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CHAPTER ONE
Danny Trent rolled over in bed, barely awake yet but sensing that something wasn't quite right. Normally the sheets had a fresh spring scent but now they smelled too sweet, like some overbearing, flowery perfume. He'd have to talk to his wife Charlotte about the laundry. As a housewife her only job was to keep their home nice for him, and these sheets were quite unacceptable.
But even as sleepy as he was, Danny sensed it wasn't just the sheets that were wrong. His body felt strange beneath the sheets, his skin too soft and smooth, everything squishing together in a funny, uncomfortable way. There was a heaviness spread across his bare chest, a warm and clammy weight like a particularly fat, hairless cat. He reached up to push it away and his fingertips met his own soft, jiggling flesh. It felt like he had a pair of breasts or something, really big ones, but of course that was impossible.
He dismissed it as some trick of his drowsy mind, a remnant of a dream that would vanish away when he opened his eyes and began the day. He didn't want to wake up yet so he rolled onto his side to try and fall back asleep, but as he did he felt his new boobs flop over and squish together, heavy and plump and undeniably real. His bare thighs pressed together too, with nothing in between them. Nothing at all.
No penis.
Where the hell was his penis?
Danny's eyes popped open but there was a golden haze across his vision. He reached up to swipe it away and found that he had a curtain of long, blond hair falling across his face. He tugged at it, trying to fling it aside like a wig, but it was firmly rooted to his scalp. His hair had been short and dark when he went to bed, so why was it long and blond now?
He was in an unfamiliar and
extremely
pink room. Everything in it was the exact same shade of pale, little-girlish pink. The bed, the walls, the floor. All pink. The room was undecorated save for a full-length mirror in a fancy pink frame. There were no lamps, only the faintly humming lights built into the pink ceiling. No shelves or cabinets. No windows. And no doors.
This wasn't a bedroom. It was a pink cell.
If there were no doors, how did he even get in here? Did somebody build the room around him while he slept, sealing him in? Why the hell would anybody do that?
Danny sat up, gasping as he felt his chest jiggle. Looking down he saw that he now had a pair of large and quite female-looking breasts, straining against a loosely-closed, satiny pink robe. He held up his hands and saw that they were unrecognizable, pale and dainty with shiny painted nails the same shade of pink as everything else in the room. He kicked his way out from beneath the pink sheets and saw that he had shapely, shaved legs and feminine feet with nails that were also painted pink.
He grimaced and opened the robe, finding that he was totally naked beneath it. He reached down with a trembling hand, touching the place where his penis was supposed to be and finding only softy, springy blonde fuzz. His fingertip brushed a squishy, sensitive place and he pulled his hand away with a shudder of queasy horror.
Somebody had kidnapped him and given him a sex-change operation! But who the hell could have possibly done this to him? And why had they done it? He didn't have any enemies that he knew about. Certainly nobody who hated him enough to look him up in a pink cell and turn him into a girl.
But as he examined himself more closely, it didn't look as if his male body had simply been given a sex-change. This seemed to be a brand new body, a real woman's body with natural-looking, unscarred breasts and prominent hips. He was soft like a woman, all over. His skin had never been so pale, and all of his old moles and freckles were gone. His belly had a feminine curve and his thighs were woman-thick, with none of the muscle tone he'd built up jogging. Feeling behind himself he found that he suddenly had a whole lot of bottom now, a big girl butt.
He got out of bed, his petite feet landing on the soft pink carpet, his heavy new breasts jiggling against his ribs. There wasn't much in the room to give him a sense of scale but he felt much shorter than he used to be. He'd always been a big, strong man but now there was nothing big about him. Well, nothing except for his boobs and ass.
It just didn't make any sense that he could be shorter than he used to be. You couldn't make a person shorter. Bone was bone, you couldn't shrink it!
Maybe this was a brain transplant or something. As far as he knew brain transplants weren't even a real thing, it was just stuff out of silly sci-fi movies, but he didn't know how else to explain his transformation. He felt his forehead for a scar but he didn't find one. He felt all over his scalp and along the back of his skull, looking for any raised and ragged scars, looking for tender spots, but there weren't any. As he fumbled around on his scalp a thick lock of blond hair swung down into his face, covering his eyes and tickling his nose. It got in his mouth, and he had to go ptooey a couple of times to get it out.
Maybe this was all a dream. Yes, of course, it had to be. He only had to wake up and he'd be himself. He'd be a man again.
Danny pinched his soft arm and slapped his hairless cheek, and it sure hurt like it was real. He looked around the room, focusing on the pink walls and the pink sheets of the bed. Everything was clear and in focus and his mind seemed as sharp as ever. This is only a dream, he told himself. No matter how real it felt, it had to be a dream.
No, this didn't feel like a dream at all. He was awake. And he was a woman.
Danny couldn't see himself in the mirror from this angle, and he really wasn't looking forward to the sight of his transformed body, but he knew that he had to man up (so to speak) and face his new self. He closed his eyes and stepped before the mirror, trying to prepare himself for whatever he was about to see. But then he opened his eyes and the face he saw made him whimper and shriek so he sounded like some girl in a horror movie, frightened by a drooling maniac with an ax.
Danny had become Charlotte, his own wife. These were her big blue eyes, her dainty nose and full lips. He made faces at himself, winked each eye and stuck out his tongue, and the Charlotte in the mirror replicated his every move exactly. He jumped back and threw open his robe, seeing Charlotte's ample boobs and her familiar little thatch of golden pubic hair. He raised the robe and spun around, looking over his shoulder to see Charlotte's behind, plump and rosy. There was her cute little mole on the left cheek. Christ, he even had the mole on his wife's ass!
He turned away from the mirror and closed his eyes, telling himself that this simply could not be. Being a woman all of a sudden, that was impossible by itself. But being a double of his own wife, perfect down to the last detail? That was some whole other level of impossibility. No, he must have completely lost his mind. That was the only explanation.
Right now he was probably in a nuthouse someplace, gibbering and delusional, only thinking that he'd become his wife. The real Charlotte was probably down the hall, discussing his condition with the doctors. The poor girl had to be worried sick, seeing her big, strong husband reduced to such a wretched, pitiful state. Did she know the specifics of his hallucination? Had he said the terrible words aloud, told her that he believed he'd become her twin? God, he hoped that his madness had rendered him mute. How could a wife ever respect her husband as a man again, after he'd confessed to a shameful thing like that?
Out of all the delusions to have, why did he have to suffer this one? Why couldn't he believe he was Napoleon, or Jesus Christ, or some other great man? He'd walk around making incoherent speeches or trying to heal imaginary lepers or something, and it would be pathetic but at least it wouldn't be so... unmanly. God, anything was better than thinking he was a girl, thinking he was his own wife! For all he knew he might be wandering around the asylum right now in a dress, introducing himself to the other nuts as Charlotte.
Danny knew that he had to focus now, really focus, and clear his mind of this bizarre delusion. It was all a matter of will. He closed his eyes tight, telling himself that when he opened them again everything would be back to normal. The pink cell, his soft and squishy little body, it would all be gone. He would be a man, tall and strong, with muscles and stubble and a penis and everything.
With his eyes still closed tight he slowly reached up to feel his throat, praying he'd find an Adam's apple, but his fingertips touched a woman's neck, hairless and slender. Sometimes he liked to get a little kinky and dominant with Charlotte in the bedroom, gripping her throat in a gentle play-choke and savoring the flex of her muscles when she swallowed. That was the neck he felt now. He swallowed. Yes, damn it, that was Chalotte's swallow.
Danny opened his eyes and groaned, seeing Charlotte looking back at him in the mirror. But as he looked closer he realized that she seemed somehow different from his wife, as if she'd been given a subtle makeover. Was she perhaps a few years younger than his own Charlotte? Were her breasts larger, and firmer? He turned sideways, appraising the jut of his bosom, the flatness of his belly. Yes, he was sure of it. He'd become a younger Charlotte, with bigger boobs!
