlfriends.”

It was a shot in the dark, but it worked.

“Look, I don’t know. I got it out of the medicine cabinet and gave it to, uh…what was your friend’s name?”

“Lana.”

“Yes. I gave it to Lana.”

“Why would you do that?”

“She wouldn't stop with those stupid lawyer jokes! She was driving me crazy and I had to stop her! The pill was laying there and I figured it was a sleeping pill or something.”

“You gave her a pill and you didn’t know…”

“Look, do you have insurance?”

“Yes, but what does that—“

“We can file a claim, it’s easy to collect from insurance companies, and we can—“

“Where was the party?”

“What party?”

“The party where you got the pill you gave to Lana which she gave to me and I gave to my husband and he swallowed. That pill.”

“Oh.”

“Tell me or wife finds out about your hidden bank accounts!”

“No! No! Not that! It was at 1435 Swisser Dr. Oh, God! Don’t tell my wi—“

Sarah hung up, then stood up. “Come on.”

“Where?”

“Swisser Dr.”

“Oh, no!” George put a hand to his forehead.

“What? What’s happening?”

“I think I’m getting a boner!”

Sarah stared at him. “But you always get boners!”

“Yeah, but the pill…”

“Come on,” she shoved him. “I’ll drive.”

They drove into Hollywood Hills, and all the way to 1435 George was sweating and mumbling to himself.

“It’s a boner, and it’s not going down!”

“They usually don’t, not until you screw,” Sarah observed calmly.

“Yes, but this is different…this is different!”

Sarah drove around a sweeping turn and saw the house ahead. It was a modern edifice made of sandstone and glass. It had a view of the city out to Santa Monica, and there were half a dozen cop cars in the driveway and parked in the street.

Sarah stopped and stared.

George looked up and groaned.

Somebody honked behind them, so Sarah pulled over to the side of the road.

George  suddenly pulled his zipper down and took out his cock. Yes, it was hard. Not unusually so, not extra big or small, just…stiff.

“What are you doing?”

“I’ve got to cum! I’ve got to make this dick go down!”

“George! Don’t panic! You don’t even know…”

But George was pounding on his pud. His hand was a blur and his eyes were closed.

Sarah sighed. “Wait here. I’ll be back.”

Leaving George to his stroking, Sarah got out and walked down the street and up to the door of 1435.

Through the front window she could see a half a dozen cops smoking cigars and drinking beer. they appeared to be laughing.

She knocked, heard the sound of people moving, then the door opened.

The cop was tall and stern, he had a face that could be used to frighten children. “Yes?”

“I need to look in the medicine cabinet.”

The cop blinked. “What for?”

“I need to check the drugs in there.”

“You got an FOIA?” He pronounced it foe-ah.

“A what-a?”

“FOIA,” he repeated. “Freedom of Information Act.”

“I just want to see what they are.”

“Sorry,” he started to close the door.

“Wait!”

“Yeah?”

“Never mind.”

He closed the door.

Sarah listened and the rumble of conversation started up in the house.

She walked around the side of the house, through the side gate, and found a door into the garage.

She broke the window in the top of the door and reached in and twisted the knob.

“Fuck,” she whispered. The door wasn’t locked.

She crossed the empty garage and entered the house.

She could hear the voices in the living room.

“I told her I’d run her in…she was all too willing to cooperate then…”

Laughter.

“Tell us again how hard she sucked you.”

Sarah frowned in disgust.

“I tell ya, she could have sucked a golf ball through a garden hose! She sucked so hard my asshole puckered. She sucked…”

His voice faded as Sarah moved down the hallway.

She came to a room and opened the door. Guest room.

She closed the door, and heard sounds.

Her eyebrows dipped, then she realized what it was. She went to the master bedroom and looked in.

A cop had his pants down and a woman had her dress up. The cop’s white ass moved up and down and the woman was mumbling, “Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

On the other side of the room, past the bed, was the bathroom.

Sarah took a deep breath and walked across the bedroom.

The cop looked up, his face was red and sweaty. The woman was looking at her fingernails and saying, “Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

They ignored her.

The bathroom was large with an over-sized tub, and she went to the sink and opened the medicine cabinet.

Pills. Lots of pills. Green ones, red ones, furry pills, smelly pills, pills for everything except…they weren’t labeled.

But she saw a white pill and picked it up.

She had no clue what it was, but…she had one. She could have it analyzed. She turned and exited the bathroom. She walked past the madly fucking cop and the woman chanting, “Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

Down the hallway, turned into the kitchen and was about to go out the garage door when she stopped.

Something about this whole set up was screwy.

Cops drinking beer and smoking cigars, a cop fucking in the bedroom, what was this place?

She turned and walked into the living room.

All the cops froze.

There were eight of them, and they were sitting in chairs around a coffee table. The table was filled with ashtrays that were overflowing, empty cans of beer, hard stuff, and…pills. And grass. And…and every kind of drug known to man.

“Who are you?” blurted one of the cops, looking extremely guilty and like he was trying to bluff it out.

Lana held out her hand, “What kind of a pill is this?”

The cops all peered at her hand.

“Looks like RD43.”

“What’s RD43?”

Nobody said anything.

Sarah didn’t know what the cops were doing here, but she knew something was off.

“So what is this place? Why are all those drugs on the table? What are you guys doing?”

One of the cops blurted, “We could arrest you.”

Sarah flipped up her phone and began snapping photos.

The cops all turned and tried to hide their faces.

“Okay, let’s try it again. What is this place?”

“Gimme that phone!” one of the cops stood up menacingly.

“No.”

“Obstruction of justice…” he began moving towards her. Other cops were moving, too, and Sarah realized she was never going to get out of the room.

“The pics are already in the cloud. So it’s your malfeasance versus my obstruction of justice. You want me to show the judge the evidence?”

“Aw…wait a minute.”

The cops stopped moving and looked around like guilty school boys.

“So what is this place.”

“If we tell you will you lose those pics?”

“You answer my questions and they’re gone.”

The cops looked around at each other, and one, the one with stripes on his arm, said, “We do stings up here.”

“Stings?”

“Yeah, we lay out some drugs and people take them then we can arrest them.”

“So what’s this drug? This RD43?” she held out her hand.

The cops gathered around a looked at it.

“Isn’t that the super viagra?” said one.

“No. That’s morning after.”

“We got that?”

“That’s the one that’s supposed to be for insomnia.”

Now Sarah was getting closer.

“Insomnia?”

“But it doesn’t really do that.”

“What does it do?”

But the cops were blank.

“So how do I find out?”

One of the cops took out a cell phone. “Let me call Charley. He was on duty last night.

He pressed the face of his phone and everybody heard a ringing coming from the other end of the house.

The cops all looked surprised, then everybody turned and walked through the kitchen and down the hallway.

“Oh, baby! Oh, baby!”

But now it was the man’s voice, and the woman blurted, out, “Oh, fuck!” She didn’t sound too happy.

The cops entered the bedroom, followed by Sarah, and were treated to the sight of the white-assed cop arching his back, holding his head back and spewing.

“Charley?”

“Shit, he’s been back here the whole time?”

“I hope the camera’s not running.”

Charley kept spewing, his ass tightening and loosening, his cheeks squeezing and letting go.

“Oh, fuck! You said you wasn’t going to cum in me!”

The woman under him was hitting him in the chest.

All the cops, except Charley, were grinning now.

“Hey, Lucy,” said one of the cops. “I see you lowered your standards.”

“Ah, fuck you! You guys promised me a party and this is what I get? I ain’t pullin’ the train, I’ll tell ya that!”

She pushed and wiggled and finally managed to get out from under Charley.

She stood up, straightened her dress glowered, and marched out of the room. Big drops of squirtem dripped on the floor behind her.

Charley lay on his rather large belly for a moment, then he turned over.

His penis was a small slug. And that was still hard. As it began to shrivel it ended up about as big as a ten year olf boy’s.

“Oh, hey, guys. What’s happening?”

The cops turned to Sarah, and she stepped forward. “Is this RD 43? And if it isn’t, what is it? And if it is…what does it do?”

Charley took the pill and squinted, then tilted his head. “No. That’s DR34.”

“What does it do?”

“Not exactly sure, but it’s supposed to be triggered when a guy cums.”

“What?”

“Yeah. It’s harmless, doesn’t do anything, but if a guy takes one and has an orgasm, and releases his sperm before it’s out of his system, something is supposed to happen?

Sarah suddenly gasped.

When she had left George he had been jacking off!

She turned and ran from the room. Behind her voices muttered and asked, “Where’s she going?”

And: “She better lose those pictures.”

The cops all looked at each other and charged after Sarah.

Sarah ran through the house, her arms pumping and her knees going up and down. She turned into the foyer just as the cops ran down the hallway.

She opened the door and ran down the walk, the cops spilled out of the house, yelling for her to stop.

Down the street her car was lightly shaking. George’s arm was still going up and down.

“George! No! Don’t do it!”

Sarah ran down the sidewalk and the cops were right behind her.

“Come back here!”

“Stop!”

“Police! Stop!”

Sarah reached the car just as the cops reached her.

She reached for the door handle, and the cops grabbed her arms.

“Let me go!”

In the car George was pounding the pud for all he was worth. His eyes were closed and his teeth were gritted.

“Don’t do it, George! Don’t jack off!”

But George was in his own world.

“George!”

Held by the police, Sarah watched as George finally climaxed. He grunted and arched his back. Semen shot up to the roof of the car, big, long spurts.

“Holy shit!” said one of the cops. “Look at that guy go!”

Then all the cops were gathered around the car, hands and faces pressed to the windows.

George squirted and squirted, and slowly came back to earth.

He smiled. He let go of his penis.

Good dripped from the ceiling and got on his face.

He wiped a bit of goo off his cheek and into his mouth.

He opened his eyes…and saw the cops.

“AIIEEEEE!”

And the cops took out their billy clubs and ripped open the door.

George was arrested for public masturbation.

Sarah was arrested for obstructing justice.

Sarah’s phone was confiscated as evidence.

And the day wore on.

“I want to speak to Thomas Jansen.” Sarah had finally gotten her phone call, and he was the only lawyer she knew.

The receptionist said, “I’m sorry, but—“

“Tell Tommy boy that I’m on the phone with his wife in two minutes.”

“One moment, please.”

Sarah stood by the phone and waited. She wondered if Thomas had been boffing his secretary. She was pretty sure he had, because—

“Hello?”

“Thomas! Come get George and I out of jail!”

“Who are you?”

“I called earlier about the pill.”

“Well, you’ll have to see a bail bonds man and—“

“It’s eleven. I expect to be out of here by noon, and no charges.”

Silence.

“I don’t think you know anything. I don’t have any girlfriends or secret accounts.”

Again, Sarah took a shot in the dark. “How about your secretary?”

Sigh.

“Okay. But I’m going to have to drive all the way downtown and call in some deals and—“

Click. Sarah hung up.

Thomas Jansen, Esquire, may have been a philandering money laundering, drug dealing lawyer, but he was as good as his word.

