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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Got a wild one here. 
 
    It’s about nudists, perverts, anal fun, kidnapping, and that’s just the first half! 
 
    Let me ask you a serious question here, do you think men are as much fun when they lose their, uh…apples? 
 
    Or will they lose the sparkle in their eye, the desire that can be irritating, but…would you do without it? 
 
    Read on, fans, and figure it out for yourself! 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” Rod blurted. His eyes were narrowed, his face was twisted in confusion, and he couldn’t believe what he had just heard. 
 
    Sandy smiled, be it a bit nervously. “It’s a party. It’ll raise a lot of money, there’ll be a lot of important people there, and…” 
 
    “No, no. The other part!” 
 
    Sandy kept her smile in place, though it was a bit fixed. She had thought the idea funny and clever when she had heard it, but now she wasn’t sure. 
 
    “We’ll you’ll have to wear the bare minimum, and there’s a contest that—“ 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I know, a cum contest, to see who can shoot the most juice. No, I mean the other part.” 
 
    “There will be games and some of the guys will be on a leash, and…and…” 
 
    “Come on. You know what I mean!” 
 
    “You mean the, uh…the tail part.” 
 
    “Yes. Tell me about the tail part.” 
 
    Rod and Sandy were sitting in the Crow’s Nest. It was Friday, work was done for the day, and they usually spent their Friday afternoons sipping beer, then ordering a pizza, talking to friends, and…discussing things. 
 
    Things like parties. 
 
    “Well, it’s Mathilda’s idea. She’s the leader of—“ 
 
    “The leader of the garden party, yeah, the nudist colony that we’re members of. Who cares. Tell me about the tail. The one I’m supposed to wear!” 
 
    “All the men will be wearing them. There’s a ring around your, uh, thingie, you know, and it connects to a tail that, uh…you know?” 
 
    “So I’m supposed to put a butt plug up my ass, one with a tail on it. And because everybody else is doing it I’m supposed to just go along with it.” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “And this was Mathilda’s idea?” 
 
    “Actually, it was her husband’s.” 
 
    “Gerald?” Rod scoffed. “I don’t believe that. He’s more uptight than her!” 
 
    “He is not! You just…” she stopped talking. 
 
    “I just what?” he growled. 
 
    “Mathilda and several of us girls were talking about an event they’re putting on down on the beach.” 
 
    “An event? Oh, this is getting better.” As members of the nudist beach, being naked was no big deal, but wearing a butt plug in public was. 
 
    “And they were talking about contests being held between men and women, and Mathilda said it was a bad idea because men are stronger and faster than women, and Gerald said, “Have the men wear butt plugs. And it sort of evolved from there.” 
 
    “Evolved into the men wearing tails. Can you see me? What kind of a tail would you like me to wear? A fox tail? A pig’s tail?” 
 
    “Rod—“ 
 
    “Well, I’m getting to the bottom of this right now.” He grabbed her phone.” 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to call Gerald and give him a piece of my mind.” 
 
    “No! That’s my committee you’re talking about!” 
 
    “And it’s my ass!” 
 
    Rod opened up her contacts, found Mathilda’s name and tapped the green phone button. 
 
    “Rod! You can’t do this! Give me back my phone!” 
 
    Rod moved back from her grasping hand and listened to the ringing sound. 
 
    “Yo, Jerry here.” 
 
    Rod know Gerald, but barely. He certainly didn’t know him well enough to call him by his nickname, which was Jerry. And it sort of subdued his anger. 
 
    “Uh, Hi, Gerald. This is Rod Navers. I wanted to talk to you about this picnic thing your wife is throwing.” 
 
    “Rod! Yes, I remember you, you’re the guy who spoke up at the PTA meeting. Lots of guts, Rod. I was proud of you. You spoke up and said the things that everybody else was thinking, but were too chicken to say.” 
 
    Rod opened his mouth to speak, but Jerry kept talking. 
 
    “Listen, I’m glad you called, because I got myself in a jam over this event my wife is holding down on the beach. I put my foot in my mouth and suggested that every man wear animal tails. I’ve heard a little grumbling about that, and I need somebody on my side. Somebody with guts. Listen, this event is going to pay for a wing on the hospital. I’ve got donations lined up that will knock your socks off. There’s going to be a lot of sick kids that are going to be helped. Kids with diseases, kids who have been in accidents. Kids whose parents can’t afford the proper medical care. So what do you think if…” 
 
    Jerry kept talking. He was a big, bluff voice on the phone, and he had a cheer and a persuasiveness, but the real killer was to hear him talking about helping disadvantaged kids out. 
 
    Rod had been a disadvantaged kid. He had been born with an ugly hairlip, and his parents had been too poor, and an event just like the one Jerry was proposing, or Mathilda was proposing, was what had gotten him an operation, and a halfway decent childhood. 
 
    “So you see, if I can just a couple of guys to agree to wear the stupid tails, the women won’t cry foul when we clean up at the contests, and the proceeds, Rod, we have a chance to help thousands of kids. Literally thousands of kids. And that help will last long after we’re gone.” 
 
    Rod felt himself speechless. He had been so angry, and now to find it was all for a good cause…he looked across the table to where Sandy was watching him with worried eyes. 
 
    “…and there won’t be any middle man, the proceeds go directly to the hospital. We could start building the wing by this fall. That’s unheard of, and—“ 
 
    “Okay,” Rod said. 
 
    Across the table Sandy blinked. 
 
    “Really? Rod! That’s fantastic. Listen, I’ll set up a photo shoot and we can do a little advertising, make a small party out of it, and…thanks, Rod.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    Sandy clapped her hands together in glee. 
 
    “I’ll have Mathilda get together with your wife to arrange details, and, again, thanks Rod. You’re gonna do a lot of good for a lot of poor kids.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    Rod hung up the phone and slid it back across the table. 
 
    He wasn’t happy. He had been cornered, but…but it was a good thing. Even if he did have to figure out this stupid wear a tail thing! 
 
    “Oh, Rod!” Sandy rounded the table and gave him the biggest kiss in the world. “Thank you! Thank you!” 
 
    “Yeah, well, you’ll owe me!” 
 
    “Honey, on the day you wear that tail I’ll bend over for you.” 
 
    He turned his head slightly and stared at her. “Are you talking anal sex?” 
 
    “The analist, baby. You’re my super hero, and I will do anything for you.” 
 
    Rod smiled. Maybe this tail thing wasn’t going to be too bad after all. 
 