He desperately thumped his tiny fists against the pink walls of the cell, looking for some way out. The sudden movement made his heavy, unsupported breasts swing to and fro in a really distressing way, so he had to kind of cradle them with one arm while he thumped the walls with his other arm. If he was going to be built like this for long, he'd definitely need a bra. He was much too busty to go without one. He tried to push the idea of his mind. It was too horrifying to think about.
The walls seemed absolutely featureless until he found two vertical lines about three feet apart, so faint they were just barely perceivable at all. There was a door cunningly hidden away here, pink blending almost seamlessly into pink. He pounded on it and screamed.
“Hey!”
Danny gasped and seized his throat, still not used to the sound of his feminine new voice. Charlotte's voice, coming from his mouth. But he told himself that his voice was the least of his problems, and he had to ignore it and press on.
“Is anybody out there? Please, you've got to let me out!”
There was no answer. Just the faint buzz of the lights overhead.
“Please, I'm a father! I have children! Two little baby girls!”
Still no answer. He punched at the door and kicked it, screaming up at the ceiling.
“Can anybody hear me? Come on, answer me! You can't keep me a prisoner in this place!”
Nothing. Maybe somebody was listening, ignoring him. Or maybe there was nobody there at all. For all he knew, maybe he'd been left to starve to death in this pink cell. Or maybe he'd been left to run out of air. He didn't see any vents anywhere, and maybe he only had a few hours before all the air would be gone and he'd suffocate.
Danny vaguely remembered reading something once, in some waiting room magazine, about what you were supposed to say if you'd been kidnapped. But what was it? You weren't supposed to offer your kidnappers a lot of money, because it would make them think you were wealthy and even more valuable to them. But that was just what you were supposed to not say, not what you should say. Was he supposed to make himself seem worthless, like they'd never get a decent ransom for him? That didn't sound like a good idea. Maybe his kidnappers would decide he wasn't worth the risk of getting caught, and they'd just kill him then and there. No, he had to make himself somehow seem valuable, but not too valuable.
He groaned, realizing how ridiculous it was to think that he was dealing with simple kidnappers. If kidnappers wanted a good ransom, why would they even bother with him? He made a very comfortable living, but it wasn't as if he was a billionaire or anything. And what about all of this sex-change stuff? Ordinary kidnappers certainly wouldn't lock a guy up in a pink cell, and turn him into his own wife. No, this was something else completely. Maybe some twisted scientists were experimenting on him. Maybe he'd been abducted by sex-changing aliens. No matter how crazy it sounded, he couldn't rule anything out!
If he was Charlotte now, did that mean that Charlotte had become him? Had they done a full swap? For all he knew his wife might be locked up in the very next room right now, in his body. She'd always been such a delicate little thing, very emotional and high-strung, and the poor girl would probably be out her mind with terror if she suddenly found herself trapped in her husband's body. He imagined trying to rescue her, breaking out of his cell and finding her... but now she'd be a man, with Danny's face, and Danny would be a little woman, looking up at her. She'd be so much bigger and stronger than he was now, it seemed more likely that she'd be the one to rescue him.
The very idea of them reversing roles like that was enough to make Danny shudder. If they were twins now, a pair of Charlottes, that would be bad enough... but when Danny imagined being a little Charlotte, with Charlotte as a great big Danny, the whole idea made him sick.
Danny took a deep breath, telling himself that he had to calm down. Panicking wouldn't help anything. If he was going to get out of this mess, he had to think things through. He searched his mind, trying to think of the last thing he remembered before he woke up in this place...
He'd been with Lydia, that hot new girl at the office. He'd called Charlotte and told her that he was going to be working late that night, then he went to the hotel with Lydia and they'd enjoyed a few hours of wild, passionate sex. When they were finished Lydia got up and poured them a couple of drinks.
Danny remembered sipping his drink, and everything going hazy. He remembered falling down on the hotel carpet and Lydia standing over him with a cruel, mocking smile. Laughing.
Everything after that was just flashes, blurry images. He'd been taken to a dark room someplace and submerged in water. No, not water. A big tank filled with a warm, salty, fizzy fluid, like Alka Seltzer. It got in his eyes and burned his nostrils and throat. He remembered wondering why he wasn't drowning as the fluid seemed to seep inside his flesh, saturating him as if he was a sponge. He'd watched himself shrivel here and swell up there, his dick disappearing in the swirl of bubbles.
Finally he'd emerged from the weird fluid and flopped out onto a cold metal slab, gasping. There was blond hair in his eyes, and he had breasts. He remembered feeling raw all over, as if he'd just been born again. Then everything went black...
He swallowed hard now and clenched his fists, trying to squash down his rising panic. Where in the hell was he? Why had he been changed into a girl? What kind of lunatics had done this to him?
And what were they going to do to him next?



CHAPTER TWO
The receptionist at the front desk smiled up at Charlotte, her impressive cleavage peeking over her low-cut top.
“May I help you, sir?”
Charlotte flinched. Sir. Being a man still felt so strange. It was hard to get used to being this tall, having these broad shoulders and such a deep voice, being treated like a guy every place she went.
The receptionist was pretty and Charlotte felt a rush of attraction with the inevitable stirring down low, the twitch and throb of her new manhood. That sort of thing was hard to get used to, too. She sure hoped her penis would eventually calm down. The damn thing jumped if she so much as looked at a pretty girl.
“Hello,” Charlotte said. “I'm here about Danny Trent, my hus... I mean, my...”
“Oh, hello, Mrs. Trent! I have you down on the schedule. Dr. Corr is waiting for you. First office on the left.”
Charlotte entered the office and found Dr. Corr seated behind her desk. Corr had seemed intimidatingly tall back when Charlotte was a woman, but now that Charlotte was male Corr looked a lot smaller. Corr smiled and Charlotte felt another stirring of attraction, but she tried to ignore it. God, how did guys ever get anything done if they were so damn horny all the time?
“My goodness,” Corr said. “I hope you won't think it rude of me to say this, Charlotte, but you and your husband have both turned out exceptionally well.”
Charlotte coughed and looked away. Corr was rather curvy, and it took deliberate effort now for Charlotte to not gawk at her boobs. She'd always been a busty woman herself and she'd hated it when creepy men would stare at her chest, but now that she was a man she had to constantly remind herself not to ogle boobs.
“Oh,” Charlotte said. “Well, thank you. I guess.”
“As part of the body-swapping process we were able to make a number of little enhancements. Now Danny is a beautiful young woman, and you... Well, you're a real hunk!”
Charlotte crossed her legs, feeling herself strain against her boxers. Corr smiled a mischievous little smile and bit her lower lip. It seemed as if she knew exactly the effect she was having on Charlotte.
“And how are you adjusting to being Danny? Getting the hang of your new equipment?”
“Well...”
Corr giggled and gave Charlotte's crotch a knowing glance.
“The little fellow is still a bit hard to control, eh? A lot of our ladies experience an extremely strong sex drive in the early days of their manhood. The hormones are really surging and it can take a while for everything to settle down.”
Charlotte held her breath, feeling a throb down low that reminded her of when she was carrying the twins and they'd give her a kick. Corr talking about this stuff definitely wasn't helping!
The doctor put on a more serious face and leaned back in her chair.
“You'll get used to being a man, Charlotte. You'll have to. As you know, there's no going back now. You and your spouse have swapped bodies permanently.”
“How is Danny? Did his change go smoothly?”
“Very smoothly. Last night Miss Lester drugged him at the hotel and then brought him here without incident. Everything went exactly as planned.”
Charlotte frowned.
“I see. And I assume that this was... after they..?”
“After they had sex, yes.”
Charlotte's face felt hot and she clenched her fists, unable to hide her jealousy. Dr. Corr leaned forward, giving Charlotte another peek down her top.
“I must remind you,” Corr said, “Miss Lester was merely doing her job. Our agents have to do whatever is necessary to maintain their cover and secure trust.”
“Yes, of course. But that doesn't mean I have to like it. What happens to Danny next?”
“Well, now the real fun begins. We'll be reconditioning Danny so he'll become a good and faithful little wife for you, a real old-fashioned girl. He will love, honor and obey you, as long as you both shall live.”
Charlotte sighed.