Sarah and George walked out of the police station at 11:58.

The police had returned their car, and even Sarah’s phone.

“Those sons of bitches,” snarled Sarah. “Where’s my pictures?”

They had, of course, wiped it cleaner than Hillary Clinton’s butt.

George was a bit dazed by the morning. He was emotionally exhausted by the knowledge that he had taken something dangerous, and Sarah actually hadn’t had the time to tell him about the pill.

They got into the car, Sarah behind the wheel, and headed for home.

“George?”

He looked at her.

“About that pill you took.”

“Yes?” he stared at her hopefully.

“I don’t know what it does, but whatever it does starts if you jack off.”

“What? But I already masturbated!”

“I noticed,” she said drily.

“And I’m all right. That pill must have been a placebo or something.”

“I don’t know, and neither do you, but we’re going to have to keep a watch on you.”

“Okay.”

“And no more sex.”

“What?”

“Look, if an orgasm trigger that pill, then we have to avoid all orgasms.”

“But I jacked off once, so it’s triggered, so what does it matter?”

“It matters because if that pill does something to you…I don’t want to catch it.”

“You can’t catch, uh…head ache relief from a person who takes a pill!”

“How do you know? What if every pill you take had an effect on me? Do you want me to get sick?”

“Well, I don’t—“

“The answer is no! You don’t want to risk giving me whatever that pill gave you.”

George was saddened, for he did love sex. And it didn’t make much sense, getting sick from a pill somebody else took. But Sarah seemed pretty adamant.

For that matter, Sarah was saddened. She, too, loved sex. But she was a bit pissed at George, so she decided to teach him a lesson. If he believed that bull about getting sick from a pill somebody else took, that was his problem.

“But I need sex! It’s part of my life style!”

“You and eight billion other people,” she snapped back.

“But—“

Sarah softened a little.

“Look, we can do other things. Mutual masturbation. Oral sex…if you wear a rubber. I can poke my finger up your butt…I’ve got some latex gloves.

George sat in the passenger seat and glumly considered his sexless future.

“Well, I don’t think it’s fair,” he muttered.

He sat in the passenger seat the rest of the way home and sulked.

Finally, Sarah turned into their driveway and parked the car.

For the next two days life went on.

Thomas Jansen sent them a bill, which Sarah crumpled up and threw away.

George got hornier and hornier.

Normally he was a twice a week man, but now that he had been cut off he wanted it every day.

“Come on, honey,” he followed her around the house like a rabid puppy, looking for an excuse to hump her leg. “A little sex won’t hurt you?”

“Yeah, but what if I get something that might get triggered by an orgasm?”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“But, honey…”

By the end of the week Sarah was fed up with his begging. She was avoiding him, and didn’t want to have sex, and…finally she had had enough.

“Please, honey…?”

“All right,” she sighed and put down the book she was reading. It was a good book, too. Sissy Ride: The Book, by Grace somebody.

Some guy gets his computer hacked, then he gets blackmailed into all sorts of shenanigans.

She wished she could blackmail George into stopping his constant whining.

But she couldn’t, so she finally decided to give him what he wanted. A lot of what he wanted. More than what he wanted.

She took his hand and dragged him back to the bedroom.

This was what George wanted, but Sarah’s attitude was pretty stern and he was starting to worry.

“Lay there,” she said, pushing him towards the bed.

“Are you sure?” he looked at her doubtfully.

“Look, George, you beg for sex, and when I prepare to give it to you…you chicken out.”

“But I wanted to put my dick in you!”

“And I wanted a husband who wouldn’t take pills and risk all sorts of complications. I guess we’re both going to be disappointed.”

She took ties out of his closet and faced him.

“Well? Get those clothes off!”

George moved slowly, but there’s only so much slow in the world, then he was at the end of his clothes and he had to go through with it.

George climbed on the bed, still wearing socks, and Sarah pushed him onto his back.

“Okay, honey. Sex, you wanted.”

She wrapped the ties around one wrist, then the other, fastened them to the bed posts.

George looked up at the posts and worried. They had done this before, and it had been fun, but now…”             

She wrapped the ties around his ankles and tied them to the bed posts at the bottom of the bed.

George lay there, and his boner was up.

Sarah ran her fingers down his sides, clawed him, tickled him, and grinned.

This was sort of fun. Every time they had done this before she had been sort of squeamish, but now, a little angry, she was starting to get into it.

George shrieked, then laughed, and his member bounced fiercely.

Sarah was getting hot now. She had intended to tease him mercilessly, but now, having him under her thumb, she was starting to feel the heat.

She grabbed his testicles and pulled, and twisted, and slapped them.

George yelled some more, so she got out the penis gag and stuck it in his mouth. She fastened the strap behind his head, and now she was smiling broadly.

“I like you like this, George. We’re going to have to do this more often.”

She stroked him, slapped his balls, then finally pulled on the latex gloves.

George was now alarmed. Yes, they had played this game before, but now it was like she meant business. She was so much more intense now.

“Humppfguu!” he said from his gag.

“What’s that, honey? I can’t hear you.”

Then she stopped and laughed. “I remember what you always say when I say something and you don’t want to hear it. ‘Twat did you say? I cunt hear you. I must have an ear infucktion, Oh, well, I’ll finger it out later.”

She laughed merrily, and George groaned.

“Don’t like your own medicine,” and she tickled him some more.

Then she greased up her fingers and went exploring.

“Omhggeeth!”

Sarah grinned. “Speak English. Now, let’s see, the prostate was here somewhere. Should be right about here…”

George’s eyes opened wide.

“HGEEuokk!”

“Him, I really must get a hearing aid. You know, I feel the little walnut…if I rub it gently it’s supposed to make you squirt.”

George closed his eyes and groaned.

“Feels good, eh? Would you like that? Get yourself a prostate orgasm? You know, some people call it an anal orgasm, and I even heard one person refer to it as a sissygasm. Would you like that, George, have yourself a big, old sissygasm? Squirt your sissy juices all over the place? Would you?

George shook his head, but the problem was that he liked it. It felt good, her finger wiggling like a worm.

And he did feel like he was going to pee, but not really pee, more like…sort of cum. but…what the hell was happening down there?

“Well, maybe two fingers will do it?”

After a minute, George getting looser and looser, Sarah said, “Maybe three fingers?”

Now George was crying with pleasure, and he felt close…but still far.

He was jerking his hips, supposedly trying to get her fingers out of him, but really trying to hump her fist.

Sarah took her hand out. “God, that’s fun. We should have been doing this all along. You like it, don’t you?”

George stared at her.

“Tell me you like it. Nod your head, or…or…I’ll let you go.”

What a quandary. He wanted to be free, but not at the expense of his pleasure.

He froze, wanted to shake his head, nod his head, and squirt to the high heavens.

“Cat got your tongue, eh?”

Sarah slithered off the bed and removed her panties.

Let’s replace that cat with a pussy. Pussy’s got your tongue, eh?”

She sat on his face and ground her hips down.

George could taste her. Delicious. But he was having trouble breathing.

For a long moment Sarah worked on his face, then she slid down his body.

she had been stroking and jacking, and she had had enough. All this activity…she had to have a little.

“I’m going to do you, George, but you better not have an orgasm.”

She opened a condom package and unrolled the rubbery thing onto his shaft.

Then, thinking about it, she put another one on him, and another one.

George couldn’t feel a thing down there, he throbbed and pulsed and he was so hard, and…and…

Sarah sat on him.

Oh, it felt good. It was heaven! Only a week, and she was already desperate.

So much for punishing George for his pill stupidity.

George was almost there, but he couldn’t feel enough.

He knew she was on him, he could feel here, but the sensation was blunted.

Sarah moved and grooved, she twisted her hips and pulled on her nips, and it didn’t take long.

“UNHHH!” She arched, then bent forward, her hands holding her above George.

George stared up, felt the snapping turtle, and…it was enough.

“UNHHH! FUUUU! GAAAAH!”

He squirted into the rubber, and therein lay the tragedy of our story.

It wasn’t that George wasn’t supposed to cum, that wouldn’t trigger the pill. Heck, he could pull on his weenie all day long and the pill wouldn’t have triggered.

It was climaxing while inside a vagina!

Even though he was separated from her flesh by several layers of rubber, he was inside her, and deep down in his DNA the changes were triggered.

“You came!” laughed Sarah. “Through all those rubbers! you couldn’t feel a thing, and yet you…” then she stopped talking and stared at George. “Oh, fuck! she whispered in horror.


Part Two

George’s face was contorting. It was shifting, bulging, the bulges moving all around.

It was like he was one of those bad movies where the hero, or villain, was changing into a monster.

His face shifted, the fat moving across. His lips bulged, then returned to normal, then bulged again.

And his body was really transforming.

It was getting smaller, shorter, and he shrieked as the change pulled on the ties holding him down. Then he was stretched, like he was on the rack, and his body was getting more slender, pulled tight.

His chest began to bulge, his waist began to shrink, his hips got rounder.

“No!Aiiie! Stop!”

At first Sarah jumped back and stared in horror, then she realized she had to do something.

She moved forward and tried to undo the knots in the ties, but now the knots were stretched tight an her long nails couldn’t work into the knots.

George screamed louder.

His chest was forming, the pectorals getting larger and becoming mounds.

Through her fear Sarah realized: Tits! He’d getting tits!

Then she looked at his penis, it was shrinking! Suddenly it fell out of the rubbers, horrified, she reached forward and grabbed the rubbers and flung them away, and still his penis kept shrinking!

“Oh, George!”

She cried.

He was beyond pain now, his joints were shrieking.

“Get…knife…” he moaned.

Sarah ran down the hall into the kitchen, pulled open a drawer so hard some of the silverware slipped out. She grabbed a big, sharp knife and back.

George’s boobs were bigger. His nipples were also bigger, and they were stiff and pointing up toward the ceiling.

George was trying to wiggle, but he could barely move. The ties were cutting into his wrists and ankles.

And his hair! It was now a long mess under his head.

She slipped the knife over one of the ties and drew it back.

The good thing about the tie being taut was the material was easier to cut. It parted easily, then snapped.

George retracted his arm and was able to twist slightly. Now the tension between his right leg and his left arm was terrible.

Sarah cut and cut again, then George was only held down by tie.

There was o pressure on the material, however, and Sarah had to saw at the remaining tie.

George was cuddling into the fetal position, and she stared at his body in shock.

Breasts, long hair, long eyelashes, thin waist…his whole body had shrunk, lost weight (except in the chest), and become female.

His legs were drawn up and she couldn’t see his manhood. But the way it had been shrinking…

“George. Let me see.” She grasped one of his legs and pulled it gently.

George’s every joint hurt and he groaned, but he let himself be moved.

She pulled his leg back over and stared. His penis and balls were gone. Now he had just a bit of fur, and…labia.

He had a slit!

“George,” she whispered.

“Unhh!” he moaned, and he opened his eyes and looked at her.

“Your body…and…you’ve got a….a pussy.”

“Wha?”

Then he realized his voice had become higher pitched.