      
 
    The small party was arranged for the next weekend, and Rod was actually looking forward to it. 
 
    Jerry was a big man in town, and he was known for his big, lavish parties. Parties that tended to get a little out of control. 
 
    Out of control was fine with Rod. 
 
    So he and Sandy hoped in the car on a Saturday afternoon and headed out to the The Smithson’s beach house. 
 
    The nude beach, where the event was going to be held, was down the beach a mile. There was a big outcropping of rock to stop lookie loos from invading the nudist beach, and there was security a plenty. 
 
    But this side of the rock was a long stretch of pristine beach. Beach that held a half a dozen luxury mansions, and the luxuriest was the Smithson digs. 
 
    It was four stories and had a Widow’s Walk on the west wing. There was a scrub grass lawn and a wood stairway down to the beach. 
 
    Rod parked the car next to a line of a half a dozen other cars and he and Sandy got out and looked down at the beach. 
 
    There was a smattering of people laying on the sand, dancing in the waves, and they could hear a boom box blaring all the way up where they stood. 
 
    Sandy was looking good. She had dressed up with a new summer dress and her boobs were quite prominent. Prominent because she had a wasp waist. She had long hair that rustled in the ocean breeze, and her eyes were sea green and happy. 
 
    Rod had worn shorts and a polo shirt. That was classy enough for him, and he didn’t care who Jerry was. 
 
    They walked up a path, up a stairway, and knocked on the front door. 
 
    Jerry appeared in the big oval glass in the front door. He was slightly chubby, had lots of chest hair, short hair on his head, and…a tail. 
 
    That was it. No clothes. 
 
    Rod and Sandy stared with dropped jaws, and Jerry was laughing when he opened the door. “Come on in, kids. I thought if I’m going to be selling everybody on the idea of tails, maybe I should show everybody what they look like. What do you think?” 
 
    He turned around, showed a slightly flabby ass, and faced them. 
 
    The tail was a big, fluffy thing that hung to his knees. It was attached to a butt plug, of course, and a strip of cloth went between his legs and circled his package. There was nothing else holding it in place. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Sandy. 
 
    “I’m supposed to wear something like that?” 
 
    “You bet. I even bought a bunch like this. Come on and try one on.” 
 
    They passed through a large room with maybe two dozen people in it. About 15 of them were naked and wearing the ‘Smithson tail.’ 
 
    “This is Rod! He’s one of us!” 
 
    “Hey, Rod!” 
 
    “Glad to meet ya!” 
 
    It was a cheery bunch, and they all seemed quite happy. Of course maybe they were happy because they were all holding drinks, and the drinks weren’t full. 
 
    They passed through a kitchen and Gerald grabbed a drink from a dozen that were sitting on the counter. A servant was making more. 
 
    “Grab a libation! Come on!” 
 
    They grabbed, and sipped, and followed Gerald as he wound through the house. He had taken the long way just so they could all get drinks, and he finally led them up the stairs to a den. 
 
    It was a big den, with a big desk and lots of book shelves. On a round table in the corner were a dozen tails of the sort that Gerald was wearing. 
 
    There were red ones, green ones, multi colored ones, and natural ones. 
 
    Gerald held the tails up next to Rod. “Hmm. This might work…no, too green. How about…” he finally settled on a skunks tail. At least, it was black with a white stripe on the top. 
 
    Sandy was laughing and thoroughly enjoying the ‘fitting.’ 
 
    “Drop your drawers, Rod, and join the party!” 
 
    “Right, uh…here?” 
 
    “Embarrassed? I’ll turn my back.” He turned, but looked over his shoulder with a dirty, old man’s leer. 
 
    “Come on, Rod! I want to see this!” Sandy started pulling at his shirt. 
 
    Rod was hesitant, this whole thing was a first for him, but Gerald and his guests had set the standard, and Sandy kept encouraging him. 
 
    He shimmied out of his shorts and stood in his underpants. 
 
    “Don’t stop now, Rod!” Jerry start clapping his hands and humming a strippers tune. 
 
    Sandy pulled his underpants off, and he stood revealed. 
 
    “Well, you’ve got nothing to be ashamed of. Here you go!” Gerald tossed Rod the skunk tail. 
 
    Rod looked at the plug. It wasn’t too big, and there as no chance of it falling all the way into his asshole. 
 
    He started to bring it back to his ass. 
 
    “Better lick it first, Rod. Get it juicy, or it’ll feel like a round peg in a square hole.” He looked at Sandy. “Or is that a square peg in a round hole?” 
 
    Sandy, grinning widely, took the plug and sucked on the working end. Then she turned Rod around. “Bend over, honey, let me christen the ship.” 
 
    “Christen the ship! Ha! That’s good!” crowed Jerry. 
 
    It went in smooth, and it wasn’t too big, and…it didn’t hurt at all. 
 
    Jerry stood up, and his eyes showed his surprise. “Hey!” 
 
    “Feels good, but watch out, it’s making your flag wave!” 
 
    Rod looked down, and sure enough, his dingus was starting up. 
 
    Sandy quickly helped him get the circle around his package and it pulled his cock down. He was still hard, but pointed down and not so obvious. 
 
    And there he stood. A butt plug, a tail, and cock ring. 
 
    His cock still throbbed, but…it was okay. As long as he didn’t do too many jumping jacks. 
 
    Sandy linked an arm through his and seemed inordinately proud. “Honey! You look marvelous!” 
 
    “That’s the spirit. Now let’s finish our drinks and head back to the kitchen for some more! 
 
    It was a wonderful little gathering, and it built a lot of spirit for the event to come. 
 
    Rod was one of twenty men who had been talked into wearing the tails, and it turned out to be fun. the longer he wore it, the more fun it became. 
 
    And, it kept him horny. The feel of that soft hair brushing against the back of his legs, the way the plug shifted inside his rectum when he walked, it was horny and fun. 
 
    And if he wasn’t careful his dick would rise up. 
 
    But the other guys in the house were in the same boat, so when a dick flopped up everybody laughed and hooted and drank some more. 
 
    A photographer showed up and was properly aghast. “Mr. Smithson, I can’t show you guys like this in the newspaper!” 
 
    “It’s a good cause, Ronnie.” 
 
    “But the boss will kill me if I bring back these…these nudie shots! 
 
    So they took a couple of conservative shots, the men in towels, holding the ends of their tails up. 
 