“I have to admit,” she said, “I can't help feeling kind of guilty about doing all of this stuff to Danny. Changing his body, having him brainwashed...”
“We do prefer the term 'reconditioned.'”
“Well, whatever you want to call it, it all just seems so... extreme. I mean, I know that the bastard did plenty to deserve it, but even so...”
“Don't worry. It's not unusual for our ladies to experience a certain amount of guilt just after the swap, but they soon realize that they made the right decision. Of course your husband will fight the change at first, but in the end he'll be much happier. You both will.”
Charlotte crossed her legs, trying to find a position where her erection wouldn't get pinched in her boxers. The damn thing kept getting bigger and bigger, and she could feel it throbbing now against her thigh.
“Well,” she said with a shy smile, “I do kind of like the idea of Danny wearing a frilly little apron while he makes my dinner.”
“And so will Danny, once we're through with him. Did you bring the things we requested? The photographs of your family, and your home?”
“Yes. They're all right here.”
Charlotte took them out and placed them on the desk. Corr smiled down at them.
“Your little girls are adorable. How old are they again?”
“Eight months.”
“Very good. We prefer not to do this if the children are too mature. It can be rather confusing for them, as you'd imagine. But when they're this small they seem to adapt to the change quickly. I think they sense that Mommy and Daddy are still there for them, even if Mommy is Daddy now and Daddy is Mommy.”
Charlotte frowned down at the pictures.
“Danny never helped me with the children as much as I wanted. It's hard for me to imagine him as a mommy.”
“Oh,” Corr said, “he will be, and a very loving one. With babies this young, it's quite likely he'll even breastfeed.”
“What? Really?”
“Certainly. I understand that you were nursing, is that right?”
“Yes,” Charlotte said quietly. “I was.”
She squirmed in her seat, suddenly feeling self-conscious about her newly flat chest. She didn't miss her swollen, heavy breasts exactly, but it did feel strange for them to be gone. She was used to being a little woman with big, round, mom boobs, and now she wasn't that person anymore.
“Very good,” Dr. Corr said. “Then Danny will too. His new boobies will be all plumped up with milk, ready to feed your babies, and he'll feel the urge. He'll enjoy nursing, just like any other loving mother.”
Charlotte tried to imagine it. Danny, her husband, as a mommy with a baby at each breast. He'd been such a big, domineering lout, and the idea of him transformed into a happy little mother and housewife just seemed too good to be true. Just thinking about it was getting Charlotte so excited she could hardly stand it!
Dr. Corr spoke, her voice interrupting Charlotte's daydream of Danny as a bosomy blonde all dolled up as a 1955 housewife, pushing a baby carriage.
“Did you bring a personal article with you, something your spouse is very attached to?”
Charlotte took out the little pink blanket she'd brought from home.
“Yes, here it is. This belongs to the babies. Danny likes to tuck them in with it at night.”
“Very good,” Dr. Corr said. “This sort of thing is precisely what we need.”
“When will Danny come home?”
“Seven days.”
Charlotte's jaw dropped.
“Only seven days? But, that's so fast!”
“We've been doing this for a while and we've had plenty of time to perfect our methods. Our program employs technology that's decades ahead of its time, thanks to the lack of any government oversight to slow down our progress.”
“But, is seven days really long enough to turn Danny into..? I mean, will he really accept..?”
“You have nothing to worry about, I assure you. We've already done a lot of the preliminary psychological reconditioning while your husband was unconscious, and so far he's been highly receptive to our input.”
Charlotte scratched her chin, frowning with surprise when she felt the scrape of her new stubble.
“I can hardly believe all this,” she said. “What if it doesn't work? What if Danny refuses to give in and accept his transformation?”
“We have a success rate close to 100%. In a week's time Danny will be fully reconditioned, and then we'll return him to you as an obedient little housewife.”
“But, you won't hurt him, will you? I don't want him to be hurt.”
“The reconditioning is a complex process, and sometimes it can get a bit messy. It's all about wearing down his boundaries, after all. Complete and total emasculation. But I promise you that we'll do everything possible to ensure that your spouse suffers no lasting injury.”
Corr smirked a strange little smirk.
“Actually,” she said, “if you're ready, it would be very helpful if you'd participate today in Danny's retraining.”
“Participate? Well, I don't know. What sort of... participation did you have in mind?”
“You'll be making love to him.”
Charlotte gasped.
“What? Are you joking?”
“Not at all.”
“Well, I guess I knew that it would probably be happening eventually. But, today? Now?”
“After the procedure it's always helpful if the swapped couple has sex as soon as possible. The sooner Danny imprints on you, the stronger the bond will be.”
“Hang on, he's supposed to imprint on me? You make him sound like a duckling!”
“Well, actually, it is a bit like that. Right now he'll be experiencing powerful new submissive instincts, craving a strong, masculine figure to love and protect him, but also dominate him. It's the ideal time for you to establish your new role as his husband.”
Charlotte felt her face flushing hot, but Dr. Corr gave her a patient smile.
“I understand. You're worried about performing.”
“Well...”
“Trust me, you have absolutely nothing to worry about. Right now the hormones in both of your new bodies are raging, and your sex drives are out of control. Once you're naked together, the two of you won't be able to resist making love. It happens every time.”
“But, I'll have to... dominate him? I don't know. I've never been very... um...”
“You will dominate and Danny will submit. It will all seem perfectly natural to you.”
Charlotte looked away, feeling her heart pound. It was an insane idea. She could never be a man, having sex with a girl Danny! And she could never boss him around in bed, dominating him. No, she definitely couldn't go through with any of that.
But then she felt the throbbing bulge in her boxers, her testosterone kicking in. Making her want this. Since her transformation she'd been so horny, for almost every woman she saw. This would be a chance to finally act on her strange new desires. If Danny was willing...
Dr. Corr saw the confused desire in Charlotte's eyes and smiled.
“Go to room 17,” Corr said. “Two doors down. Remove your clothing, all of it, and leave it in one of the lockers. There's a pink door there. When you hear the buzz, step through. Danny will be waiting, and in no time at all you'll both be ready for sex.”
Charlotte shifted anxiously in her chair.
“But, what should I say to him?”
“Oh, you mustn't say anything. No matter what. That's very important.”
“What? Not a single word?”
Dr. Corr smiled.
“When you see Danny you won't need words. Be gentle with him, but firm. There's no need to frighten him, but you want to convey a strong, confident presence. He may complain a little at first, but it won't be long before he accepts that you're the man now.”



CHAPTER THREE
Danny was pacing in his pink cage when there was a strange rumbling sound and the bed abruptly sank into the floor, leaving no trace that it had ever been there. Now the room was nothing but pink carpet, pink walls and a mirror showing Danny's frightened, female face.
He got down on all fours and patted at the carpet, trying to find the seam of the opening where the bed had gone. He heard a loud, metallic clunk and felt a slap on each forearm, and when he looked down he saw that two heavy clamps had sprung up out of the carpet and seized his wrists. He grunted, trying to pull his hands free, but the clamps would have been too strong for him when he was a man and it was totally hopeless now that he was a weak little woman. He leaned in on his knees, trying to get into a position where he'd have more leverage, and he heard another loud, metallic clunk behind him and felt a couple of sharp slaps on his ankles. More clamps, snapping into place.
Danny was stuck on all fours and utterly vulnerable now, in a humiliating position with his ass sticking up and out and his big boobs dangling just above the pink carpet. He screamed in frustration, trying to struggle free of his restraints, but he only succeeded in wiggling his hips so his open robe fell to one side and left his bare ass and pussy exposed.
“God damn it! Whoever the hell is behind all this, you better let me go, or... or I'll...”
He sputtered, at a loss for words. What could he possibly say to threaten his captors? He was utterly helpless, at their mercy. If anybody was listening to him now they were probably laughing at how ridiculous he sounded, trying to talk tough in his high, soft little voice, while he was chained to the floor.
Just then Danny heard a soft whoosh behind him, the door opening. He tried to turn around to see, but the clamps left him facing away from the door.
“Hello? Who's back there?”