He tried talking again. “What?” And his eyes went even wider.

He hurt, but he could move, and Sarah helped him. She pulled, gently, and he managed to sit up.

He took in his thinner legs, almost void of hair.

He felt his face, the different shape of it.

He pulled his fingers through his long hair, and, finally, he felt his breasts.

The conical shape, the stiff nipples, the size of them…George fainted.

George wasn’t out for long, just a few minutes.

He came to and heard Sarah talking into the phone.

“My husband has turned into a woman!” Her voice was shaky and cracking.

He actually didn’t feel too bad. Being unconscious for a few minutes had stopped the pain from his big stretching and he sat up.

“Yes! He—George?”

She went to him then, hugged him desperately. “Oh, George.

“Over the phone the 911 operator could be heard. “Ma’am? Ma’am?”

Sobbing, Sarah spoke into the cell phone. “He’s all right! It’s okay!”

“Ma’am, I’ve got officers on the way and—“

“No! He’s okay. Call them off.” She hung up the phone and held onto George.

“What happened,” asked George. “What happened to me?” She was holding him, but he was looking at his arms, seeing how slender they were, and they were virtually hairless.

“Oh, George! You changed into a girl!”

“I…what? Let me up!”

She helped him out of bed and over to the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

He stared in horror.

He was a woman. He was six inches shorter, slender, with big, round boobs. Perky boobs for all their size, and the nipples…my God! he thought.

“But…what? How?”

“It was the pill, George. The pill did it.”

“But how?”

“It must have affected your DNA.”

“I don’t…how did this…” he kept blubbering, and Sarah kept soothing him.

“It’s okay, George. We’ll figure it out. It’s okay.”

They heard the sound of tires screeching to a stop and looked at each other.

Doors slamming and hurrying feet, then pounding on the front door.

“The police,” he whispered.

“Don’t worry, I’ll handle them. Why don’t you…put something on?”

But…what could he put on?

Sarah headed for the door and George looked around for something to wear.

In the foyer Sarah opened the door and peeked out, and realized that she was naked. She stood behind the door to cover herself.

Two cops were standing there, and she realized that she had seen them before. They had been at the house in the hills where the pill had come from.

“It’s okay, officers. It was a false alarm.”

In the bedroom George looked at his clothes.

His pants were too big and long. And his shirts…he slipped into one and it was like putting on a tent.

Oh, crap! What was he going to do?

He saw his wife’s closet door, open, and clothes hanging from the hangers.

Maybe he could…it as weird, but nothing else was going to fit him.

He called out, “Sarah?”

His voice was scratchy, he wasn’t used to the higher pitch and his call had been too soft.

He put some oomph into it and yelled, “Sarah! I need help!”

“It was all a mistake. He was passed out for a minute, but he’s fine now, and I’ll take him to the doctor for a check up later, and—

The cops were frowning, looking at her suspiciously, still, there was nothing they could do. She had refused them entry, and—

“Sarah! I need help!”

The cops looked at each other. That was they needed. They pushed on the door.

“Hey!” Sarah was forced back.

“You cuff her, I’ll see what’s happening.”

“NO! LEAVE ME ALONE!”

But the cop was much stronger than her. He just grabbed her arm and spun her and clicked the cuffs onto her wrists.

The other cop ran down the hallway towards the sound of the call for help.

George heard the officer coming and he looked around for a place to hide. He went behind the bed and crouched.

The cop burst into the room, saw George, “Ma’am? Are you all right?”

George didn't know what to say.

He was changed into a woman, he was terrified, and he shook his head, then nodded, then shook it.

The cop came around the bed and saw his body.

Slowly George stood up, trying to cover his breasts, turning a leg in to cover his sex.

The cop stared. He saw the ties, hanging from his wrists and ankles, but cut.

He saw the other half of the ties on the bed posts.

And he saw the knife.

And a bit of blood.

Sarah had accidentally nicked George when she had freed him, and there was a line of blood on one wrist, and a few dribbles on the bed.

He looked at George again.

“Don’t worry, ma’am. You’re okay now.”

The cop saw a robe hanging from a chair and picked it up. He moved forward and placed it over George’s shoulders.

George thought the cop was trying to put his arms around him. He shrieked and struggled, and now the cop was holding hi, trying to calm him down.

“Stop! Let me go!” George shrieked.

“What are you doing?” screamed Sarah. “Let my husband go!” She was trying to get loose, but the other cop had a firm grip on her cuffs.

For a long moment pandemonium reigned, then the cop realized it was a losing body and let go of George.

George fell back in the corner between the bed and wall and huddled in on himself.

“Let me go!” screamed Sarah, and turned and tried to bite the cop who was restraining her.

The cop let go and she tripped, fell backwards and sat on her ass.

“OW!” she yelled, then she wiggled over on her front, managed to get onto her knees, and knee walked back towards George.

“Come back here!”

“Let her go,” said the other cop.

They watched as she reached George. She tried to hug him, but with her arms behind her back there was’t much she could do.

Still he pressed herself against him, and he came to himself enough to put an arm around her, and they sat and cried.

The two cops stared, and one of them finally said, “I’m gonna call for a couple of female cops. No way I’m going to touch those two.”

A half hour later a pair of female officers arrived.

The two cops moved into the living room, sat down and waited.

Inside the bedroom the two officers talked to George and Sarah in soft voices.

“Come on, honey. We need to take you to the hospital. Get you checked out,” said one of the cops.

“You leave him alone,” blurted Sarah.

The two female officers glanced at one another.

One woman was calling the other by the wrong pronoun. She thought a woman was a man.

“Don’t worry, honey, we’re going to have you checked out, too.”

“We don’t want to go anywhere.”

“Sorry, ma’am, but this is a crime scene, and it looks like some bad stuff has been going down.”

“Nothing bad has been happening!”

She looked at the ties on George’s wrists and ankles and on the bedposts. She noted the blood and the knife.

“We still need to have you checked out. What if there’s something wrong with…with…Georgette?”

“Georgette?” Sarah spoke incredulously. “That’s George! That’s my husband!”

“Are you lesbian?”

“No! I am NOT a lesbian! And neither is my husband.”

Again, the two cops exchanged glances.

It took a while, and a lot of talking, but finally George agreed to go to the hospital. After all, he wanted to find out why he had turned into a woman.

Sarah didn’t want to go anywhere, but when George broke, and told her why, she agreed.

One of the officers led George out of the room. He was still in a robe and her arms were around his shoulders in consolation.

The other cop found a robe and placed it around Sarah.

Sarah looked after George and the other cop and wanted to hurry. But the female officer with her seemed to be moving slower and slower.

“What’s going on? Come on!”

The officer smiled. “First you don’t want to go, now you’re in a big hurry.”

They walked down the hallway and the two officers stood up.

Outside George got into the back of the cruiser.

the officer got into the front and put the car in gear. The car started to move.

“Hey! What about my wife?”

“Don’t worry, Georgette. She’ll be along.”

“No! Wait! I want to go with my wife!”

“My partner will bring her along.”

George was upset, but there wasn’t much he could do. He turned his head and looked back at the house.

Inside the house Sarah saw George get into the cop car through a window. Then the cop car started to move.

“Hey! Where are they…GEORGE! GEORGE!”

The cops moved in on her.

“Careful, guys. She bites.”

Sarah struggled. She kicked, and tried to bite, but there wasn’t much she could do with her hands cuffed behind her back.

One of the male cops moved in and grabbed her cuffs by the connecting chain and lifted.

“OW!” Sarah was lifted, hoisted to her tip toes, and her arms felt like they were going to go too far in the sockets.

“Come on, lady,” and the cop walked her on tippy toes out of the house.

Neighbors had come out to stare, and they got an eyeful as the robe slipped open and her breasts hung out.

Crying, spitting, still trying to bite, Sarah was walked down the walk to a patrol car. A big hand pushed her head down and she was shoved into the backseat. All the while Sarah swore and screamed.

“You mother sucking toad cocked fuck brain! You…” she went on and on, and kept yelling about suing the cops for everything they had.

George went to the hospital.

“What’s going on…your name is Georgette, right?”

George didn’t care about his name. In fact, whenever he said his name was George everybody got more confused, and more adamant about calling him Georgette. “Where’s my wife?”

The nurses were patient, the female cops were gentle, and finally a doctor managed to give him a rape kit.

“A rape kit? But why?”

“Because you were tied down and there was blood on the scene, explained the copette.

George couldn’t deny that, but he sure didn’t like it when they put him in a chair and spread his legs.

“What are you doing?”

“It’s okay, Georgette, we’ll be done in a moment.”

The doctor looked at his vagina, and George jerked and sat up and tried to close his legs.

The doctor stood up and turned away.

“Well, doc?”

“I’ve got sperm.”

“What?” George shrieked.

Then he realized, he had squirted, and what the doctor must have found were traces of his own seed!

“No, wait! That’s mine! That’s my sperm!”

The doctor glanced at the cop, and the female officer glanced at the doctor. Yeah, right. A woman gave herself sperm. Right.

“Okay, Georgette. Let’s go down to the station and you can swear out a complaint.”

“A complaint? For what?”

“You’ve obviously been raped.”

“I haven’t been raped!”

But the cops now had physical evidence. They put the robe back on George and walked him out of the hospital.

Sarah was pulled out of the cop car, screaming and kicking, yelling about the cops illegal entry and being kidnapping and she was going to sue everybody from the dog catcher to the mayor and…

The cops threw her in a cell.

“Calm down and we’ll book you.” And the cops walked away.

Since there isn’t much joy in screaming in a cell full of convicts who might break your nose, Sarah calmed down.

George was put in a room with a one way mirror. On the other side of the mirror was a video camera.

George stared at himself in the mirror.

He was beautiful, be it in a frowzy way.

He needed his hair done, his nails done, a bit of make up, and some real clothes.

But there was no denying his shape, his face, and the fact that he was a big boobed beauty.

Enough cops coming through the camera room looking at him was proof.

Two women entered the room and sat down. One was the female cop who had taken her to the hospital, the other was just a psychiatrist.

“Hello, Sarah. I’m Doctor Silverman. Let’s talk about your unfortunate incident.”

“What incident?”

“The sexual incident.”

“What sexual incident?”

“You were found tied to a bed, there was blood and a knife. That sexual incident.”

Sarah protested for a while, then the cop, bad cop to Dr. Silverman’s good cop, snapped, “What about that sperm, huh?”

“That was my sperm!”

Silverman didn’t bat an eye.

“Look, you’ve got to understand, I’m a man!”

Silverman smiled gently. “And where’s your penis?”

“It’s…I…I don’t know. But I swear…I’m a man!”

“All right. Don’t get upset.”

“But nobody believes me!” George started crying.

“Georgette,” said Silverman, “If you wish to identify with being a man that is perfectly okay. We don’t judge people here. But we need to know what happened on that bed. Where did the blood come from?”

So George told her the whole story, right from taking the pill. When he was done Silverman merely nodded and took some notes in a folder.

“You believe me, don’t you?”