    Then Gerald had everybody turn and bend over. A row of big, white asses, with the brown spots thoroughly concealed by furry tails. 
 
    “Well, I took it, but the boss is going to have a cow when he sees it!” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry,” laughed Jerry. “If he fires you I’ll buy the paper and hire you back. At a reduced salary, of course!” 
 
    “A reduced salary?” 
 
    “Of course reduced, taking such perverted pictures!” 
 
    Everybody was fair drunk by now, and there was much laughter. 
 
    The afternoon passed, and Rod and Sandy managed to walk on the beach, and Sandy was totally thrilled by Rod’s tail. 
 
    “Honey, this is the new you. The better you.” 
 
    “You like the tail, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” And she grabbed the tail right where it went into the plug. She lifted slightly and Rod squeaked.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But she had him up on his toes, and she turned him around and kissed him, and snuck a hand down to his dick. 
 
    His boner liked that and let him know. It rose up saucily. 
 
    Then she just held him there, prancing and unable to do anything about it. “I want to keep you this way always. When this event is over, we’re going to keep you in tails.” 
 
    “Urk!” he said. 
 
    “That’s my boy,” and she kissed him, then she walked him, on his toes, back up the stairs to the big house. 
 
      
 
    The following week was quite a bit of fun. 
 
    First, Sandy was abnormally excited about Rod’s tail. Every time he turned around she was kissing him, hugging him, and trying to sneak the plug into his ass. 
 
    It’s pretty hard to sneak something like that into a rectum, so she was always caught, and then she had to work a little harder to get it into him. 
 
    Harder, like down on her knees harder, sucking and slurping, her free hand trying to push the adornment into his jolly spot. 
 
    “Geez!” he complained on Wednesday. “Every day?” 
 
    She had just managed to insert the thing, and he half twisted and held it with one hand. 
 
    “Of course. This is a charity event, and you are going to be in various races and contests. You need to be used to it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re making it a lifestyle. If I’m not at work you’re pushing it up my ass!” 
 
    “But it feels good, right?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “So why don’t you wear it?” 
 
    They were standing in their bedroom at that moment, and she flipped her top down and exposed her luscious breasts. “Because, honey. I’ve got these as a badge of my sex. Nobody can see your ding dong, so…you need something so I can tell that your a male.” 
 
    “A tail doesn’t make a male! In fact, males are known for chasing tails!” 
 
    “Tit tut,” she dismissed his objection and gripped his penis. “The fact of the matter is that I find this very exciting. In fact, I bought you another one.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The plug with the tail was only a couple of inches long, and it was small enough that he had to push it back in every once in awhile. She produced a large one. Four inches long, much more bulbous. 
 
    “I can’t put that in me!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll get it in.” 
 
    She had to talk to him a full day before she convinced him to try it. 
 
    On Thursday he lay on the bed and she gave him a big back rub, and a dick rub, not to completion, of course, and massaged his inner child. With several fingers. 
 
    She spent a long time just rub a dub dubbing, pushing lube into him, getting him to relax and open up a bit. 
 
    And, finally, it was in. 
 
    It was different than the little tail. Much different. 
 
    First, it wasn’t coming out. It was in to stay. 
 
    Second, he had trouble walking, or being coordinated in any fashion. 
 
    The constant pressure in his butt discombobulated him, and he was put upon to even run. 
 
    Oddly, he could sit down easily enough, and that felt good, but motion changed the whole dynamic. 
 
    But the worst thing was that she snapped a picture while he wasn’t looking, and sent it to Jerry. A couple of minutes later she showed Rod the text exchange. 
 
      
 
    Look, Jerry! A bigger plug! Shouldn’t he get better sponsorship? 
 
    OMG! That is wonderful! Tell him I can get double the donations! 
 
    Okay. He promises to wear it for the event! 
 
    Excellent and well done! 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute,” blurted Rod. “I can’t wear this for the event!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “First, it’s too big! Second, I can hardly walk!” 
 
    “First,” she responded “Does it feel good?” 
 
    “But that’s not the point?” 
 
    “If it feels good it’s not too big! Second, that’s the point! You having a difficult time in the physical events will even the playing field.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But the text messages were forever, and he was committed, whether he wanted to be or not. 
 
    And Sandy kept after him, and not in a bad way. 
 
    Sandy didn’t nag, she persuaded with sex. 
 
    For the next two days she kept him stiff and ready, and when Saturday rolled around Rod was so horny he would have agreed to a tree trunk up his butt! 
 
    Fortunately for him, a tree trunk was not required. All that was needed was for Sandy to take the skunk tail off the little plug and put it on the bigger plug. 
 
      
 
    On Saturday morning they got up early and Sandy put his plug in. It was getting easier, now that he was used to it, and he sat on it while they ate breakfast. 
 
    Then they jumped in the car, they had loaded it the night before, and headed to the nudist beach. 
 
    The entrance to Bare Beach was located a couple of miles beyond the Smithson’s house. One simply turned right and passed a guard house, which was rigorous in requiring credentials, then headed down a long, twisting drive. 
 
    It was a mile to the beach from the guard house, but three miles once you stretched out the twists and turns in the road. 
 
    Finally, one came out on a wide bay. There was a parking lot set back, and several paths through groves of trees. Just beyond the trees were changing rooms, or ‘divesting’ rooms, as some of the customers called them. 
 
    People divested themselves of clothes, then hauled little wagons with their umbrellas, beach towels, ice chests, and so on, down a gentle slope, over a dune, and there it was. 
 
    The sand was feather light and the texture and color of white sugar.  
 
    Beyond that was the clear, pristine, blue water of the gulf. 
 
    There were already cars in the lot, but that didn’t bother Rod. He drove his four wheel drive Nissan truck over the curb and out to where the big tents had been set up. 
 
    People were already staking out spots, and most knew Rod, and they waved to him. 
 
    He honked back and Sandy waved, and they backed up to the big tent. 
 
    Florida is The Sunshine State, and it is named that for a reason. It has sunshine. Lots of it. 
 
    It is the second closest state to the equator, being beaten out only by Hawaii, and then by less than a hundred miles. 
 
    The result is hot sun, warm rain, and massive sales of sunscreen. 
 
    Jerry had rented out spaces in the tent to vendors, and on the open side, the side facing the ocean, were bleachers. 
 
    It was the perfect set up for a men v women event. 
 
    And a men v women event is one of the biggest draws in the world. 
 