Charlotte entered the pink room and saw a very curvy blonde clamped down on the carpet, her shiny pink robe tossed off to one side so her plump ass was out. Charlotte had stripped, just as Dr. Corr had instructed, and her hard-on was swinging back and forth with each step she took. God, it was so weird to have a dick, especially such a big one. It was even weirder to look down at Danny's girl's ass, the ass that used to be her Charlotte's own, and want it so bad.
Charlotte took a deep breath, trying to get control of herself. No matter how much she hated her husband for all his cheating and his chauvinistic bullshit and everything else, she still couldn't force herself on him. No matter how fucking good his plump little ass looked while he was writhing on the floor like that, with those little muscles tensing in his soft thighs...
She came around to see Danny's face, then she squatted down and looked into his eyes. Into her own eyes. It was so confusing, seeing herself, or an idealized, younger version of herself, and knowing it was really her husband.
Jesus, Danny was stacked.
Danny thought he had to be hallucinating. Here was a naked man with Danny's own face, his male face, only he looked a few years younger than Danny had been. This guy had an erection, but it was bigger than Danny's had ever been. It was really long and thick, flushed purple like a popsicle. Danny could see it pulsing, going throb, throb, throb to the beat of the man's heart.
Danny suddenly realized he was staring at his doppelganger's dick, and it was kind of hard to look away. He knew he should feel terrified, meeting his own naked double like this, but mostly what he felt was a warm, shivery, all-over excitement. His crotch was really hot and sweaty too, and it felt puffy like all the blood was rushing to it. He was very aware of the empty place at the center of his hot, sweaty puffiness, and he found himself longing to get that emptiness filled up.
Danny shook his head, trying to clear these strange thoughts from his mind. He looked at his double closely, seeing something strangely familiar in the man's eyes. Somehow he sensed the true identity of this other Danny, the woman behind that gaze.
“Charlotte?”
She smiled and nodded. Danny flew into a frenzy, desperately pulling at his restraints.
“Charlotte, honey, what the hell has happened to us? Why am I you? Why are you me? Please...”
Charlotte slowly shook her head, then she held her index finger to her lips and gave him a soft shh.
“No, Charlotte, come on! If you know who's behind this, you have to... have to...”
Charlotte gently swept his hair over to one side, away from his face, then she leaned in and gave him a lingering, tender kiss on the lips. Danny gasped, feeling a rush of arousal so intense it made him dizzy. Being kissed like that, with him as a girl, all chained up, and Charlotte as a great big man, it felt really good. Why did it feel so good?
Charlotte giggled, seeing the look of astonishment on Danny's face. He gulped and shook his head, trying to regain his senses.
“Honey, I don't... Whatever you're thinking of doing, I...”
She kissed him again. Zing, Danny felt another rush of that weird excitement, but even stronger this time. He could actually feel the lips of his pussy flushing and plumping, the hot rush of blood as everything opened up down there. He was getting wetter and wetter inside, his juices overflowing.
Danny found himself staring at Charlotte's hard-on again. It was so hard to not stare. It was such a big, sexy thing, all veiny and dark, and the way it pulsed was hypnotic...
Danny's boobs felt so hot and heavy, like they were swelling up, and his nipples were poking out like  pink jellybeans. He felt an intense carving to have his breasts touched, and not gently. He wanted to be groped and squeezed, roughly, like a cow being milked. He needed lips on his tits, teeth nibbling his nipples. He pulled at his restraints, trying to escape but only making his tits and ass jiggle. Now his pussy was a sopping mess, he was dripping, and that empty feeling between his legs was getting stronger every moment, like he needed to be filled up now.
Danny shook his head, trying to get control of himself. He had to calm down and stop being so turned on by this weird stuff. He was still wriggling in his restraints but now he realized he wasn't really trying to get out anymore. He was kind of putting on a show for Charlotte, jiggling his soft little body and making pouty faces. He caught himself and clenched his fists, trying to refocus, trying to come out of this crazy, lusty trance.
“Charlotte,” he said, “come on. If you had something to do with this, you have to stop it. You have to get me changed back into a man, and... and...”
Danny was hypnotized by the sight of Charlotte's throbbing dick again, and as he stared at it he realized his mouth was watering like he was thirsty. He imagined putting his mouth on it, kissing it, taking it between his lips as deep as it would go, and now that that idea was in his head he couldn't get it out. Charlotte saw him staring longingly at her dick and she smiled and stood back, slowly running her hand up and down her long, fat shaft, stroking her fingertip along her dangling balls. Danny just gawked at her, utterly mesmerized. He'd never been so aroused, not even close. He was drunk with desire, helpless with horniness.
Danny had never wanted dick, ever. He'd never understood how women could want the awful, ugly things. But all of a sudden, dicks were so hot. Even balls were hot. How could balls be hot? Balls were disgusting things, even worse than dicks, all sweaty and hairy and bumpy. Balls were just supposed to be balls! But Charlotte's balls were so sexy, and Danny wanted to kiss them all over and bury his nose in the salty stink of a man.
“Wow,” he heard himself say, “you're so... big. I think you're bigger than me. I mean...” He glanced down between his legs. “Bigger than I was.”
Danny flinched, ashamed of the obvious desire in his voice, the naked need. The words had just slipped out, he couldn't stop it. Charlotte smiled, still working her new manhood, and Danny watched her with his lips hanging open. Watching a man jerk his big cock was the hottest thing Danny had ever seen. He sure didn't want it to be, but it was. He'd been reduced to a near-animal state: Me want dick.
Charlotte got behind him, between his spread thighs, and Danny heard the naked rustle of her getting down on her knees, the slap of muscle on muscle. He could smell his own wet pussy now, that horny girl musk, saltwater and sweat, and he knew that Charlotte could smell him too.
“Honey,” he said, “come on. You can't... You wouldn't really...”
But she would. Charlotte lifted his robe, getting a good look at Danny's ass and pussy. Danny found himself flexing the muscles of his ass for her, rocking his hips, slowly twerking, but he tried to pass it off as struggling in his restraints.
“Honey,” he said, “come on. Don't look at me back there. Don't look at my...”
But he wanted her to look. He wanted her to do more than look.
Charlotte placed her big, warm hand on the back of Danny's neck, slowly stroking down between his shoulder blades to the small of his back. He felt an all-over shiver as her hands moved from the base of his spine to his ass. She gave him a teasing little spank, making him whimper.
“Charlotte, please! Come on!”
By way of reply she moved her hands from his ass to between his thighs. He tried to clench everything closed but instead he felt himself melting like butter down there, positively oozing. He was supposed to be shoring up his defenses but instead he was simply giving up without any fight at all. He remembered how dark Charlotte's pussy would get when she was really horny, how her pale thighs would flush chocolaty brown, and without even looking he knew that he was dark like that now.
“Please?” His voice sounded tiny and weak. “Please?”
It wasn't clear if he was asking her to stop or begging her for more. He wasn't even sure himself. He knew he should be begging her to stop, but it was hard to think straight when your pussy was so hot and sloppy. It felt inevitable now, that he would give himself to her. This want was overtaking him and it was hard to even imagine resisting it. Why would he ever want to resist it?
He heard a wet sound behind him, like somebody sucking a lollipop, and he sensed Charlotte was licking her fingers. He had only a moment to wonder why before he felt something brush the lips of his pussy and slip inside. A finger! He was being fingered! He felt another finger enter him, then another, then everything went hazy as she began to move her long, thick fingers in and out and in and out, probing him. Exploring his walls and tickling his core. God, she had three fingers in him, and he was taking them easily! He actually wanted more. He wanted to be filled, stretched to the limit.
Zap. He felt a jolt like a lightning strike and realized her thumb had brushed his clit. He whinnied like a pony, mindlessly thrusting his ass up and back. Charlotte placed her thumb on the knot of his clit and Danny froze, too afraid to move. Just feeling that pressure there was making him go insane, he was so sensitive it almost hurt, but as she began to stroke him with her thumbnail something changed and it suddenly felt good. It made him think of getting a hand job, only now all of his nerve endings were packed into a tiny, tiny nub so everything was a thousand times more intense.