“I believe you took a pill, Georgette, but I would guess that you took some kind of hallucinatory. It’s made you believe that you are a man.”

“But I am a man!”

“Okay. But I want you to consider reality. You have no penis.”

“I told you! It disappeared!”

“I understand, but can you hear how improbable that is?”

“But it happened!”

“I understand you believe that, but…”

The doctor continued explaining away George’s change of sex as a hallucination, and the afternoon began to lengthen.

Sarah was taken to an interrogation room and cuffed to a table. She looked around, stared at the one way mirror on the wall, and two cops walked in.

Big cops.

“Okay, Sarah, tell us about the blood on the bed.”

“What? What blood?”

“There was blood on the bed, and a knife, and your victim was tied to the bed. That blood.”

“Are you crazy? My husband and I were playing a sex game! He must have got cut a little when I cut him loose.”

“Did you castrate him?”

“What?”

“Did you use the knife to cut off his dingus?”

“Why would I do that?”

“We don’t know, but medical report says he has no penis or balls, and you were the only one in the house with him, or…did you have an accomplice?”

“Who was your accomplice?” asked the second cop.

Sarah stared at them and was stunned. These morons!

“Look, I didn’t cut George! Well, maybe by accident. But that’s not a woman! that’s my husband. And he…” Sarah told them the story, the whole story, from pill to present. When she was done she asked. “Do you believe me?”

One of the cops folded his arms and looked menacing. The other cop sighed and leaned forward a bit.

“I believe somebody took a pill, and I think that someone is you.”

“I didn’t—

“So what kind of drugs are you on, Sarah?”

“I’m not on any kind of drug!” she screeched.

“You tell me a woman, a woman without a penis and with a perfectly normal female sexual apparatus, is a man. What kind of hallucination is that?”

“I tell you…”

Sarah yelled and shouted and threatened…but the cops weren’t buying it.

And the afternoon began to lengthen.

“All stand for the honorable judge Cleo van Leaf.”

Everybody stood. Except for Sarah. The cop behind her kicked her butt and she sprang up and called him a motherfucker.

Just as the judge sat down.

Judge Leaf stared at the foul mouthed Sarah and banged her gavel.

“Starting off well, aren’t we,” stated the judge.

“Sorry, your honor,” said the public defender in charge of Sarah.

“Yes, you are. Your client’s loud mouth has just moved her to the end of the docket.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What?” yelled Sarah.

“Young lady, would you like to be gagged?”

Sarah realized that this was her day in court, and being gagged wouldn’t help matters. “No, ma’am.”

“That’s better. Okay, first case…”

The morning slowly passed.

Lunch slowly passed.

The afternoon slowly passed.

Finally, Sarah was up.

“What are the charges?”

The prosecuting attorney stood up and began reading, “Kidnapping, unlawful restraint, torture, obstruction of justice, lying to a police officer…” and on and on.

Sarah’s eyes opened wide. She had been so busy screaming at the cops she hadn’t listened when they had told her the charges.

“Your honor,” she said, when she finally had a chance to defend herself. “Let me tell you the whole story. My husband came home one day and wanted to take a pill. I was opposed to that, and…”

The judge listened, no expression on her face, and when Sarah was done she said, “Okay, this is the strangest story I have ever heard. So let’s get the participants involved in here and see if we can make any kind of sense out of this mess. I’d like to see the all the officers involved. And is Thomas Jansen in the building? Let’s get him in here. And anybody else who might help us figure this out.

Dinner, which passed slowly, and the judge returned to the courtroom. Normally she didn’t like to work late, but this case was obviously a doozy and she was getting very curious.

Georgette was brought into the room. They had found some clothes for her and put some make up on her, and she looked quite ladylike.

The lawyer was there, looking very nervous. Several women were seated behind him, their heads bent together in deep discussion. They kept pointing murderous glances at the lawyer.

The cops who had been at the stake out house, and who had showed up to arrest George and Sarah, and Dr. Silverman was there holding her hand and patting her shoulder reassuringly.

“George?” Sarah tried to get to her husband, but the cops got in the way.

George looked at her frowned.

Judge Leaf took her seat and the room was called to order.

“All right, people, let’s get this shindig started.” She pointed at Sarah. “I’ve heard your story.” She looked at Jansen. “What do you know about this mess?”

“Not much, your honor.”

Sarah snapped, “What about me coming in and asking you about the pill you gave my husband?”

But Jansen’s wife and his mistresses were already comparing notes back in the gallery, so there was no meat in that threat. Heck, when they were done with him he wouldn’t have a cent left. Not even in his foreign bank accounts.

“She came into my office, it is true, threw around a bunch of accusations and, tell the truth, your honor, I figured she was unhinged.

“What?!”

The gavel slammed, shutting up Sarah, and the judge looked at the officers who had been on stake out. “Okay, fellows. what’s this story about you having a beer party at the stake out house? And all the drugs found in that house?”

“Your honor?” A man stood up and came into the court from the gallery. “I’m the union representative. The drugs were there as part of the sting. There is no proof of a party outside of this woman’s word. And it is obvious that the woman is suffering from sort of delusion.”

Dr. Silverman stood up, “I would like to attest, your honor, that the woman is suffering from impulsive compulsive devulsive revulsion of the prefrontal lobotomy.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” The judge turned to the cops who had arrested George and Sarah. “You gentlemen have anything to say?”

One cop stood up and said, “She was real violent. See the scratch she gave me?” He pulled down on his cheek under his eye and a slight line could be seen.

“It didn’t. draw blood, but it was close to my eye and it really scared me.

“What about the pictures I took on my cell phone?”

“Officers?” the judge looked at the cops.

The cops shuffled nervously. “There was a phone, your honor, but there weren’t any pictures or videos. It appears that the defendant has erased her data.

The judge frowned and turned to Sarah. “Well?”

“I didn’t delete anything! I didn’t do anything except look for a type of pill so I could see what my husband had taken.”

The judge sighed. “Okay, this has gone on long enough. I’m inclined to sentence this pair of miscreants to a stay in the state mental institution. Furthermore—“

“WAIT!”

Her voice was so intense everything stopped and everybody stared at Sarah.

“You can recover data from cell phones!”

The police union representative jumped up. “No need for that your honor…”

All the cops leaped to their feet and started clamoring.

Even the lawyer began complaining, and he didn’t even know why he was complaining, but if everybody else was then he better, too.

BANG! The judge slammed her gavel down.

She eyed everybody in court, and realized that there was something off her. If they all didn’t want to see it, then she’d better.

“Where’s the phone.”

The phone was gotten and the judge handed it to the bailiff. “Henry, I want you to take this to our computer people and have its data recovered. Keep in your eyesight at all times, and bring everything back to me.”

The bailiff hurried out.

She looked at all the cops and the lawyer and the psychiatrist. “Now then, ladies and gentlemen. Does anybody wish to amend their story?”

There was a lot of sweat and groans, but nobody said anything.

The lawyer was figuring he was going to be out of country on the morrow. He had to get to his foreign banks before his wife and mistresses did. Perhaps he could find a good hacienda in Costa Rica.

The cops were all cogitating retiring early, then getting a job working security, or maybe for the federal government.

The psychiatrist was thinking about the book she was going to write about the woman who thought she was a man. Maybe she could even invent some new labels and improve the science of psychiatry. Or maybe she should just score some drugs and do some of her own hallucinating.

“So be it. Court will adjourn and reconvene when the cell phone data is recovered.”

She slammed her gavel down.

Sarah and George walked into the house and headed right for the kitchen. The recovered cell data had backed up their story, and since there was no crime in a woman identifying with being a man, the judge had dismissed all charges.

Oddly, when the judge issued warrants for the cops, they were all working for the feds.

And the lawyer couldn’t be found.

And the psychiatrist asked for a review on the book she was going to write.

Inside the kitchen George got out the bourbon and Coke, Sarah got out the glasses and ice, and they mixed a couple of drinks. And a couple more drinks. And a couple of more drinks.

“That psychiatrist really messed with your mind,” Sarah observed.

He glugged a bit, then said, “I still she might be right. Maybe I’ve been a woman all along.”

“You wish,” muttered Sarah.

It was late, and they were tired. The day had been lo-o-ong.

Finally, Sarah placed her glass on the counter, grabbed George’s hand and said, “Come on.”

George gulped the last dregs, then placed his glass on the counter and followed Sarah. “Where are we going?”

“To bed.”

She dragged him into the bedroom and pushed him towards the bed.

“You can take off your dress, or I can rip it off.”

George began to unbutton and discard clothes.

Sarah reached into the bottom drawer of her dresser and held up a vibrator.

“Hey…wait!” George protested.

Sarah’s face half sneer and half smile.

“I’m not waiting for anything.”

“But you’re not going to”

She spun him around and pushed the top of his body. His upper body fell forward and he bent over the bed.

Sarah turned on the switch and the vibrator began to hum loudly.

“Wait a minute! We need to talk about this!”

“The way we talked about that pill?”

She grabbed his panties and pulled them down.

“I explained about that!”

“You explained shit!” Sarah snapped.

“Wait a minute! Wait! WA—AHHHHH!”


Epilogue

Lawyer Thomas Jansen was living on an island in the Caribbean. He had several island girls working as maids, and when he was caught screwing one of them the islanders resurrected the ancient practice of head shrinking. The resulting shrinkage didn’t affect Thomas Jansen, Esquire’s IQ.

The cops all became secret service agents, and investigated the finding of cocaine in the White House.

Dr. Silverman’s book, ‘The Woman Who Thought She was a Man,’ hit the best seller lists. She is working on a sequel, ‘The Man Who Thought He was a Woman!”

Because the book was so popular, the doctor merely changed all the pronouns in the first book and released it as the second.

As for Sarah and George, they are living happily ever after. George is living as a woman, which is appropriate because he is a woman, and he has discovered the joys of female sex.

He is not interested in finding a pill to reverse the effects of the first pill.

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


I was Feminized by a Demon!

Trapped in a woman’s body with no way out

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

The first thing I noticed was her legs. Long stems made sexy by black high heels. Her toes were red and thet bobbed up and down, bouncing one heel by the sling. The legs went up, vicious curves that swooped up to milky thighs. Her black dress was short, just covering her panties. If she had on panties. I couldn’t see any lines on her beautiful, round ass. Above that spectacular ass was a thin waist in a tight fitting sheath. Her fine flesh showed through portholes on the sides of the slinky dress, and through a heart shaped cut out over her large breasts. Large, hunh! They were torpedoes, actually looked like they were in those bullet bras from the fifties, except I couldn’t see any straps. Just that deep, deep cleavage.

“Are you going to eat me with your eyeballs or buy me a drink?”

I blinked and my head jerked around. She was watching me in the mirror at the back of the bar. Her eyes were dark, smoldering, and her red lips were pursed in amusement. Her hair was done up French style, but in a sloppy manner. Wisps of her gorgeous brunette hair curled this way and that.

“Sorry,” I said, sliding onto the bar stool next to her. At the end of the bar Joe was talking to some babe, with buck teeth and moles and a tendency to giggle raspily.