    Sure, men have the advantage, but there is no quit in women, and with the advertised disadvantages that the men possessed it promised to be a fun contest. 
 
    And there were other  things happening, too. 
 
    Jerry had hired a circus troop to put on exhibitions. There were acrobats working in the center of the tent, clowns walked around tickling the ears of people from behind with long feathers, people carrying snakes on their shoulders, lifting big weights, and so on. 
 
    “Unfortunately, the circus performers were wearing clothes. Unfortunately because some of these good looking people had some very good looking bodies. 
 
    Sandy had to help at a booth for a couple of hours, so Rod wandered around, broke ‘training’ by having a beer, and greeted friends. 
 
    He was wearing his tail and quite a few of the contestants knew that he had an extra bigger plug. 
 
    They pulled on his tail every once in a while, and he pulled on theirs, and it was all pretty good fun. 
 
    He passed the photographer who was moaning, “How am I supposed to take a picture that can’t go in the newspaper!?” 
 
    He went to the judge’s booth and talked to Jerry, and everything was looking up.  
 
    Except he saw some people wearing full mechanic’s coveralls. 
 
    That was strange. They had their own van, a towering four wheel drive, and they drove up to the back of the tent. But they didn’t go in and do any work, they just stayed around their truck and talked to each other in a small group. 
 
    Odd. To wear coveralls in this heat. They had to be sweating up a storm. 
 
    And they all had beards, thick beards, and sunglasses, and ball caps. 
 
    And they just had this odd ‘feeling’ to them. 
 
    For a moment Rod thought about going over and confronting them. Sure, they were probably just workmen, here to check the big AC unit for the tent, or maybe the refrigeration unit for the hamburgers and hot dogs, but— 
 
    “All contestants report to the staging area,” the loud speaker blasted. 
 
    Frowning, Rod turned away from the workmen and headed for the front of the tent. 
 
    The staging area was to the left of the bleachers, and about twenty contestants were gathered. 
 
    Ten women with large breasts. That was their disadvantage. They had to compete with those big, bouncing globes on their fronts. 
 
    Ten men, including Rod, with fluffy tails sticking out of their butts. 
 
    They were all in pretty good shape. Being nudists they tended to be physical cultists. They hiked and biked, they roller skated and spent time at the gym. 
 
    “Here comes Mr. Big Butt!” jibed one of the gals as Rod stepped into the area. 
 
    “The bigger the hammer the bigger the nail!” returned Rod. 
 
    Everybody laughed, and joked, and a couple of minutes later the first contest was announced. A simple footrace, down to the water and back. Maybe a hundred yards. 
 
    The crowd gathering to the sides, Rod and the other contestants lined up and got ready. 
 
    BANG! The starter’s pistol sounded and the twenty men and women pounded down the sands. 
 
    It was a great start. The women were trying to run with their arms up to keep their breasts from bouncing, and the guys were just trying to run. 
 
    The men’s dicks flopped up and down, their balls bounced, and their tails fluttering in the wind of their passing. 
 
    The crowd cheered. Hundreds of nudists jumping up and down and screaming for their favorites. 
 
    Rod was having a difficult time. He knew he would, with the size of his plug, but he hadn’t known how tough it would be. 
 
    And, what was worse, the plug was massaging his prostate rather violently and his dick started to rise. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” he muttered. He was about 15th place, and barely able to hold on. His hard on was causing the crowd to shriek and laugh and point at him. 
 
    He touched the waters edge, fortunately a wave was coming in and this saved him a couple of steps, and now he was right in the middle of the pack. 
 
    A hundred yards of racing through soft sand tends to drag one a bit. Everybody’s arms were pumping, the breasts and balls and dicks bouncing, and now Rod had actually managed to make it to the top five. 
 
    But he couldn’t go any faster, that damned boner was really holding him back! 
 
    Then, the last ten yards, he felt a tug on his asshole. He managed to glance over his shoulder and saw that a girl named Leslie was lifting and pulling on his tail! 
 
    He had to slow down, then he stumbled, tripped and fell, and everybody passed him! 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled. “Foul!” 
 
    Everybody in the crowd was shrieking now.  
 
    Rod got up and brushed sand off. 
 
    “Foul!” he yelled. 
 
    The judges heard him and called him over. A large bunch of people got closer to listen. 
 
    “Leslie grabbed my tail! That’s why I fell.” 
 
    There were three judges. Jerry and Mathilda, and…Sandy! 
 
    “I saw it!” pronounced Jerry officiously, a big grin on his face. 
 
    “Sandy? What are you doing up there?” 
 
    “I’m judging.” 
 
    He grinned. Jerry was on his side, and Mathilda was against him, but his own wife…he was going to win this one! 
 
    Mathilda, as he expected, yelled, “I didn’t see any foul.” 
 
    Jerry turned to his wife. “Well, honey?” 
 
    Jerry and Mathilda watched with good natured grins. The crowd quieted and everybody listened with both of their ears. 
 
    “I didn’t see anything.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    But Rod’s protest was drowned out by the cheers. 
 
    The score was added up and it turned out that more women had crossed the finish line before the men. By one. The one being Rod. 
 
    “Women one! Men zero!” Jerry shouted through the loudspeaker. 
 
    But Rod wasn’t upset. It was for charity. He called out, “Honey! You’re my wife! How can you vote against me?” 
 
    “Cause you’re a man!” she shouted back, and the crowd all cheered some more. 
 
    The events continued. Egg tosses, sack races, sharing water balloons held in the hollow of the neck. That one caused much merriment, as the guys had to get close to each other, and there were a lot of boners, with the resulting gibes. 
 
    Then there was a long distance race, to be followed by a baseball game. 
 
    The men were losing, but only by one point. The point that Rod had lost in the first race. 
 
    But this just increased the fervor, and more and more people were coming forward and putting money in the jar. 
 
    Interestingly, there was a lot of money. A few checks, even a few notes about credit cards, but…there were a few thousand dollars. 
 
    The long distance race was in both water and on sand. Contestants had to run down to the big cliff which separated the beaches, swim out to a boat and get a ribbon, swim back ot the beach, and race back on the sand. 
 
    The contestants lined up and once again the starting gun was fired. 
 
    Rod paced himself. He knew he would have an advantage swimming, and he wanted to be ready to put out on the race back on the sand. 
 
    He was middle of the pack when they reached the water. In the water he quickly took a lead, and when he arrived back on the sand, ribbon around his neck, he was ready to give it his all. 
 