Danny made up his mind. He couldn't just take this like a bitch. For the sake of his dignity as a man he had to fight this pleasure, or at least give the appearance of fighting it. He struggled in his restraints, putting on a big show of his outrage, but somehow it just came out as a sexy little tantrum, like a lover's game. He was arching his back, sticking out his lower lip in a pout and making cute noises. He grunted and whipped his head back, giving his long blond hair a pretty toss.
Exhausted now, and satisfied that he'd put on a decent show of resistance for Charlotte, Danny flopped back down so his tits were against the floor, and he stuck out his ass. He felt something hard back there, clumsily brushing against his bare thighs and butt cheeks, and for a moment he thought it was another finger. But no, this was something much bigger than a finger. Almost in, almost sex, but not quite.
Danny whined and squirmed, but his movement only drove his pussy back against Charlotte's cock. He felt the heat and the hardness of it, an erect dick directly touching the sensitive lips of his pussy, and he let out a groan of dismay but he didn't pull himself away. Their genitals were touching now, brushing together without fully connecting, wet heat on wet heat. Danny kind of didn't want this to happen but then again he really, really did.
They couldn't have sex. He couldn't be a girl, he couldn't be his own wife, and he certainly couldn't get fucked with his own dick!
Maybe, he thought, they could just stay like this for a while, with their genitals touching but not moving. No penetration, only exquisite closeness. He'd just stay right where he was, not moving even a little, and feel the heat and the hardness of that dick against his pussy lips. This was all he needed, this hard thing against him. It felt so fucking good, and it didn't quite count as sex so long as the dick didn't go inside...
But then Danny was moving his hips, ever so slightly. He couldn't stop himself. There was a nice hard dick hovering at the entrance of his pussy, the tip nestled against his hungry lips, and he needed to feel  it go inside just a little bit. Maybe half an inch. He'd just move his hips and wiggle his ass a bit, let the tip slip in so he could feel that heat and hardness, but he'd stop it before it went in too deep. This would be just a taste, like when you sampled a bite of food off somebody's plate. Just a taste, and then they would definitely stop.
But then Danny was bumping against Charlotte's cock again, squishing his wetness against her hardness. Saying, without saying: Put it in me now. There was movement between his thighs and Danny felt himself being spread, his pussy lips parting as Charlotte penetrated him.
Oh, God, that's what this was. Penetration. Danny had a cock inside him, in his pussy. No matter how he tried to rationalize it, no matter how he tried to spin it, there was no denying the truth of what this was. He was a woman, taking a big hard cock. He was having sex with a man! With himself.
Danny could actually feel his insides squishing around, making room for the big hard thing in his belly. It was gross when he thought of it in anatomical terms, shifting guts, meat inside meat, and he just had to hold on to that. That great big dick was a foreign object in his body, an invader.
But then Charlotte started to thrust just right, sliding herself deeper and deeper into Danny, and he forgot about the grossness of it all as his mind was flooded with pure sensation. His pussy was tight with shock but he could feel himself getting warmer and wetter, melting around that big cock. He pleaded with himself to keep very still, to not cry out, to not give away how good this felt, but as he felt Charlotte thrusting relentlessly against him, within him, he knew he was lost. He was going to cum soon, and he was going to be loud.
Charlotte somehow knew exactly what to do with her new dick. Fucking like this, with Danny as Charlotte and Charlotte as Danny, didn't just feel good. It felt right, as if this was how it was always meant to be.
Danny heard himself making little cooing sounds, the way Charlotte always did when he fucked her from behind like this. He liked the way the sounds felt in his throat now, like sips of sweet tea. His ass was bumping against Charlotte's lap and he found himself grinding down on her dick and taking it as deep as it could go, then deeper still. He wanted to feel it all the way up into his chest, filling his throat.
Charlotte moved her hands down Danny's body and grabbed his breasts from beneath as she fucked him, squeezing and kneading him. Danny whimpered helplessly, experiencing a thrill like nothing he'd ever known. He was being felt up, Charlotte was digging her fingers into his big, soft titties and every time her fingertips brushed his nipples he felt an electric jolt of pleasure. She grabbed both of his tits with one hand, kind of pulling them together so she could work each of his nipples at once, and Danny felt a swoony, spinny bliss. Was he coming? Was this a woman's orgasm?
Danny raised his ass up a little, spreading his thighs wider and trying to open up his pussy more so he could take in even more dick. He could feel Charlotte throbbing inside him and he knew that she was going to cum. Danny experienced a little flicker of horror, imagining himself on the receiving end of a man's load, but then the horror passed and he was eager to feel that wet warmth inside for the first time. It would be the best thing ever, he knew it.
“God, yes!” His voice sounded like he was laughing but also crying. “You're so big! Give it to me, baby!”
Give it to me, baby? Jesus, where did that come from? Wasn't it bad enough that Danny was getting fucked like a girl? Did he have to talk dirty like a girl, too?
“Please,” he heard himself say, “don't... don't stop! Give me everything you've got! Tear me apart!”
Danny groaned, trying to resist this pleasure, trying to make himself hate this, but it was simply too good. He'd never had sex this good when he was a man, not even close to it. Sex as a man was nothing compared to being a woman and taking a nice, thick dick.
He heard himself screaming now with Charlotte's voice, begging for more. And mixed in with his passion there was something else, a feeling of giggly, giddy affection like he'd never known. It made him want to worship every inch of Charlotte's big, strong body, to pledge his devotion to her, to call her Daddy.
He'd never felt a connection like this with a lover, and it was so intense and beautiful he had to close his eyes tight to keep from weeping. He loved Charlotte so much, he felt like singing.
He felt Charlotte's dick throb and then, pow, he was hit with an orgasm that made the pink cell flicker around him. It was the most intense experience of his life, like every orgasm he'd ever had but all at once. Like dying and seeing the light. Danny was drooling with pleasure, his big tits swinging beneath him as Charlotte slammed her dick between his thighs, slammed and slammed and slammed.
“I love you,” he heard himself whisper. “I love you, baby. I love you...”
He collapsed, his tits squishing against the ticklish pink carpet, and as he did he felt the sudden absence of dick between his thighs, Charlotte pulling out. His restraints retracted and he was free, but Danny was so spent he could hardly move.
It took all his strength to roll over, but when he did he found that he was alone in the room. He looked around, confused.
“Charlotte? Honey?”
It was as if she'd never been there. Danny wondered for a moment if he'd imagined the whole thing. Perhaps the stress and isolation of this experience were getting to him, making him see things.
But no, his pussy felt warm, wet and full, and his thighs were flushed sunburn pink. He'd had sex with a man, a man with Danny's own face. And that man was Charlotte. Danny was sure of it.
Danny gasped, realizing that they'd made love without using a condom or anything. He was a woman, and he'd fucked a man without protection!
Could Danny actually get pregnant now? How deep did his womanhood go? He had breasts and a vagina, but did he have ovaries and a womb?
The wet weight deep in his pussy suddenly felt different, and he imagined a million little sperm swimming upstream toward his waiting egg. He gulped, feeling a queasy dread, but there was something else too, another emotion. The warmth of a strange new thrill...
Danny sat up on his knees and faced the mirror. He kind of puffed up his belly and stroked his fingers down it, like there was a baby in there. He turned sideways slightly and gazed at his chest, remembering how big Charlotte's boobs had gotten when she was carrying the twins. She had looked so beautiful when she was pregnant. So sexy.  If he got pregnant now, he'd look like that.
Danny arched his back a little, so his boobs stuck out more, and smiled as he imagined watching his boobs and belly grow.
He gasped, realizing that he had actually been daydreaming about having a baby, about being the mother of Charlotte's child. Of course, he didn't really want that to happen! So why did it sound so good? Where were these crazy thoughts coming from? What the hell was happening to him?
Danny flopped over onto the floor and curled into a ball, ashamed. He was ashamed of what he'd done, ashamed of the way he'd giggled and gasped and begged for more, ashamed of how much he'd loved being a woman and getting fucked by a man.