“Bullshit,” she said.

I clinked on a glass to get Joe’s attention and held up two fingers.

While Joe ambled through the process of making me a Coke High, and whatever the lady was drinking, I said, “Potty mouth.” I was smiling, and so did she.

“I like the taste of soap,” she murmured, then, in a whisper I almost didn’t hear, “among other things.”

We sat and waited for Joe, and watched each other in the mirror.

She took out her compact and freshened her lipstick. Kissed at the mirror, or me, it was hard to tell, then put her compact in a small purse.

And, for a brief second, I felt nervous, and there was a voice inside me telling me to just move on. That this one was dangerous.

But who the hell ever listens to those little voices, eh?

“Todd Lundgren,” I said. And I was. And Todd Lundgren happened to be six feet tall, just let go by the Miami Dolphins, and well built. And, I wasn’t overly ugly.

“You’re an ugly fuck.”

I blinked. Potty mouth, indeed.

She placed a hand on my forearm, it felt cool, yet it made me feel warm. “Don’t mind me. I’m just pulling your dick.”

I shook my head, and Joe arrived with the libations. I tilted, took a large sip, and placed the glass on the bar.

Her drink, looked like the same as mine, sat in front of her, cold and sweaty looking, a little, skinny straw poking up.

“Lady, are you for real?” Yet there was no animosity here, just a grin. I was going to get laid. I knew it in my bones.

“No. I am the most unreal thing you have ever met. Now, drink your drink. Joe, get him another one. He’s going to need it.”

I grinned, “And why am I going to need it?”

“Because I am going to turn you inside out and upside down. I am going to fuck you till you don’t know your asshole from your chin. Furthermore, I am going to…” she leaned closer and whispered into my ear. As she poured sex into my ear I felt my cock doing the mambo in my pants.

She finished speaking. Didn’t take her hand off my forearm, I guess she liked the ownership, and sipped her drink. I watched her red lips suck that little straw and my mind was about exploding.

I just came down to watch the game on the bar big screen. I hadn’t intended on picking anybody up. And now…here…I gulped my drink down and Joe brought another one.

I was tipsy and she guided me to my car.

“Let me drive,” and she  poured me into the passenger seat. She then went around the front of the car, I watched her sexy ass bounce through the headlights, and got in behind the wheel.

“Say,” I mumbled, “I don’t even know your name.”

“Better that way.”

“You’re not married, are you?”

“No,” she laughed. “That’s one of the conditions.”

“Conditions?” I asked, “What conditions?”

“Oh, there are all sorts of conditions. You’ll find out.”

I was drunk, or I would have queried further. I mean, I didn’t want pre-nups or bastards, I just wanted a roll in the hay. But what kind of guy is going to ask those kinds of questions when a bountiful babe is driving him him down the street and has her hand on his crotch?

I directed her to my house, a two story with a garage taking up a third of the bottom. It was pretty swank, if I do say so, and I was glad I had paid it off before I retired.

We got out of the car and walked to the gate before the stairs. When she searched for the key to the gate I pulled here around to me and kissed her.

She didn’t resist, but she didn’t seem too excited, either.

I pulled back and looked at her.

“Wait till we get inside, slick.”

And I believed her because her hand was in my pants, roaming around and doing what hands in pants have been doing ever since pants were invented.

She found the key and I followed her up the steps. It didn’t look like she had panties, and I really liked the view.

“Nice place,” she said,  putting her little wrist purse down and looking around.

A large living room with a big window looking out over bay. We could see the blink of lights as midnight cabin cruisers bobbed and wallowed.

She went to the window and pulled the drapes. Curious. Most chicks liked to fuck with the whole bay watching them.

“You don’t want to watch the world?”

“I don’t want the world to see,” then she turned to me.

Now there was no reticence, now she plastered her mouth against mine, hungrily, as if trying to suck the essence right out of me.

“Fuck,” I whispered as she ripped my clothes off.

“That’s the idea, slick,” she was on her knees now, shoving my underwear down and gobbling on my dick.

“Fuck!” I muttered, a different tone of voice, an awe in my manner, as she stroked me and slapped my balls.

She pushed me back on the couch, it’s a wide one, designed for trysts like this. She stood up and pulled her slinky dress off.

Her breasts were perfect. No sag, but not fake. The nipples hard and erect like little penises. Pointing right into my mouth.

She arched her back and moaned as she held my head to her breasts.

I puckered and sucked and, man, they were delicious. I could feel the heat of her as she climbed onto my lap.

 She was sitting on me now, and one hand was searching for my penis. She found it, held it, and sat on it.

I felt her warmth slide down over me, engulf me. She was incredibly tight, and it almost hurt, it was so good.

Then she hit bottom, and something funny happened. She connected. Like a switch had been clicked, and she didn’t rise up. There she sat, owning me, as if our flesh was connected.

“Hey!” I blurted. I tried to rise up, to get the old in and out going, but she was content to just sit there. She put a hand on my chest and pressed.

“Wait,” she said. “Let it happen.”

“Let what happen?” I was starting to sober up. Something was weird. I didn’t like this scene.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered. She kissed me again, but it was like she was kissing me to shut me up, not out of passion.

She pulled back slightly, I could feel her warm breath, and she whispered, “Oh, baby. I’m going to fuck you. I am going to fuck you up, fuck you down, fuck you all around.

“How about getting the fuck off me?”

I tried to push up, to throw her off, but it only resulted in a pain in my groin.

“OW! What the fuck!”

“Easy, slick, it takes a little time.”

“What are you…get off me!”

I managed to stand up, and it was as if she was fastened to me. I had my hands under her ass to support her, but it felt like if I let go my dick would rip off!

“Whee!” she chortled as I spun around and tried to dislodge her.

“Get off!” I growled, but it was a weak growl. In fact everything seemed to be getting weak. Suddenly my legs were weak and I couldn’t support her. I started to fall forward, I frantically turned towards the couch. My arms were now too weak to carry her, and I fell forward.

She landed on the couch, her hair bounced and my dick went slamming into her depths.

“Fuck, yeah!” she grunted, the breath forced out of her.

“Please…please…” I felt myself growing ever weaker, and then I couldn’t move. I was just a limp noodle, laying on top of her.

She, on the other hand, was getting stronger. Her female muscles, once no match for mine, now rolled me over and she assumed the mount position.

“What…what…?” Everything was dizzy and hazy. But it was like I couldn’t pass out. Something was keeping me awake, aware, and I felt things happening to my body.

I felt like I was shrinking, and my chest, it was hurting, expanding.

But the worst thing was my groin. It felt like I was being pulled inside out by the dick. I felt like my dick was getting longer, and skinnier, and my balls…my balls hurt worse than if a place kicker kicked them over the goalposts.

“Fuck!” And now I wasn’t protesting, I was just exuding the pain that was going through me.

But worse than even the worst thing, the girl was changing. Like a werewolf on one of those shitty, late night movies she was changing. Her hair retracted, was sucked right into her skull, and her head was getting big, turned more squarish, and the nose and jaw firmed up.

“Wha…” I whimpered, pushing weakly.

Then she was a man, and I felt weak and fragile, and my chest…somebody had tied pillows to my chest and they flopped all over the place.

“Almost done, slick. And, man, it feels good.”

And, finally, I felt that weird, almost clicking sensation that I had felt when I had gone balls deep…and he slid out of me.

He…slid out? Of me? WTF! WTF! WTF!

He stood up, a husky man with a day’s growth on his firmly shaped face. His chest was broad and looked like a rack of nothing but muscles. Worse, however, was the big swinging dick sprouting out from his hairy groin.

“What…happened?” I got up on my elbows, and this brought my attention down to my chest. I had breasts. And further down…my dick was gone. I had…I had…a pussy!

I would have shrieked and fainted, should have shrieked and fainted, but, again, it was like there was something stopping me. Some big awareness sitting behind mine, saying, stay there, watch…watch…

The guy grinned. “Man, it feels good to be back.” He looked around. “Man, this is nice. You used to play football, eh?”

“What did you do to me?” My voice was higher, girlish, and, at the moment, a little shrill.

He walked around the living room, looked at the furniture, the pictures on the wall. “Oh, yeah, here’s a team picture. I remember that year. That was before I changed.”

“Changed? What change?”

He opened the drapes and turned to me. “You’ve already done the change. You know what happened.”

“But why? Why me?”

“Why not you?” He shrugged. Then: “Let’s have a drink, and I’ll tell you what I know, before you leave.”

“Leave? I’m not leaving!”

He just smiled and went into the kitchen and began looking for the makings.

I stood up, and saw myself in the big glass window.

I was shorter, maybe five foot two. I was probably 120 pounds, and 20 of those pounds were on my chest.

And the longer I stood there the more it seemed that I was looking like…like her, who I had just fucked but…but what the fuck was happening?

“What did you do to me?” I whispered.

I had long, brunette hair. My eyes were my own, but…feminized. Softer, and, dare I say it, sexier!

And I realized that with this body I wouldn’t have any trouble getting men.

Men! I didn’t want men! I was a man! I was in top top shape, had money, a successful life! How could this…

He came back into the room, the ice cubes clinking in the glasses he carried. He put one on the coffee table, then sat down in my easy chair.

“Sit down. I’ll tell you what happened.”

“Wha…what…”

“You’re in shock now. I know, ‘cause I was in shock when it happened to me. But if you just sit down, take a sip, we’ll have a nice, polite conversation.”

“Before I leave.”

“Before you leave,” he nodded.

I stood there, and suddenly felt awkward. My nakedness was starting to effect me. Naked people have less power than clothed people.

I looked around.

“You can put on my dress, if it’ll help.” He watched me almost negligently.

“What about…I can…” I started towards my bedroom.

“Your own clothes won’t fit. Believe me, you’ll be glad for the dress in a while.”

I didn’t have any choice. I had to wear something. I put on the dress.

It didn’t smell like him, like a man. It smelled like a woman, the sexy perfume of the woman I had brought here.

“Weird, eh? And it’ll get a lot weirder until you embrace it, go with it.”

“What did you do?” I stood in the dress. I saw myself in the window glass. Wearing clothes I was even sexier. It totally emphasized my boobs.

He sipped, sighed, and said, “I picked up a girl…what year is this?”

What year? What the fuck? I told him.

“Hunh! Three years ago. I picked up a girl, man, she was a looker. Amazing babe. Big jugs, round ass, a face to die for…sort of like the babe I was when you picked me up. Sort of like you…right now.”

I stared at him.

“So I picked her up, and she did to me what I did to you. Then she kicked me out.”

“But…but…”

“I don’t know exactly what happened. I just know that I changed into her, she changed and became me. I was a weight lifter, world class, had endorsements and everything. I wasn’t living as good as this, but I was doing okay. Then she had it all.

“But she…how could she take it? People would see that she wasn’t you!”

“Do I look like you?”

And…he did! He was shifting, changing, and taking on my features.

“But…this is crazy!”