    He dug in his feet and sprinted. 
 
    He had a fifty yard  lead when the other contestants reached the sand, but there were some runners amongst the women, and they were hot on his trail. 
 
    Rod pumped his arms, gasped for air, and felt the Florida sunshine draining him of energy. 
 
    Then he heard the women pounding up behind him. 
 
    He had to make up for his earlier loss, he wouldn't let anybody grab his tail, he would— 
 
    Behind the tent he saw the group of men in coveralls. They disappeared behind the tent, and…damn! What the heck were they doing? 
 
    “All right, Rod!” One of the ladies blurted, just a hand slap behind him. 
 
    But Rod ignored her and veered off. He didn’t know why he did it, but he knew something was up, and it was not good. 
 
    He angled off towards the rear of the tent. 
 
    Men and women still in the race called to him, but he disappeared behind the tent and ran towards the big four wheel drive van. 
 
    He ran to the back of it, stopped, gasped for breath, and pulled the back doors open. It was dark, and he peered for a moment, his eyes adjusting to the gloom. 
 
    Was that…guns? 
 
    He scrambled into the back and reached for…yes…there were guns! 
 
    ZZZZZZ! Something struck him in the back and he was suddenly shivering and shaking. Electricity poured through his body, and he collapsed on the floor of the van. 
 
    “You stupid son of…” 
 
    More voices intruding on what was left of his consciousness. “What the hell is he doing here?” 
 
    “I caught him inside…” 
 
    “Well, climb over him. We’ll dump him up the road.” 
 
    Then bodies clambered over him. He grunted as a couple of feet stepped on him, then the back doors of the van slammed shut. 
 
    The motor was running, and suddenly the van was backing up, stopping, turning and racing towards the guard gate.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Rod was out of it for several minutes. Maybe if somebody had patted his back or given him water, maybe he would have recovered faster. 
 
    But three men in coveralls just sat on benches on either side of him and discussed the robbery. 
 
    “How much you think we got?” 
 
    “At least ten thou. And all in untraceable bills.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to get rid of this bozo.” 
 
    “Shoot him and toss him out the back.” 
 
    That made Rod come come around faster. 
 
    “Nah. You know my rule on shooting people.” 
 
    “Only if you really feel like it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t. Killing people intensifies everything. They’ll start really coming after us. As long as we stick to just robbery we’re fine.” 
 
    Rod stared at the darkness under the bench on the side of the van. It was homemade, and he could see a pair of boots. 
 
    But there was something about the voices of these men. Something weird. It was hard to tell, the road noise and the roar of the motor made it difficult to hear, but… 
 
    “Look at this shit,” a hand grabbed his tail and lifted. 
 
    “Unh!” he grunted and rose up to relieve the pressure on his butt plug. 
 
    “Ha! He’s a sly one. Been awake all this time.” 
 
    “So what. Grab his hands, let’s get him up.” 
 
    Two strong hands grabbed his wrists and lifted. Another pair of hands snapped cuffs over first one wrist, then the other. Suddenly he was being pulled upwards.” 
 
    They were in a tall van and he was standing up, dangling from a pole, then he managed to get his feet under him. 
 
    “Look at that pecker. Wonder why he wants it up the ass?” 
 
    “He ain’t a real man. None of these nudey types are real men.” 
 
    “Aw, hell, he’s a real man, watch.” 
 
    A hand started playing with him. 
 
    He struggled, tried to twist, but the hand closed down, clamped on him, and pulled him. “None of that, bozo. You be a good boy and you might live.” 
 
    He stopped struggled and endured the strokings of the hand. His penis, in spite of his situation, or maybe because of it, stood out. 
 
    “Watch this.” 
 
    A mouth engulfed his cock, and Rod gasped. He was getting sucked off by a man, by a…and he got it. He figured out the thing about the voices, things about the coveralls and how they hung on the men’s frames. 
 
    They weren’t men. They were women. Disguised as men. 
 
    And the mouth moved back and forth while the other three women laughed and jeered. 
 
    “Don’t let him squirt, Sally!” 
 
    Sally. He had a name. But what good did that do him? 
 
    The woman named Sally rolled his testicles in one hand while she sucked, and her fake beard tickled him. 
 
    “Stop…stop…” he muttered. 
 
    “Why? Ain’t you a real man?” 
 
    And the suckling went on, until, just before he was going to squirt, it withdrew. 
 
    Rod pumped his pecker into the air a couple of times and groaned, and the women all laughed. 
 
    Then they started taking their coveralls off. 
 
    He watched as work uniforms disappeared and women in shorts and short shorts appeared. 
 
    Two were brunette, one was blonde. All had large breasts. All were good looking. 
 
    The two brunettes looked like sisters. The blonde looked like she might be a cousin, or something. 
 
    “Let me go,” he whispered. “I won’t tell anybody.” 
 
    “We never let people go,” stated the blonde. 
 
    One of the brunettes snickered. “If you’re good maybe we’ll let you feed out pet gator.” 
 
    “Or maybe if you’re bad,” said another one, and the three girls all laughed. 
 
    The van drove for quite some time. These apparently weren’t local girls, and Rod had time to recover, and to wonder what was going to happen to him. 
 
    At one point the girls counted their ill gotten goods. 
 
    “$20, 496.17!” exclaimed one of the girls. 
 
    “I’ll take the extra penny.” 
 
    “You’ll take bozo here. You zapped him, you bought him.” 
 
    “Hey, bozo, how do you like wearing a big, old butt plug? That give you a thrill?” 
 
    Rod said nothing. 
 
    “He’s gay.” 
 
    “Am not!” He blurted. 
 
    “Who cares.” 
 
    “I do. I got an itch.” 
 
    The atmosphere in the van changed. Suddenly all three girls were regarding Rod with curiosity. 
 
    “What’s your name, sweet cheeks?” 
 
    “Rod.” 
 
    Two girls exchanged amused looks, and the third said, “That’s a good name.” 
 
    “Well, try him out.” 
 
    “Hell, this’ll be tough.” 
 
    “Just put your feet on the bench and sit on him.” 
 
    “What if he cums?” 
 
    “Shit. We don’t want that.” 
 
    “I’ll take care of that.” The blonde was wearing a leather wrist band. She took it off and wrapped around the base of Rod’s cock. It had several size snaps, and she put it at the tightest. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” wheezed Rod. “Take it off!” 
 