But most of all, he was ashamed of this longing he felt to see the other Danny again. It was a feeling so strong, as if he was incomplete without that man by his side. There was the lust, but also a yearning for protection, for the reassuring presence of a big strong man. Danny needed his husband. He tried to reject that word, husband, to stop thinking it, but it was in his head and it wouldn't leave.
More than escape, more than being a man again, what Danny really needed was his husband.
Charlotte had a quick shower and got dressed, then the receptionist showed her out. Suddenly Charlotte found herself back out on the busy streets, traffic rumbling past as the sun went down. She wandered to her car in a daze, got in and put the seat back, staring up at the ceiling for a long time. The tip of her dick was still wet from Danny's pussy.
The sex had been amazing, better than she'd ever imagined sex could be. It was as if this feeling was what Charlotte had always been looking for, without knowing it. How had she ever settled for being a woman and getting fucked by a man?
She loved having a big hard dick, putting it in Danny's soft girl body and watching him jiggle and bounce. God, those adorable little sounds he made! Just thinking about it was making her hard again. She was actually fighting the urge to just whip out her dick and jerk off right there in her car.
Charlotte sat up in her car seat and smiled, seeing her handsome face in the rear view mirror. All the annoying bullshit of womanhood, the being talked down to by men, the smeared makeup, the too-tight, too-revealing clothes without any damn pockets... that was all behind her now. She'd never again have to worry about breaking a high heel, or feel an underwire bra digging into her boob. She'd never have another period! No more sore, swollen boobs, no more groaning on the couch with a hot water cradled against her cramping belly. There would be no menopause, no fretting over her hot flashes or sagging tits. She'd never have to be an old woman.
She'd made the right decision, trading places with Danny. She was sure of that now.



CHAPTER FOUR
Danny awoke with a start. His jaw felt sore and he realized there was something jammed in his mouth, something long and hard. He was naked and down on all fours, his wrists and ankles strapped into some kind of bizarre, bright pink contraption that supported his belly but left his tits dangling, his thighs spread wide and his ass tilted up. It looked kind of like some piece of gym equipment, kind of like a bondage device and kind of like a toy from Barbie's dream house. He didn't know what was happening, but he sure didn't like the look of it.
He struggled, trying to break free. As a man he might he have just managed it but as a woman he was far too weak. He hardly budged in his restraints but the effort made his hips buck slightly and he realized with a groan that there was something stuffed deep into his pussy. He gave the thing in his mouth an exploratory nibble, then he wriggled his hips slightly to get some feel of the thing between his thighs. Both objects were long and thick, distinctly phallic. Dildos.
God, he was impaled at both ends by dildos, like a pig being roasted on a spit!
“Nuh,” he grunted. “Nuh, peez!”
He struggled wildly, using all the strength in his little body, but it only drove his vaginal dildo deeper inside. He could actually feel the lips of his pussy squish around it, his wet walls parting to take the hard shaft. Something tickled him down there, right on an unbearably sensitive spot, and he made a high, keening sound. The dildo apparently had some sort of attachment pointed right at his clitoris, and he'd have to be very careful to avoid brushing against it.
The dildo in his mouth was made of some weird rubbery stuff, hard but with just a bit of flex. He coughed and gagged, trying to spit it out, and when that didn't work he bit down as hard as he could. He was hoping to sever the thing from the machine but his teeth hardly left an impression..
He went into a frenzy of frustration, impotently wiggling and jiggling in the device, and after less than a minute of this futile effort he was forced to give up, too exhausted to continue. He was slick with sweat and gasping for breath, his big tits swinging beneath him.
He heard an ominous buzz and felt a deep vibration beneath him, machinery grinding to life. He whimpered as the dildo between his thighs began to pump him, in and out and in and out. He wanted to feel nothing but disgust at this latest assault on his masculinity but the sensation was not unpleasant and it felt a little better with each thrust. If the machine had only slowed down a little then perhaps he would have had time to brace himself against this mounting excitement, but the machine was relentless and he was still reeling from one thrust when the next came. Soon his eyes were closed and he was making soft little sounds, helpless against these feminine pleasures. His stupid girl body was making him enjoy this, making him groan and giggle. It wasn't his fault!
He felt an orgasm bearing down and he tried to fight it, but it was like trying to beat back a flood. He was going to cum, and cum hard. At least he could try to keep quiet, to not give away how good this felt...
But no, he was whimpering and weeping, screaming his pleasure. God, penetration was the best thing ever. To feel that hardness inside you, thumping, your body stretched around something long and thick. How had ever been satisfied with sex, as a man? Sex as a man was like low-calorie sex, diet sex, tofu sex, and sex as a woman was a rich, decadent feast with lots of juices and fats. He kept expecting to peak but it just went on and on, pleasure without end.
And then it ended, the machine somehow sensing that he was finished and slowing to a stop at just the right moment. Danny trembled in his restraints, hardly able to think. If a woman's body could feel like that, maybe womanhood wasn't so bad...
He gulped, realizing what he'd just been thinking, but before the shame could overtake him the dildo in his mouth began to stir. It was thrusting, but much more slowly and gently than the one in his pussy had been. It wasn't quite gagging him, but it was in too deep and it was uncomfortable. He worked his jaw, trying to get the dildo into a better position between his lips, and as he did it froze so just the tip was in his mouth.
He traced his tongue around it, feeling a big mushroom head and fake veins on the shaft, and it sent an awful little thrill right down to his core. The dildo sat perfectly still while he licked it, but the moment he hesitated it went back to its mindless, clumsy thrusting. He calmed it down with some soft kisses, but then his masculinity briefly reasserted itself, his mind turning to thoughts of escape, and the dildo seemed to sense his distraction and it got restless and jabby. This machine was like a living thing, and it would behave as long as Danny did what it wanted.
Danny sighed, relaxing and settling in to deep throat this robot hard-on. It should have been appalling, some big rubber dick sliding between his teeth and dancing on his tongue, but for some reason it actually felt kind of good. And not just good, but normal. It was satisfying somehow, he felt quite at home with a hard shaft in his mouth. He closed his eyes and imagined kissing Charlotte's dick, the dick that had been his own, and that was even better. Yes, dicks were very sexy things, and it was good to suck them, and Charlotte's dick was the best dick of them all. Why would he ever want to fight this?
He gasped, coming to his senses. These thoughts weren't his own. He'd been brainwashed somehow! The sick bastards behind all this, they didn't just want to make him female. They wanted him to be a girl who sucked cocks, and liked it! He had to fight this, with everything he had. He had to hold on to his manhood and not give in, no matter what happened. He was a man! He was straight! He absolutely, positively did not want to suck dick!
Just then he was startled to hear a woman's voice in his ears, speaking quietly in a calm, authoritative voice. With everything else going on, he hadn't even realized he was wearing headphones.
“Today's lesson,” the voice said, “will be about the absolute importance of obeying your husband. It is God's will that your husband should be the unquestioned head of the household. You are but a woman, delicate and pretty, and you exist only to be his good little wifey. You must obey him at all times and never, ever challenge his will.”
Danny grunted, appalled by what he was hearing, but then the dildo between his thighs started pumping again. In and out, in an out, in and out, it just wouldn't stop and each thrust felt better than the last. The pleasure was building quickly within him, another orgasm was already bearing down, and he could hardly think. The woman's voice droned on and Danny half-listened, too horny now to focus on her words. He just wanted to suck, and get fucked. That was all.
“When your husband comes home you will be there waiting for him. You will be wearing a lovely, feminine dress, and you'll have a loving smile, and you'll be eager to do whatever it takes to make your man happy after his long day at work. This is your purpose, to be good and dutiful little wife for your husband, to always put his needs first and to enjoy serving him...”
Yes, Danny could picture himself so clearly, as a woman in a pretty pink dress with a frilly apron, as a happy wifey waiting at the door for her hubby to come home. He could almost feel the high heels beneath his feet, the swish of his pink skirt against his thighs. Stockings and pearls, a spritz of sweet perfume. The scene seemed so tantalizingly familiar, so real, it was as if he'd lived it a thousand times before. Why wasn't he there, right now? Why wasn't he living that life?