“It is, isn’t it?” And he mused, “I should probably forget about weight lifting. I’m older now, and this body is built for other things. Pretty good body, eh?”

He lifted his arms and looked at them, smacked his fist into a palm a couple of times.

“But…why?”

“Like I said, I don’t know. I just know that somebody changed me, and I changed you, and the guy who changed me…it looked like he was changed by somebody.” He shrugged. “So your guess is as good as mine. An ancient curse? Witches? Demons? Maybe God just doesn’t like us.”

“But what’ll happen to me?”

“You’ll go fuck a bunch of guys. And, don’t worry, you’ll get over your revulsion and you’ll start to enjoy it. And, I think this is what happens, after a while you build up a head of steam and…you change back.

“Honestly, I felt it coming. So I made sure I picked out a handsome fellow who looked well off, and…” He shrugged.

“This is not fair,” I hissed. “It’s evil.”

“Evil spelled backwards is live. Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to be alone.”

“But you can’t…”

But he could. He stood up, grabbed me by the upper arm and marched me to the front door. Down the steps. Through the gate, and the gate clanked…with me on the wrong side.

I turned and looked at him. He pushed his purse, now my purse, through the bars.

He smiled. “If you try to break in I’ll punch you in the nose. It’ll hurt, but your body seems to heal pretty good, and then I’ll call the police.”

“But you…you can’t…can’t I live here until I…I…”

“Not a chance. You’ll probably be looney for a while. I can’t take a chance on fucking you, it might reverse everything, and I sure don’t want to wake up some morning with my nuts in the kitchen sink.”

“You fucker!” I yelled. “You son of a bitch! You can’t do this to me!”

“See?” he said, and he trotted up the stairs. My stairs, to my house.

He closed the door and I stopped ranting. I stood there, wanting to scream. But, once again, it was like something was in the back of my mind, watching me watch.

I turned around. Chuck Nelson, my neighbor, was standing in his doorway, watching me.

“Can I help you, miss?”

Could he help me. Yeah, hold down the fucker who was in my house so I could have sex with him. Watch me turn into myself…maybe you can fuck the girl, whichever one of us she ended up being, yourself.

I waved a hand and trudged, as well as my high heels would allow me.

And, walking down the street, I looked at my high heels. And I looked at the dress. They felt…natural, a part of me. When I had changed…had the high heels suddenly appeared? I had a feeling they would have. And I had a feeling the dress would have somehow found its way on my body.

How odd, I felt like I had a secret knowledge, a woman’s intuition, if you will, about such things.

I looked at the purse dangling from my wrist. I stopped, and looked inside. A driver’s license with my picture on it. Florida. Would it change to Georgia if I went to Georgia?

I had a feeling it would.

A tube of lipstick. Probably replenish itself. And I unscrewed the base and coated my lips. Naturally, as if I had been painting my lips all my life.

I knew then that I was changed on the inside. That I had feelings and knowledge that I didn’t have before. Something to help me survive, no doubt. At least that was what I intuited.

I walked, and cars slowed down, no doubt to stare at my sexy ass, then continued. But it was early. I had a feeling I was going to be a magnet for assholes within a short time.

Assholes. Guys like me when I had been a man.

I walked, and marveled at how cool and sexy it was to walk in high heels. It made my ass sway, and my boobs quivered with every step.

A car came to a stop next me, “Need a ride?”

A horny, old goat. White mustache and goatee, doubtless married and anxious to get out and about.

“No thanks.” Though there was a piece of me that wanted a ride. A ride on his dick.

But I hated the thought! I was revolted by the idea of a man’s dick being…inserted…shoved into my…I hated the idea.

But something, way back where I was being watched, liked the idea.

Liked the idea of eyes on my caboose, lust for my mounds, an erect pecker for my…my pussy.

I kept walking. I had no destination…I was just thinking, absorbed in my tragedy.

Another car pulled up.

“Hey, senorita…I’d like to eat ya.” A bunch of teenagers laughed hysterically, then the car jetted off.

Assholes. Young they were assholes, old they were assholes. Could I ever find a man that…

But I didn’t want a man! I wanted my body back!

Or did I? I was feeling pretty good, the shiver of my boobs as I walked, it was exciting. And the way my ass swayed, it made me feel moist, ready.

Now how could this be? I was revolted by men, even the thought of myself as being a man, and yet…I was horny…and yet I wanted to be me again.

I felt like I was being dragged in eight different directions, and I wasn’t sure what I wanted.

I had walked at least two miles, I was back near the bar I had been at, and traffic picked up.

Oddly, my feet didn’t hurt. I had heard all the whining about women wearing heels for 15 minutes and then feeling like their feet were falling apart.

Heels. Dress. Nothing else. Not even any underwear. A part of me.

A car slowed down. “You all right?”

It was a pair of cops. I knew, immediately, that they thought I was a hooker. Hell, I didn’t want to spend time in jail.

I leaned down to the window and gave them a full view of my cleavage. “My asshole boyfriend dumped me. I’m just walking up to that bar,” I pointed at the bar I had been in earlier that night. “I’m going to call an Uber.”

The cops stared at my cleavage. I let them. The longer they stared the less inclined they would be to arrest me.

Now how did I know that?

And then I knew. It was that feeling in the back of my skull. That watcher feeling. Somebody was prompting me, helping me along. I guess there wasn't much fun in watching me spend the night in jail.

No, the watching thing wanted something more from me. This watcher thing wanted to watch me have sex. It was a pervert. A filthy, fucking pervert.

Okay,” the cop finally said, bringing his eyes up to me.

I walked on, and the cops sat there and watched me. Asshole men.

The name of the bar was the Wild Mustang. It was a sports bar, but the owner, Joe, hired big-titted women to wait on the tables and the place got wild at night.

I entered the Wild Mustang just as the cop car zoomed off, and walked through the short foyer and into the bar proper.

When I had been there—what, an hour ago?—men had been scarce. Just a few eating a late lunch, or an early dinner. Only a lone girl had been on the pole, and the music was low. I had been planning on having a drink, then heading into the back room to have dinner and watch the big screen TV.

A sports bar during the day, a stripper club at night. The best of both worlds.

I walked up to the bar, and suddenly realized I had no money. Oh, fuck! I opened up the purse and looked for something, a credit card, a fold of bills, anything.

Nothing.

“How’d it go? Did that one work?”

Joe placed a Coke High in front of me. I stared at him.

He froze, then grinned. Oh, fuck, you changed. You’re the new one.”

“You…how did you…”

Joe flopped a bar towel over his shoulder and leaned on the bar. He showed me his teeth. “I’ve seen you girls…or girl…whatever…come and go.”

“You know about the change!”

“Hey, they change, they stagger in her in shock, and they talk. I know pretty much everything.”

“Then why did this happen to me?”

“First, what’s your name?”

“Todd! I’m Tod Lundgren!”

“Sure. I know you.”

I gulped the glass down.

“It always amazes me how you girls can drink like a fish and it never effects you.”

Magic,” I blurted, not having any real reason. “Now tell me what is happening.”

“Well,” he looked around, the other two bar men had come on. He looked back at me. “You want some dinner? We can sit and talk.”

“Yeah. Sure.”

Funny, I was starved, I hadn’t had dinner before I had been picked up—I didn’t think of it as me picking up the girl—but I was just hungry. Not weak. I had a feeling I could try to starve myself to death and get nothing but hungry.

Yippee. I really was magic. So fucking what.


PART TWO

We sat in Joe’s office chewing on steaks. Joe was drinking from a big bottle of Coke and I was sipping from a big bottle of bourbon. The bourbon made me feel good, but didn’t give me any real drunkenness.

“Okay, so give.”

“Well, here’s the deal. The girl stays the same, they fuck a lot of guys, and eventually they change into them, and then thee’s a new guy in the girl. If that makes sense.”

Oh, baby, it made sense, all right.

“But why?”

“Nobody knows. You just fuck, some sort of mind swap or something happens, and business as usual. Speaking of which…”

“Yeah?”

“You want to keep going with our arrangement?”

“What arrangement?”

Without embarrassment or hesitation he went on. “You use my bar for your base of operations. Guys come in to see you. You’re sort of like a magnet. I’ll warn you off if a cop comes in, I’ll send you guys who are handsome and have money. You pay me $300 a week and a fuck. Oh, and Jimmy, on the bar, he gives you free drinks, but all he wants is a fuck every week.”

I stared at Joe. I had never thought he was a bad guy. He was handsome, smart, and fun to talk to. But this…this…

“I understand if you want to figure things out first. We don’t have to restart our deal for a week. I know it takes you guys that long to get used to everything.”

“So I’m supposed to whore for you.”

“Look, don’t get mad. I know you pull in at least ten grand a week. So I’m not ripping you off, just providing a service. Take your time. Free drinks while you think and…and adapt.”

Okay, I could put him on hold. “Where do I usually sleep?”

That’s your trailer in the back. Your key is under the third red, brick from the left in the planter box back there. That’s actually what the $300 is for, parking in my lot.”

I was finished with my steak. I didn’t feel full, but I wasn’t hungry. I had a feeling that food wasn’t going to be my thing. I knew what my thing was going to be. I was already feeling an itchy, warm sort of sensation in my groin. But I didn’t want to fuck men.

“Look,” Joe said, putting his knife and fork down. “I’m not trying to hustle you, I’ve been down this road with you before, and I know how bitchy you can get. So I leave you strictly alone. The most I’ll do is remind you when to pay or fuck. And sometimes you’ll put me off for a while. But you always come around, and you bring in business, and, I’ll admit it, you’re a fine piece of ass. No offense. So you go on about your business, get used to things, and we can talk later, or whenever you want.”

And we left it there.

I went out to the trailer, found the key, and let myself in.

It was a 1940 30 foot airstream Classic. And it was in primo condition. Apparently I spared no expense on making sure I was comfortable.

There was a big screen TV at one end. The bathroom was small, but modern. In one corner of the living room was a stand of plastic storage bins.

I opened up one of the storage bins and gaped. It was filled with money. Nice neat money. Stacks of twenties. Rubber banded. Tightly wrapped. I counted bills in a stack and the number of stacks in the storage bin. 100 bills in a stack, $2000. 20 stacks. $40,000. Fuck. And five bins high. An easy $200,000. And there was more money in a closet, and in a dresser. In fact, there were no clothes, just a few toiletries in the bathroom. Nothing but money.

So the guy, the girl who I was now, didn’t eat, didn’t wear anything but this black dress and heels, and had a never ending supply of red lipstick.

That gave me pause to think.

She probably ate at Joe’s Wild Mustang. Or, hell, I hated to think this, maybe she sucked so many guys off that that was how she got her nourishment.

And outside of that, when she wasn't fucking, or sucking, what? Watch the big screen TV in the trailer? Count money?

Thinking of the money made me think of the guy who had stolen my life. He didn’t care about the money in the trailer. Sure, I had lots of money, and he could no doubt learn to forge, use my credit cards, he wouldn’t be hurting. but to leave a million dollars in the trailer? To just walk away?