    “Not yet, lover.” The brunette who had started the whole thing slipped out of here shot shorts and panties and grabbed the pole which Rod’s handcuffs had been attached to. She placed her feet on the bench and rose up.  
 
    His cock was hard, and she lowered herself. 
 
    She missed a couple of time, but one of the brunettes took him and aimed him into her. 
 
    His cock was swelling up and the feel of her pussy was breath taking! 
 
    She began to ride him. She was above him, and her breasts were smashed into his face. She had great cleavage, and he was shortly trying to move his head back and breath. 
 
    Suddenly she stopped. “You’re big enough, ‘Dick,’ but you need to move. The longer you don’t move the longer I’ll be on you. Unless, of course, you want me to stay on you.” 
 
    Rod had no choice. When she resumed her humping he began moving. 
 
    The other girls started cheering and making ribald comments. 
 
    And Rod couldn’t squirt. The leather strap stopped him. No matter how good it was, no matter how delicious her chest was, he was primed and couldn’t pump. 
 
    Then another one of the brunettes tried him out, then the blonde and finally the last brunette. 
 
    Rod was exhausted and sore from standing up and supported extra weight and the motions of fucking. He sagged, and begged. “Take it off!” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “Take it off or you’ll castrate me!” 
 
    “He’s got a point. Want to vote? I mean, it would be sort of fun to watch his thing shrivel up and fall off.” 
 
    The girls chatted for a moment, but finally one of them took the strap off him. She held it to his face and snarled. “You do anything to piss us off and this goes back on. Permanently.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    The van traveled on. 
 
    The nudist beach had been on the gulf side of Florida just off Marcos Island. The van had turned several times, and there was a lot of back roads bouncing, so Rod had no idea where they were, and especially where they were going. 
 
    Assuming they were traveling north, which was fair considering that other directions would have put them into the swamps or ocean, they were above Tampa. There was a lot of rough country up that way. Florida might be pretty cosmopolitan, but there were plenty of country areas, and the remark about alligators worried Rod. 
 
    Finally, after a bit of bouncing, and what felt like dips through water in the road, the van slowed down, traveled a couple of hundred yards on a line, then entered a structure. 
 
    Rod listened. the sound of the motor, the feel of a real cement surface…yes. They were in a structure. 
 
    The engine died and the girls sighed. 
 
    “All right,” they gathered up their clothes and one of them pushed the back door open. 
 
    “What about bozo?” 
 
    “Leave him here for a while. We can decide what to do with him later.” 
 
    They all left the van, and closed the door, and Rod stood there and listened to the ping of the cooling motor. 
 
    It was hot and muggy. Typical Florida weather. 
 
    His asshole was tired of the plug, and he really, really wanted to just sit down. 
 
    Hours passed. hours in which he had nothing to do but think. To worry about what they were going to do to him, to wonder what Sandy was going to be thinking. 
 
    Heck, they might even think he was in on it. He had left in the van, after all, and nobody had seen him get zapped. 
 
    The back doors opened. 
 
    He looked, but couldn’t see anything. It was dark out. Night time, and being inside some sort of garage added to the darkness. 
 
    “Hey, bozo. Let’s get it on.” 
 
    Rod didn’t know who it was, but it was a fourth girl. Probably the driver, come to get her ‘wages.’ “Can you take my tail out?” 
 
    In the darkness he could feel her considering him. “Aw, hell. It’s cute.” 
 
    But she reached behind him and wiggled it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Gently!” 
 
    She laughed, but was gentle enough. He felt it pop, then felt a great sense of relief. 
 
    “Can you let me sit down or something?” 
 
    “Hey! We’re here for me! Not you!” 
 
    With that she put the leather thing on his cock and rode him again. He groaned. He hadn’t cum, and they had all taken their turns. His weenie was feeling a little desperate. 
 
    Desperate, he humped extra hard, and the woman grunted with the slamming he was giving her. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said, when they were done. “Maybe we should keep you around.” 
 
    She started to leave. 
 
    “This thing?” 
 
    She chuckled. “I’m tempted to leave it on you. Castrated men make such wonderful pets.” 
 
    But she took it off, and she even gave him a big kiss, then she left. 
 
    The hours passed. A whole night of hours. Finally, he saw the dimness of dawn light, and realized that the woman had left the van open. He stared, and the texture of an old, wooden barn door was shortly discernible. 
 
    The day passed, and they came to the van infrequently and rode him. 
 
    And he was getting hornier and hornier. 
 
    He learned their names. The three brunettes were Sally, Sandy (like his wife) and Alyce. The blonde was Shauna. 
 
    The brunettes were sisters. The blonde was a cousin, but they talked like she was a sister. 
 
    They were, in the light of day, sexy as all get out. They dressed like Daisy Duke, and they loved to tease him. And they seemed determined not to let him squirt. 
 
    And they didn’t feed him. They gave him water, but no food. 
 
    By the third day, desperate for sustenance, they unlocked him. 
 
    Shuana explained the place to him. “It’s twenty miles to our place from the highway, and we got gators around here. You can run if you want. If our dogs don’t get you, the gators will. Now you think about that, and come on in for dinner.” 
 
    She walked across the clearing to the house. 
 
    This was the first time Rod had a chance to see anything of his surroundings. 
 
    The middle of the swamp, and Florida had so much swamp it could be fairly asked ‘which’ swamp.  
 
    A ramshackle house, big, two stories, weatherbeaten but functioning. 
 
    A huge barn. To one side it looked like there was a field, but it had turned swampy. 
 
    Three floppy-jawed hounds with slappy tongues and lots of slobber. They sniffed hell out of him as he took his little steps towards the house, and he knew they wouldn’t mind chasing him down and chewing on him for a bit. 
 
    A couple of those grand, old Florida oaks, all festooned with Spanish moss. 
 
    He went up the stairs and pulled open the door. The dogs stayed outside, and he entered a rather comfortable living room. 
 
    Everything was in good repair in here, with deep couches, a couple of recliners, big screen TV, and all the comforts. 
 
    “Come on in here, Rod.” 
 
    He turned to the right and entered a big dining room. With a big table filled with lots of food. 
 
    “We don’t have many big meals here. Grits in the morning, then a big feast at end of day, if we feel like it. Kitchen’s in there if you get hungry. You get too hungry and we’ll feed you to the gators.” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    Rod sat down and stared at the food. 
 