No. This was only the brainwashing, corrupting his thoughts. Danny Trent was all man, and he certainly didn't want to be some mindless Stepford wife in a silly pink dress! He didn't want to be down on his knees, scrubbing the floor until it shined so he could see his pretty face smiling back at him. Feeling such pride, knowing that he kept a lovely home for his husband. Going to bed at night in a cute little negligee, all snuggled up against his husband's strong, hairy chest.
Damn it! No matter how hard Danny tried to squash down these thoughts, they just felt too good, too right. He was supposed to be a good little wife. He was supposed to be there at the door tonight, to greet his husband with a kiss and a cocktail. They'd have a lovely meal that Danny had prepared all by himself, then they'd put the children to bed, and then maybe Charlotte would carry Danny to bed and they'd have a little fun...
The voice in Danny's headphones was still talking, something about baking cookies, but he was hardly listening now. He closed his eyes and pretended the dildo between his legs was Charlotte's big hard prick, thrusting deep inside of him. His own manhood, his identity, his whole life, he'd have to worry about all of that later, after he stopped cumming.
But when it was finally over, hours later, Danny was too exhausted to worry about anything. The machine detached itself from his body and he staggered over to the bed in his pink cell and fell into the deepest sleep of his life.
He dreamed about his little girls, in their crib. Their sad little faces. The poor dears missed their mommy.



CHAPTER FIVE
Danny awoke and rubbed his eyes. There were no clocks to tell the time and no windows to show the time of day. It might have been 3 AM, or noon. He sensed he'd been here in his cell for a week or so, but it could have really been two days or a month.
There was a small pink bowl on the floor, with something steaming inside. He got down, crawling toward it, and saw that it was filled with the all-too-familiar pink liquid. It was all he'd had to eat, ever since he arrived here. His life had been nothing but getting fucked by that weird dildo machine while he endured his “lessons,” breaks for the gross pink soup, and sleep. Three times a day a door opened that allowed him entry into a tiny pink half-bath, where he could pee and wash, but even there he had the distinct feeling that he was being watched.
He looked down at the bowl hatefully for a moment, then he raised it to his lips and slurped down the tepid, sickly-sweet stuff in an instant. God, it even tasted pink, like a weird bubblegum soup. Liquid femininity. He would have gagged on it, or spit it out, but right now he was so hungry that he couldn't afford to waste any nutrients at all.
As he pushed the bowl away he saw something else, a sight that made him gasp with shock. On one of the walls there was something that wasn't pink, a little square of glowing, vibrant colors. It appeared to be a projection of some kind but when he hurried over and moved his hand over it, he didn't see any shadow. The walls looked solid as could be, but this image was somehow being projected through the wall, from the other side. He moved closer, struggling to figure out what he was seeing.
It was a tiny image, the size of a postage stamp, showing his own house.
God, his house! The lovely little home that he and Charlotte had scrimped and saved to buy. How many times had he mowed that lawn and trimmed those hedges? There was the window of the kids' room, where he and Charlotte would set the babies down to sleep each night.
The image showed his car in the driveway. He was home. When this picture was taken, Danny was at home with Charlotte and the girls. The man of the house, taking it all for granted.
Danny heard himself making strange, high-pitched sounds and he realized he was sobbing like a woman. He blinked back hot, stinging tears and looked up at the ceiling, addressing whatever mysterious figures were behind this torment he was enduring.
“Please,” he begged, “I just want to go home!”
He fell to his knees on the carpet, his blonde hair falling in his eyes, his bare breasts heaving as he wept. He couldn't go on like this for another day. He couldn't go on like this for another instant.
There was a whoosh sound behind him, and when he turned he saw that a door had opened up in one of the pink walls, in a place where he'd never noticed any seams before. He was so shocked he didn't move for a moment, but then he scrambled to his feet and out the door.
He found himself in a little kitchen. It was a windowless place, with a pink counter, pink cupboards, a pink refrigerator, a pink oven, and even a pink sink. It was all very cute and toy-like, Barbie's Dream Kitchen come to life. In a corner there was a tall rack with pegs holding a frilly pink apron, some puffy pink headphones, and a pair of frilly pink panties. That was all.
There was a note on the counter top, written in a frilly cursive font with dark pink ink on pale pink paper:
1. Put on your panties.
2. Put on your headphones.
3. Listen and obey.
Danny grunted with frustration and disgust. There was no way he would do what this damn note said. No, he'd dig through the drawers in this kitchen until he found a knife, or some other sharp thing, and he'd kill himself. He'd leave a blood stain all over this pretty pink kitchen!
But of course, he couldn't do that. He could never leave the girls without their mommy. (No, their daddy, damn it. He was a daddy, not a mommy!) He'd have to carry on doing whatever his captors said, and pray that it would be his ticket home.
Danny sighed, took down the panties and slipped them on. He was reaching for the headphones when he heard a click down at his crotch and something wriggled between the lips of his pussy and expanded up inside him until he was full. These panties had some kind of telescoping dildo built in! There was a buzzing sound, a steady vibration between his thighs, and his vision went swimmy.
God, he was cumming. Just like that, boom, cumming. Whatever that thing in his panties was, it was hitting him right on the fucking dot. He moaned and grabbed his tits, he couldn't help it. He squeezed them hard, his fingertips finding his nipples, pinching and tugging. He was still cumming, it felt like it would never end. How was he still cumming? How much cum did he have in him?
Finally the buzzing slowed and his senses returned to him, kind of. It was still hard to think, he felt like he might cum again at any moment. That last orgasm was scary, like he'd just missed falling into some crazy pleasure-madness he'd never come back from. He reached down now with trembling fingers, wanting to take off these torturous, vibrating panties but also really, really wanting to leave them on.
He grabbed the headphones and slipped them over his ears. He was going to act like he was listening, but it would all be an act. He'd make those bastards think that they'd broken him, that he was ready to obey and be a good girl. Then, when they least expected it...
His thoughts were interrupted by the voice in his ears. That same damn woman he'd been hearing all week, during his lessons.
“Very good,” the voice said. “Now, we're going to bake some nice, fresh chocolate chip cookies. Go fetch the ingredients, and get busy.”
Before Danny even knew what was happening he'd sprung into action, hurrying over to the cupboard and getting the cornstarch, baking soda and salt, along with a medium pink bowl and a pink whisk. He went to work, whisking the ingredients with confident, deft movements of his wrist, like a lady on one of Charlotte's cooking shows. He kept telling himself to stop, to throw the bowl down on the floor, but he simply couldn't  do it. He actually wanted to bake the cookies, and do a good job. He knew how satisfying it would be to look down at a plate of fresh-baked cookies and know he'd made them. After all, Danny was a housewife now (no, he wasn't!) and he loved to make delicious food for his family (no, he didn't)!
His lessons were over. He knew that now. All those hours, when he had one dildo thrusting between his lips and another humming between his thighs, when he was out of his mind with pleasure, that woman's voice in his headphones had been overwriting his mind and preparing him for his new life. In some ways he was still the man he'd been, but in other ways he was brand new. The things that used to matter so much to him, like manhood and power, didn't really seem to matter at all anymore, while other things that he didn't used to care about at all, like femininity and obedience, they mattered a lot. He was a housewife now, he actually wanted to be one, and there was no going back.
When they cookies were done he set them out on a tray and sighed, wishing that there was somebody here to enjoy them. And just at that moment a door opened and a tall, pretty, unfamiliar woman in a white lab coat came in. Danny was nude apart from his frilly pink apron, but he told himself it was silly to be embarrassed. After all, this lady doctor was no doubt the one who'd given him this body. He wanted to ask her why she'd done this to him, but something told him he wasn't allowed to speak in her presence unless she commanded him to do so.
The doctor picked up one of the cookies and had a bite.
“Not bad,” she said. Danny was only a little surprised to recognize the voice from his headphones. “Go ahead, try one yourself.”
He nervously took a bite. The cookie was scrumptious, gooey and sweet, and he was about to take another bite when the doctor held up a scolding finger. Danny hastily put the cookie back, bowing his head. He felt his face flushing red hot. He didn't want to say it. He couldn't say it.