And that made realize something: he wanted to be gone from…from this female body so bad that he just up and ran away. Fuck the money.

So his life was that miserable.

Of course, he wouldn’t hurting, living off my stash, but, still…

Then I started thinking about him. I couldn’t complain to the cops. I could, however, have a few home boys beat the living crap out of him.

Oddly, though that thought crossed my mind, I didn’t have any real motivation in that direction.

Having him beat to a pulp would’t get me my life back.

And, sitting there thinking all these thought, I became aware that my pussy was feeling…hot. Like dripping hot.

I groaned and reached a hand to my pussy.

Fuck, I was wet down there. If the black dress hadn’t been black there would have been a wet spot on my dress.

I turned on the big screen TV to take my mind off my situation. I had intended to watch the Dolphins earlier, so why not now…the game was still on…but a porn channel came up.

Fuck! I started to hit the clicker, then stopped. I was caught by the bounce of flesh on the screen. A woman with big tits was getting railed by two guys. I watched, suddenly fascinated as one big dick rammed down her mouth, then withdrew as the other big dick rammed down her pussy, and back, and the other dick…and her tits were hanging down, big, enormous jugs, swaying back and forth in time to the robust fuck they were giving her.

She moaned, one hand reaching down between her legs and feeling the rear man’s balls. The other hand was reaching up to grab the front man’s balls.

The guys moaned. They pumped in and out. They slapped her ass and pulled her hair, and she loved it.

I adjust my position, and suddenly found that my dress had ridden up and my hand was down there…exploring.

How many times had I done this to a woman, used my hands and fingers to get her off? And now I was doing it to myself.

I felt my labia, ran a finger up the slit and shivered. On the screen the men flipped the woman over. One man sat down and the woman sat on him. Facing him. The other man moved up behind her and aimed for her asshole.

I had my fingers in my snatch now, and I was exploring, experiencing all the sensations I gave women, but now was giving myself. I was moaning, my mouth was open, and I started drooling. Actually drooling.

“Oh, baby,” one of the men said.

“Ride my rocket,” blurted the other one.

The woman groaned and writhed and said, “I need more. Give me more.”

My fingers were in me, my skull was on fire. I felt white heat coming for me, welling up out of some secret sex pit in my body, then it burst over me. I orgasmed with a drawn out sort of yelp.

On the screen the woman yelled that she was cumming. The men were grunting like broken trains.

I laid back and tried to control my breathing.

More fucking sounds filled the little trailer. I grabbed the clicker and turned the TV off.

And lay there.

And…was horny.

Fuck! I had just cum! I didn’t need to cum again!

But I did.

I stood up, straightened my dress. I got up and went for a glass of water. I opened the cupboards and…more money. fuck! I almost didn’t want to see any more money!

I held my hair back and drank from the faucet. I straightened up, wiped my mouth. I turned around and leaned my butt against the sink. To one side was a little drawer. Not thinking, I opened it.

Bank books. And the accounts were filled with money. There were numbers on the books, so I knew I could simply get on a computer and transfer money. Which was good because the books had different names.

Sheila Bester. Tina Walkson. Annie Garret. Alyce Thorndyke. And on and on and on.

How many women had worn this body?

And, heysoos, the last one had REALLY wanted to get out of it.

Tell the truth, just thinking about it was making me want to get out of it.             

In my male body I went and had a few drinks with friends, met an occasional lady, and had a good time.

In this body I was…I could feel it…I was committed to sex.

I was horny all the time, a growing, gnawing horniness. And jacking off, pardon me, jilling off, didn’t cut it.

Restless, I stomped out of the trailer, locked the door, and put the key under the brick.

I went to the back entrance of the Wild Mustang and entered.

The place was in full roar now. Hundreds of horny men swaggered around, packed the area in front of the stage with the pole on it.

A girl twirling around the pole waved at me and I waved back. I guess I knew her.

The bartender saw me. He popped a drink down in front of me. His nameplate said, ‘Jimmy.’

I raised a hand in thanks and picked it up and drank a couple of big gulps.

Jimmy was off pouring beers and mixing drinks, so I slowed down and watched the crowd.

Men whooping as the girl on the pole flashed her boobs. Men laughing and telling raucous jokes. Men, with their hands in their pockets, wearing tight jeans and swaggering about like they had big dicks.

Asshole men. And my pussy physically hurt for sex.

I sauntered through the crowd, searching the faces.

Kids. Old men. Drunks. Guys looking for fights. Guys conversing importantly.

Bing! A guy caught my eye.

He was wearing an expensive suit, looking at his wristwatch. I started towards him and felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned, and Joe mouthed, ‘cop.’

I nodded, and went in another direction. My eyes searching the crowd, my hot vagina forcing me on. I needed…I needed… some relief down there. My reluctance to be with a man faded in the face of this compulsion.

I went back to the bar, and Jimmy placed another drink in front of me and grinned.

I was going to have to fuck Jimmy.

Well, okay. He wasn’t ugly. But, Geez, he was paying for my pussy with Joe’s liquor.

Oh, well. No skin off my back.

“This seat taken?”

I turned, and my heart stopped. He was a few inches taller than me, handsome as all get out, and obviously had money. He oozed of money.

I looked past him to Joe, who gave me a thumbs up. Okay. Joe approved. Not a cop.

“Take a load off,” I sighed, actually relieved that a man had come to me.

“Name’s Emmet.”

“I’m me,” I said, my pussy twitching uncontrollably. “Do you want to bother with small talk or get right down to it?”

His mouth opened slightly and he blinked. “Maybe I could get a drink first?” He was disconcerted, but he wasn’t leaving. Good. God, I needed my hole filled with man meat. And this guy would do till the next one came alone.

I waved to Jimmy and quickly the order was filled.

“Well, Me,” he said, as he sipped, “How are you doing?”

“I am so fucking horny I can’t believe it. And I’m wet down there. I didn’t know a girl could get so wet. Are you still drinking? Come on!”

I grabbed his hand. I couldn’t wait to get him out of there. I needed him in me.

He allowed himself to be pulled, sucking his drink down and placing it on a passing table. Then we were out the door.

“You got a car?”

“Over—“

I jerked him in the direction his head had started to turn in.

He drove a Tesla.

“Heysoos forked a dork,” I whispered. “An electric car for an electric fuck. Shall we just do it here?”

“I…uh…”

I scrambled into the car, laid over the front seat and pulled my dress up.

I can only imagine what he was thinking. Running into a nympho maniac. Being dragged out to his expensive car and fucked like a teenager.

But, whatever he was thinking, it was heaven when I felt his body lean on mine, and his dick poked against my thighs.

I edged up a little, gave him more access, then he plugged me. Stuffed his fat sausage right into my little pleasure palace and wiggled it.

Oh, God, it felt so good. It felt like heaven, and yet…there was something wrong. And I immediately knew what it was. That watcher thing. I felt like I was being shoved aside and whatever, whoever, was watching me was taking my place, accepting the dick that I wanted, getting his jollies off the act that  I had earned and instigated and craved.

I was still there, I could move my arms and legs, I could twist my hips and push back and I could feel that cock splitting me in two. I could feel the hands groping my fine tits.

But somebody else was feeling the thrill.

“Fuck,” I whispered, and I almost wanted to cry.

So this was why the other girls had wanted to get out of this body. Or…or…they had been turned in! For a new model.

Whatever it was that watched wanted to experience new sensations, new reluctance, new horniness, new shivers of excitement and disgust.

So fuck a few hundreds times, it got tired, and…zingo bingo, I was the new model.

I lay there, getting nothing out of the fuck, and I knew that I would come out of this damned Tesla as horny as I went in.

And the money…it wasn’t mine…it belonged to the thing that watched, that yelped and screamed in my mind.

No wonder the other girls didn’t want it. They didn’t want to be reminded of all the times they had fucked…and been robbed.

It must have felt like somebody was manipulating their lives and sucking the sap right out of their soul.

I suddenly didn’t blame the asshole who had given me this body.

But, no matter what I felt, Emmet what’shisname was fine with the arrangement. In fact, he acted like it was the best fuck in his life.

I stood there and he took out his wallet and shoved twenties in my hands.

“Thank you. Thank you.” He bubbled. “That was incredible.”

I took the money and held it in my mitts as he wheeled out of the parking lot. Semen was running down my legs and splattering on my heels.

I went back into the bar, placed all the money in the tip jar on the bar and headed for the girl’s room. I noticed Joe watching from the side, a sad expression on his face. How many women had he seen act like this, fuck and end up with self loathing and self hate. I had only seen one, and it was already too much.

The girl’s room, it was labeled ‘Fillies,’ was filthy. Not because it was that kind of bar, but because it had seen so much action.

I went into the stall and wiped the gizz off my legs. Tears dropped on my thighs and I used that to help wash myself.

“Come on, baby!” The door banged open and a couple barged in. They couldn’t see me in the stall, and they locked the door and he hoisted her up on the sink. She giggled and wiggled out of her panties.

“Ooh,” she gasped. “You’re so big…”

I watched through a crack in the door their reflections in a mirror.

He stood between her legs, shoving his hips forward.

She held on to him, clung to him, and they fucked mindlessly, joyfully, and without some hidden creature watching from inside their minds.

They were drunk, probably just getting a quickie, but I envied them. I envied their…aloneness. Just them, no other, porking away. Pretending their lust was love…but that was okay. Anything was better than what I had experienced.

I was being whored out by something that made me sexy and resilient and horny, then I was being tossed aside and ignored, and my love, even if it was just lust, was betrayed.

Fuck. As they groaned and grunted a couple of feet from me I cried silent tears.

Finally, they finished. I dried my eyes, and left the bathroom. And my induced sexuality was already coming to the fore. My eyes were sparkling, in spite of how I felt on the inside. My body absorbed lipstick smeared outside the lines, my eyes looked like they were naturally mascaraed and shadowed.

I was on the hunt again.

I stepped up to the bar and Joe poured me a drink. He handed it to me, touched my hand for a moment.

“I know how tough it is the first time, and I’m sorry. I tried to talk it up all cheerful, but I know what you’re going through. If you need to talk, later, no sex or nothin’, I’ll be around.”

I nodded, stifled a sniff, and thanked him, then I turned to the big room.

Flesh. Men with bulges in their pants. Women laughing shrilly.

Normally I would have judged it to be a party, and it probably still was, but my frame of mind…it was a dirge. A screaming clown factory. A terrible place with mattresses on the walls and dicks in all the glasses.

I wandered on to the floor.

“Hey, baby.”

I danced with a tall fellow who wanted more, but wasn’t up to my standards, which is to say he didn’t interest the demon within.

Demon. That’s what it was. I was in a demon body.

But it wasn't, really. And I didn’t know what it was.

I didn’t know what was driving me, nor how, nor how to stop it.

I just felt the urge grinding away at my groin, and I had to forcefully stop myself from grinding my pussy into the fellow I was dancing with.

He wanted to dance some more, but I sadly pushed him away, a bright smile on my face, as if I was prick teasing.

Another fellow wanted to dance. I walked away.