    A big chicken, fresh cooked, stuffed, smelling like Christmas. Potatoes. Heaps and gobs, all decorated with pats of butter. A side dish of gravy. Fresh greens. Bread with jam. A whole fucking apple pie! 
 
    Tears falling from his eyes, he sat down and helped himself. 
 
    “Aw, look. The baby boy is crying.” 
 
    The girls chuckled, but they allowed him his tears. They were too busy eating. 
 
    It was some of the best food Rod had ever tasted, and he gobbled for a while, then just nibbled and listened to the girls talk. 
 
    “We got enough now. We should just leave.” 
 
    “I second it.” 
 
    “We got enough, but do we have enough to be more than comfortable.” 
 
    “How’s the banking going on?” 
 
    “No problem. I got it all diversified, so even if a country goes belly up we should be safe.” 
 
    They talked for a while, and Rod felt full and comfortable. He sat back and sighed. 
 
    And they all looked at him. 
 
    “Rod, we been thinking about you.” 
 
    He was suddenly leaning forward. “Are you going to let me go?” 
 
    “Not a chance. You seen too much. You know too much. Now Sally here, she thinks we oughta kill ya and dump your body out where the gators’ll hide the evidence.” 
 
    “No offense,” smiled Sally. 
 
    “Me, I think we could just tie you to a tree and let nature taker its course.” 
 
    Rod looked around with wide eyes. 
 
    “But Alyce and Shuana say we should make good use of you. You could do chores, keep the trucks washed, feed the dogs, and whatever else we need. There is one problem, however.” 
 
    He stared at the four girls, eyeing each one. 
 
    “To do that we think we need to take some of the vim and vigor out of ya.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means we cut off your testicles. Neuter ya.” 
 
    “Spay him,” giggled Sandy. 
 
    “Hey…I don’t…that’s….” 
 
    “Now just hold up your whining for a second. We cut off your balls you still get to screw us. You won’t be so hard, and it’ll take you a while to squirt, and then you’ll be shooting blanks. But you’ll be so amenable. I think I might be able to persuade my sisters that they don’t need to kill ya.” 
 
    Rod was silent. 
 
    “Well, you think about it. In the meantime, remember about the dogs and gators if you feel like sashaying around the countryside. 
 
    They watched TV after dinner, they liked a wide range of subjects, from out and out chick flicks to heist movies. 
 
    Heist movies, of course. 
 
    Rod just sat on the couch, his hands in his lap, and watched, without seeing a thing. 
 
    They were planning to castrate him? To remove his manhood? That was the only way to stay alive? 
 
    That was frightening. 
 
    Yet, it seemed like they were giving him choice in this. 
 
    Die, or lose his manhood. 
 
    Not the dick. That would still be workable, but…what would life be like if he couldn't cum? Would he still be horny? Probably horny as ever. 
 
    A virtual slave to four beautiful women, fucked without the hope of ever having real relief. 
 
    “You can sleep in the little room behind the kitchen. We get up early, so you hear us roustin’ around you come out and see what you can do.” 
 
    “Ain’t gonna put up with a lazy hound.” 
 
    Rod nodded and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    “And do the dishes.” 
 
    He stopped and looked at the table. The food was crusted and would take some work. If they had had him clean up right after dinner it would have been easier. 
 
    But, sigh, it was what it was. 
 
    He cleared the table, did the dishes, and the house was silent when he was done. 
 
    Everybody had gone to bed. 
 
    He could walk out and leave. Twenty miles to the highway, naked. Dogs. Gators. 
 
    He went to his little room and lay on the bed and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    And awoke. It was barely light outside, but he heard the clatter of pans. He hurried out and found all four girls working over the stove. They fixed eggs and bacon, and grits. 
 
    He did what he was told, basically set the table and stay out of the way, then they all settled in for a breakfast. 
 
    It wasn’t as sumptuous as dinner, but it was big enough. 
 
    After breakfast they sat back and discussed the day. 
 
    “Time to load the boat.” 
 
    “I’ll go clear the accounts.” 
 
    “I’ll babysit junior here.” 
 
    “Can I have some clothes?” 
 
    They all looked at him. Then they started giggling. 
 
    “He does need some duds.” 
 
    “We ain’t got no man clothes.” 
 
    What are we going to do?” 
 
    “He can wear my blue dress.” 
 
    “Hell, he’ll never fill out the top. We don’t want a saggy bitch around here.” 
 
    “I take it back,” said Alyce. “I got an idea. Have him help you with the boat or something. And I’ll clear out the accounts.” 
 
    There was much talk then, the others wanted to know what Alyce planned, but she just smirked and held her silence on the matter. 
 
    Then Sally said, “Bozo. I’m telling you now. If you get funny I won’t wait for the vote. I’ll tie a cord to your danglies and give them a rip. Now, if you haven’t figured it out, we’re leaving now. And we ain’t got time to nurse you to health, so if I rip ‘em off then you’re more’n likely to bleed to death. So I suggest you play along and do as you’re told. You got it?” 
 
    Rod nodded quickly. 
 
    Alyce gave him a blue dress to wear, and she was right, the material sagged on his chest. 
 
    But she went to town, the others got busy, and he was tasked with taking supplies down a path that led about a quarter mile to the ocean. The Gulf side. The sun had told him that. 
 
    All morning he put things on a handcart and wrestled them down the bumpy, soggy path. 
 
    He walked a thin trail down to the gulf, loaded the supplies on a boat, and went back for another trip. 
 
    The boat as a big one. It was a yacht with sails and a motor. It was near fifty feet long and had two levels, the top one being a pilot house. 
 
    It was older, but it shone with the work that been put into it. 
 
    There was a big kitchen, a living room with a wrap around sofa, two state rooms, and lots of room for storage. 
 
    And the girls were determined to store a lot. 
 
    Rod put boxes of canned goods, personal properties like dresses and stuff, books, lots of books, and spare cans of gas. 
 
    By the time he was done the boat was definitely sitting lower in the water. 
 
    Trip after trip. 
 
    No lunch, the girls didn’t believe in lunch. 
 
    And all afternoon he worked on the property. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he complained at one point. “If you’re leaving, why does it have to be so clean and tidy?” 
 
    “Don’t be a bozo! People should always take care of their property! You think we want people who come along to think we were a bunch of slobs?” 
 
    So he worked. 
 
    About six o’clock Alyce came down the driveway. She was greeted by her sisters, and they all gave a sly look at Rod. 
 