He couldn't not say it.
“They're not for me,” he said in a soft little voice. “They're for my... my husband.”
“That's right. After all, a girl has to watch her figure. You want to fit in your pretty new dresses, don't you?”
Danny felt a flutter of feminine excitement inside, and he couldn't squash it down no matter how hard he tried.
“New dresses?”
“That's right. Go back to your room, and you'll find a new door. A closet full of pretty new dresses, just for you. Put on whichever one you like best, and pack up the rest. And be quick. Your husband is waiting for you.”
Danny squealed in delight, actually squealed, and he made to leave the kitchen. But as he stood in the doorway, he couldn't help turning back to face the doctor.
“Doctor?”
“Yes, dear?”
“Thank you, so much.”
Danny couldn't believe he'd said it. He shouldn't have thanked this woman, for God's sake. He should have strangled her! But he did feel genuinely grateful, he couldn't help himself.
The doctor smirked and took another bite of her cookie.
“You're quite welcome. Now run along... Charlotte.”
Danny wanted to object, to deny that that was his name, but instead he smiled and hurried off to his pink room.
He found the closet door already open, the closet filled with beautiful, old-fashioned dresses. Lots of glossy, satiny fabrics, polka dots, full skirts and low necklines, everything fifties retro and gorgeously feminine. The perfect dresses for the kind of housewife he was going to be. There was jewelry, necklaces and pearls... and shoes! Pink high heels, and dainty slippers with fuzzy pink poofs. There was even some lingerie, little nighties and camisoles. He swooned to see it all, imagining how lovely he'd look for Charlotte.
He stepped closer to the mirror, looking at himself. Looking at Charlotte. She was a beautiful woman. He was a  beautiful woman.
“I am Charlotte,” he said, trying the words on for size. “I am Charlotte, and my husband is Danny.”
No! No, he wasn't Charlotte, and Charlotte wasn't Danny! He felt a dizzy horror, the full impact of his transformation hitting him. He'd become his own wife, and his wife had stolen his life! He opened his mouth to scream...
But then a voice in his head told him he was just being a silly girl. What was the point of screaming and crying and making a fuss? The swap was complete, and there was obviously no going back. He was only wasting time, moping about it. The sooner he got ready to leave, the sooner he could finally go home to his family.
Danny hurried into the little bathroom and switched on the light. There was a little pink razor and a can of ladies' shaving gel, and he grabbed a handful of the gel and almost applied it to his chin before he realized his mistake. He would never have to shave his face again. He would never see his own face in the mirror again... unless Charlotte was standing behind him, holding him in her arms. He imagined leaning back against her strong chest, inhaling her manly scent and feeling the bulge of her crotch in the small of his back. He tried to squash down the rising thrill he felt, but it was hopeless. He needed to feel those arms around him.
He needed his husband.



CHAPTER SIX
It was game night, and Charlotte had a bunch of the guys over. Danny was hurrying around in a pink, polka-dot dress, his crinolines swirling and swishing around his shaved legs, while he offered up a tray of tasty snacks to the burly men who had once been his friends and co-workers. None of them recognized who he really was, of course. As far as they were concerned Charlotte was Danny, and Danny was just the pretty wifey who smiled while she refilled their drinks.
“Damn,” Ronald said, glancing none-too-subtly at Danny's cleavage. “You are looking sweet in that little outfit, Charlotte.”
Danny bit his lip, feeling himself flush almost as pink as his dress. Of course he wanted to tell Ronald to knock it the fuck off, but instead he just giggled girlishly and covered his smile with his hand.
“Oh, this old thing? I just threw it on.”
Danny had spent an hour and a half “throwing on” his outfit, dolling himself up in full fifties housewife pin-up girl cosplay so he'd look his best for the boys. They were always ogling him and lavishing him with flirty compliments, and he wanted to hate it but it just felt too good. Right now his little pussy was damp and hot and he could feel his tingling, puffed-up tits straining against the cups of his dress.
“It's so great,” Ronald said, “to see a real old-fashioned girl like you, you know? Dressed up all nice and pretty like that, on a weekday night.”
He was ogling again. He swallowed, catching himself, and turned down his creepy grin by a few notches.
“I mean, of course we appreciate all the other stuff you do too, of course. The fancy hors d'oeuvres, and the cocktails and everything. Just great, all of it.”
Charlotte had been observing all this from the recliner that used to be Danny's favorite seat in the house. She chuckled and sipped the tall drink that Danny had carefully prepared for her.
“Careful, Ronny. She's all mine, remember?”
Danny gulped, feeling as if he might actually cum a little bit. Being ogled by the boys always felt a lot better than he wanted it to, but being claimed as Charlotte's property, in a roomful of men, that thrilled him to the core.
“You know,” Ronald told Charlotte, “I don't know if you really appreciate how lucky you are. Every man wants a girl like Charlotte, a lady who's happy to stay home and run the house, who puts her man first...”
Danny flinched just a little bit, feeling as if he'd just had ice water poured in his panties. Hearing himself described like that, like some walking, talking Stepford wife, that made it all too real and reminded him of everything he'd lost. Most modern women would find a description like that insulting, and rightly so, but Ronald was only saying the stuff that Danny said about himself all the time. Danny was always burbling about how much he loved being an old-fashioned housewife, how nothing mattered more to him than making his man happy. He'd happily talk about it to anybody who'd listen, he couldn't shut up, and the words always felt so right on his lips. The other wives looked at him like a lunatic, but that never stopped Danny. He was a happy little wifey, and the whole world had to know.
“Come on,” Ronald said to Charlotte. “Tell us your secret. Where'd you find this little angel?”
Little angel. As if Danny was a particularly obedient child, a good girl who did all her chores!
Charlotte smiled, locking eyes with Danny while she spoke to Ronald.
“Well, you know what the old expression... Bad husbands make good wives.”
Ronald looked confused.
“Actually, I think the expression is, good husbands make good wives.”
“Is it?”
She gave Danny a look that made him feel as if she'd just unzipped his dress and left him standing naked before the room full of his former friends. He was woozy now, almost faint, and he wasn't sure if it was from excitement, humiliation or some sick combination of the two.
Just then he heard a sound upstairs, the babies crying. He felt the unmistakable swirl of milk in his bosom, the ache of his swollen breasts ready to let down, and he knew he had to get out of there before things got messy.
“Sorry, boys,” he said. “Duty calls!”
Charlotte laughed, raising her glass.
“Yes,” she said, “a woman's work is never done!”
Danny hurried up the steps, hugging his chest to try and keep the jiggling under control. This vintage bullet bra sure was cute, but it sure wasn't designed for a nursing mommy!
He made it to the girls' room just in time, seconds before he was going to spring a leak. He sat himself down, hastily undid the straps of his dress and heaved his heavy breasts free of his bra. The girls latched on right away, thank goodness, then he groaned with relief as he felt his milk begin to flow. He closed his eyes, savoring the moment. The simple bliss of a mother providing for her children.
But then Danny felt that all too familiar stirring of panic, way down deep in his core. The rising horror. That feeling that this was all wrong, that he wasn't supposed to be a woman, wasn't supposed to a wife, wasn't supposed to be a mother, wasn't supposed to be Charlotte. Everything was wrong!
But then he sighed. Whether this was right or wrong, it simply was. He was a woman. He was a wife. He was a mother, with a happy baby nursing at each breast.
He was Charlotte.
Danny smiled, cradling the heads of his daughters. Life as Charlotte was actually pretty good, if he didn't fight it. He was happy now, happier than he'd ever been as a man, as Danny. If he could just let go of the man he'd been, if he could just give in completely and be a happy little housewife, body and soul, everything would be perfect. Maybe someday the part of him that was still Danny would just fade away, so only the part of him that was Charlotte would be left. Of course, he doubted that it would ever really happen...
But a girl could dream.
The babies seemed to sense his troubled mood and they whined as they fed, kneading their little fingers into the tender flesh of his breasts. Danny sighed and smiled down at his daughters, loving them as much as any mother ever loved her children.
“It's okay,” he whispered. “Mommy's here. And she's not going anywhere.”
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