“Want to dance?”

He was six foot, but slender. Not weak, he was one of those wiry ones. But he didn’t look rich. But he did.

Was he dressing down?

“What kind of car do you drive?” asked a voice that watched from behind and put the words into my mouth.

He blinked a slow blink, then, Maserati.”

I nodded, and stepped into his arms.

We danced, and I felt the heat growing in my crotch. I ground my pelvis into his and felt his big boner.

“Come on,” I said, halfway through the dance.

I led him towards the front door.

Joe watching. A sad look on his face.

Joe.

Joe was in love.

Of course.

How often had he fucked this body?

How often had he seen his desire go out the door with another?

Many different people, but the same body, and the same terrible tragedy roiling inside.

He was compassionate. He ran a damned bar and he felt for other people. What a guy.

Then I exited the front door and pulled the man I had picked out and headed for the parking lot.

The Maserati was a dream. Handled like a race car, accelerated nicely, and my target attempted small talk.

“My name is Charley,” he said, as he shifted down for a traffic light.

Alyce,” I answered, choosing one of the names I had seen on a bank book. Sounded slutty enough for the way I felt.

“Nice name,” he commented.

“Thanks.”

I turned to him. He was just a guy, looking for a good time. And he was about to get the fuck of his life. I knew that, though I would be relegated to the role of a watcher in my own body, and the watcher would be getting the real thrill, Charley was going to be shortly screaming in ecstasy.

“Do you pick up girls often?”

He suddenly looked uncomfortable.

Shit. I suddenly felt sorry for him. He had a compulsion, he needed love. Maybe he was a local, maybe he was a sailor in a strange port, but he just needed what we all need, and what I wasn’t going to be getting. Love.

No, there might not be a lot of love in lust, but it was enough to keep us going, to keep us hoping.

“So this is a cool car!” I blurted cheerfully, and he relaxed and smiled. Let me be the airhead. So much mean was being done to me that I didn’t want to do any mean to anybody else.

“I paid almost. a $100,000 for this baby.” He spoke proudly, as he had given birth to it himself.

“Wow! What a lot of money! You must be rich!”

Oh, the self satisfied chuckle. I had twice what he had in my trailer alone, and probably millions in bank accounts.

“Well, I got lucky in the stock market.” False humility is so endearing. Not.

He took me to the Hyatt and we walked up to his room. Now he was silent, proud of the girl on his arm, but a little ashamed, too. After all, I was…what was I? A hooker? A whore? Whatever, he would end up so totally fucked he threw money at me. But my drawers and cabinets were full of money, I didn’t want money.

And I finally started thinking.

So many people get problems but don’t want to think about them.

Oh, I’ll ignore it and maybe it will go away.

That wasn’t my modus operandi in life, and certainly wasn’t that in this new body.

So we entered his room, I turned to him and we began to kiss. Long, lush, juicy melding of mouths. Tongues twining and the heat growing, and I began to get shoved out.

Whatever was possessing me was doing the shoving, but I didn’t get all upset now. Now I watched, and I thought. I observed, and hoped I would see something, anything, that would get me out of this mess.

He put me on the bed, I was a little girl and he was a big man, and he lifted me up and laid me out. He started to take off my shoes, and I blurted, “No.”

He blinked, shrugged, and I pulled up my dress and gave him access.

He lay on top of me, fit his penis to my hole, and pushed.

“Oh, fuck!” He blurted, as I began to go to work. My pussy rippled and rustled. I held his cock with my vagina and overpowered it. I humped and pumped, and he began to groan in happiness.

“Fuck!” He kept whispering.

I watched from a distance.

Something else was fucking him. I was along as baggage, a spare tire.

My hips rolled and writhed, went up and down. I wrung his cock out, and he began to cry out as the orgasm hit him.

“Fuck!…Fuck!…Fuck…” An endless ejaculation of the phrase, followed by a heaping helping of baby batter.

Then he was done. Sobbing. Unable to understand what had happened.

I came back into my body. I sat up. He lay there, unable to move. He had been totally fucked out.

I went into the bathroom and washed his slime out.

I went back into the bedroom. “Take me back.”

“Oh…my…I…can I call you an Uber?”

“Sure.”

He got up, made a call, then dug through his wallet. He had a lot of money in there, and he wanted to give it all to me.

I took a fistful, pushed the rest away, and walked out the door.

He sat on the bed, staring after me, wondering what the hell had just happened.

I knew what happened. I had been used. And I had an idea. I had seen something, and…and maybe…

The Uber took me back to the Wild Mustang, and the whole time I sat in the corner of the rear seat and thought.

“How’s the night?” asked the Uber driver.

I ignored him.

“Nice perfume you have on.”

That wasn’t perfume, that was my inspired body aroma. Whatever was using me to fuck made me smell like that, a natural pheromone to draw in the suckers. Pardon me, the fuckers.

I walked into the Wild Mustang, and I was immediately in the thick of things.

Frenzied, drunken masses, coupling desperately, looking for lov ein all the wrong places.

I went to Joe’s office and sat down. My pussy was burning. It was on fire. I wanted more.

Joe came in, I was bent over, holding my fist to my snatch and crying.

“Are you okay?” Yet I knew that he knew what was going on.

“I don’t want to fuck anymore.”

“I know.” He poured me a drink, put it in my hand. “I know.”

I looked up at him, “Joe, will you help me?”

“Sure.”

“I’m going to…I need to…later tonight I’ll tell you.”

He left, and I grabbed the bottle he had poured my drink from and glugged.

Cool liquid stoked a hot fire in my gut, and I glugged some more. I wouldn’t get drunk, but I would get happy, and my mind would be off my problems for a short while, at least until whatever it was that was in me burned out the alcohol.

And, while my hand held the bottle high, while the fiery liquid gurgled down my throat, I wrote a message. There was a blank tablet on Joe’s desk. There was a pen, and I wrote without seeing.

The thing in me that watched, that bullied me and made me do things let me drink. It didn’t mind the drinking. It could fix the drinking.

But, my eyes closed and my head tilted upward, it didn’t see what I wrote.

I swiveled the chair and got up. I put the bottle down without looking at Joe’s desk. I walked out of the room.

That was the worst night of my life.

I didn’t want to fuck, and whatever it was that was in me turned up the heat. My crotch was on fire, my pussy was burning. I had an urge to fuck like you wouldn’t believe.

Yet I withheld myself. I walked through the bar, through the mass of drunken celebrators, and out to my trailer.

‘My trailer,’ I thought. ‘Not his!’ Whatever ‘his’ was.

I turned on the TV. I turned off the porn and watched a game. I don’t know what game, but I watched, and I drank, and I fended off the desire to get back into that bar and fuck another man.

I wound up on the floor, rolling over, crying as my hand punched my groin. I didn’t want to fuck…I didn’t want to fuck…I didn’t want to…

Two hours later Joe knocked on the door. Jimmy was with him.

I opened the door and launched myself at him.

“Fuck me!” I snarled. “I need a fuck!”

But he had read my note.

“Jimmy!” He called out, because I was swarming him, winning the battle for sex. I had my hand almost into his pants and Jimmy grabbed me and pulled me off.

I turned to Jimmy and tried to bite him, to kiss him, to get my lips on his dick.

Joe snatched at my dress, he began pulling it off.

Then I began struggling. I wanted to keep that dress on. And the shoes…I needed them on!

But he got the dress off. Jimmy held me tightly, used his whole body weight.

Joe threw the dress to one side and Jimmy managed to get me down on the ground. He used his body weight and kept me pressed flat.

Joe pulled at my high heels. He grabbed them, he was a big, strong man, and he pulled.

For a long minute it felt like the shoes wouldn’t leave my feet It felt like the skin had been fused to my very soles, then one popped off.

I screamed in rage and frustration.

He pulled the other shoe off.

I tried to kick, to get loose, to do something.

Slowly, as the other shoe began to come loose, to ‘de-fuse’ from my flesh, I felt myself being pushed back. Away from the struggle. Then I was watching, watching as if from afar, and the other shoe popped off.

I watched myself  ranting and raving like an insane asylum patient. I clawed at the ground, shredding my nails, and tried to crawl after Joe.

Joe picked up my dress and shoes and ran into the bar.

I crawled, inhuman strength, Jimmy trying to hold me back, using all his weight and strength.

I made it into the back of the kitchen.

Joe opened an oven and threw my garments into it. He turned the dial and I heard the fire go ‘whooosh!’

I screamed and clawed and pounded on the earth. I made dire insult, promised to kill anybody and everybody. My voice turned hoarse and guttural.

Joe watched me, and I felt it start to leave.

That which watched was being consumed in the oven.

The clothes which had bound me as a slave turned to flame, and that which had occupied the clothes turned into a wisp.

My screams became less.

The clothes burned more, and a foul, oily smell filled the kitchen.

I stopped screaming.

Jimmy managed to get fully on top of me.

I lay, naked, under him, and sobbed, and somewhere in there the sobs turned from rage to gratitude.

I lay, and cried, and Jimmy realized I wasn’t trying to hurt him or get away anymore.

“You can get off her,” Joe said.

He got off, and I came to a sitting position. I hugged my knees and sobbed as if the world would end.

And, in a way, it had.


EPILOGUE

Whatever it was that was watching me, manipulating me, and a string of men before me for who knows how long, was in the heels and the dress.

What was it? Exactly? I don’t know.

A demon? A devil? A Djinn? Who knows.

But whatever it was, when the oven flames burned the dress and high heels the thing, whatever it was, had nothing to hold on to, and it couldn’t stay in this world.

And it couldn’t hold on to me any longer.

I was free.

I was still a woman, but that was okay. There’s nothing bad about being a woman. It’s what you do as a woman that’s good or bad.

I stayed in the trailer and played with money. I made deposits, shifted accounts, and eventually had over ten million dollars all to myself.

More than what I had made playing football.

And I visited my old house. Went right up to the gate and rang the bell. The guy who had started me down this path came out to the door and looked down, then he descended the stairs and faced me.

“I figured it out. I’m free now. I got free.”

“I felt something,” he said. “Months ago, and it felt like somebody had lifted a yoke.”

“It was in the clothes, and I burned them.”

He nodded. “Well, thank you.” Then: “I’m sorry. I’m not going to give you back your money and house and all, but I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. The money in the trailer.”

“Oh, yeah,” and his eyes started to marvel.

We parted on good terms, and agreed to walk across the street if we ever saw each other again.

Not because we hated each other, but because we reminded each other of that terrible blot of blackness in our lives. That thing that made us fuck mindlessly, and stole our souls.

So I was free.

And rich.

And, better, I was in love.

Joe had saved me. He had followed the directions I had written on the note. He had burned the clothes.

Sweet, compassionate Joe, who understood what the people in this body of mine had been going through.

Who could not fall in love with a man that compassionate?

And Jimmy, he looks at me every once in a while, and I know what he’s thinking. He’s thinking that I was the best piece of ass in the universe, and that he was not going to get to tap me any more.

Hah!

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…
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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 request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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