    And Rod was worried. What was that look for? What were they planning? 
 
    But the girls said nothing, and Rod went about his duties, and an hour later was summoned for dinner. 
 
    It was a dinner with undertones. Muted conversations, from which Rod was largely excluded. 
 
    Then, halfway through the meal, he passed out. Simply bent forward and put his face right in the middle of his mashed potatoes. 
 
    The girls all giggled and began moving. They pulled Rod out of the potatoes and carried him into his bedroom, then Alyce took out a small kit with several large bottles. 
 
    Laughing, chortling, highly pleased with themselves, they operated. 
 
      
 
    Rod groaned, and awoke, and felt muzzy. What the heck had happened? He remembered being called for dinner, and he thought he remembered sitting down, and then…then he woke up. Here. 
 
    He groaned again and started to sit up, and gave a yelp! 
 
    For a second he thought it was one of the dogs had come in and slept on his chest. Or maybe an alligator, the girls had frightened him with their stories. 
 
    He looked down and saw…mountains. 
 
    Boobs. Breasts. 
 
    He had…tits! 
 
    “What the fuck?” he muttered, his mind feeling like it was fragmenting, his muzziness disappearing like frost on a summer day. 
 
    He sat all the way up and looked down. He had tits! He had boobs. Big ones! 
 
    And his groin…his groin felt funny! 
 
    He reached down and felt himself, and…his sacks were empty! 
 
    His mind went into overload! They had done it! They had cut his nuts out! And his penis…they had left that, and it was big and hard, but no nuts! 
 
    He stood up, his mind screaming, and staggered out into the kitchen. 
 
    Nobody was there. 
 
    He went into the dining room. 
 
    Nobody! 
 
    But there was a dress and lingerie on the table. And a note. 
 
    “Hurry up, Bozo. If you hurry we might give you back your nuts.” 
 
    He knew where he was supposed to go. The boat. 
 
    But could they give him back his nuts? Could they be reinstalled in his sacks? Would they work again? 
 
    Tears were dripping from his eyes and he put on the lingerie. 
 
    Panties, which barely fit over his big cock. They weren’t exactly panties, they were something called a gaff, and they kept his cock pointed down and back between his legs. 
 
    A bra, which he desperately needed. His boobs were so big. 
 
    The blue dress they had given him. 
 
    And, oh fuck, high heels. 
 
    And a tube of red lipstick! 
 
    He stepped into the shoes, felt like he was going to break his ankles. 
 
    He found a mirror and put on the red lipstick. With his longish hair he actually looked a little feminine. 
 
    His heart was pounding as he hurried out the back door and down the path to the boat. 
 
    The dogs were gone. 
 
    He tripped and stumbled, fell a couple of times, but in his mind, Can they give me back my nuts? They’re gone! how can they give me back my nuts? But I’ve got to find out! 
 
    He came to the cliff and saw the boat. The motor had started, and the girls were working on the sails. They were going to leave! But they had his balls! Oh, fuck! 
 
    He ran down the trail as fast as he could, tripping and falling and sliding, and the girls saw him. 
 
    “Come on, Bozo!” 
 
    “Hurry, Rod!” 
 
    And, “We’ve got your testicles right here!” 
 
    He scrambled across the sand, sobbing, crying, feeling his awkwardness. Having no nuts was ten times worse than having a tail attached to your asshole. 
 
    Then he was running down the short pier. 
 
    The motor was running, the girls were casting off. 
 
    He leaped for the boat and sprawled on the deck. 
 
    The girls were near hysterical with laughter. they helped him up, and the boat started to move. 
 
    “My nuts..my nuts!” 
 
    “Come on, honey,” said Alyce, “If you’re going to be a girl you have to look the part.” 
 
    Sally: “You really messed yourself up.” 
 
    “But…my testicles? I need them!” 
 
    Which caused the girls to laugh hysterically. 
 
    “Don’t worry, baby,” soothed Shuana. “We’ll reattach them when we get where we’re going. 
 
    Three of the girls took him downstairs to transform him, 
 
    The fourth sister manned the helm and they sailed into the Gulf.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Rod drove carefully down the mountain road. The house, a veritable mansion, was behind him. The town of Santa Fe was below him. 
 
    He drove carefully because he was not totally used to high heels, and the girls made him wear high heels everywhere. 
 
    And full lingerie and dresses and…and whatever else they felt he should wear. 
 
    They had crossed the Gulf, been stopped by patrols, and passed as all girls. 
 
    Rod, in full make up and garb had never said a thing. The girls had promised him he could have his nuts back if he helped them retire to Costa Rico. 
 
    He didn’t understand it, but he slowly realized that he was on drugs. They kept him stupid and unable to think, and they screwed him near to death nearly every night. They took turns, sucked on him, fucked him, and told him he wasn’t a real man. 
 
    And every once in a while they made him wear his tail. 
 
    Ahead was the town, and he had to pick up supplies. Food, a few oddities, and lots of booze. 
 
    He wasn’t on drugs anymore, and he understood what they had done to him. 
 
    They had given him tits, that was obvious, by shooting a substance into his pectorals. They had pushed his balls up into his body, into the canal from which they had dropped when he had been young. They had given him a couple of stitches to keep them there, and he was left with empty sacks and the illusion that he had no balls. 
 
    Eventually they had stopped giving him drugs, and they had promised that one day they would cut the stitches and let his balls descend, but until then…he was a woman. 
 
    A woman with a rather useful dick. 
 
    In town he picked up the supplies and headed back up the mountain. He came in sight of the mansion and saw the girls on the top balcony, sunbathing with no tops. 
 
    He smiled, and he wondered about home. 
 
    What Jerry be able to build a wing to the hospital? Probably. He was rich enough. 
 
    Then he wondered about his wife. What his wife was doing? 
 
    Would she understand what had happened to him? 
 
    Would she understand why he had chosen to remain here? The sex slave of four beautiful women? 
 
    Would she understand that he now had a couple of children on the way, and a couple more in the near future? 
 
    Most of all, would she understand why he enjoyed living like a woman, and why he lived for the times when one of his four mistresses would put on the strap on and show him how he wasn’t really all that manly? 
 
    Then he remembered how happy she had been to play with his tail, and he thought that maybe she would understand. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Here is the first, big chapter from… 
 
      
 
    Feminized at a 
 
    Lesbian Summer Camp! 
 
    He became the butt of a joke! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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