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https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Hi Everybody!

Everybody should be a woman.

If everybody was a woman then everybody would have to open the door for everybody.

And everybody would have to hold the chair for everybody.

And everybody would have to be polite to everybody, and act like they want to get in everybody’s panties.

Wouldn’t that be a much nicer world?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Revenge Feminization!

The only problem was he wasn’t guilty!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Revenge is the greatest!

I love those movies that have revenge as the major motivation!

How about John Wick? All that revenge just for a cute, cuddly, little puppy!

Or Kill Bill? That was a righteous revenge pair of movies!

Or Gladiator or Death Wish or Sleepers or The Limey or The Punisher or…Gawd! The list goes on!

Next time you’re in the mood, google ‘revenge movies’ and see what pops up.

In the meantime, enjoy this tidy, little tale of a woman who decides feminization is a great revenge.

There’s only one, little problem…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Man! What a party,” Ruth observed as she plunked down in the passenger seat.

Ruth was John’s secretary at the law firm, and she was one gorgeous hunk of female.

John smiled. “It was pretty good.” It was hard not to notice how Ruth’s chest protruded.

“And we killed them at charades.”

“Did you see Bob’s face when you guessed ‘Master and Commander’ with one hint?”

“Oh, God! I thought he was going to have an accident!”

Ruth laughed at that. She side glanced at John and appreciated his manliness.

John was married. but if he wasn’t…she grinned.

“Are you sober enough to drive?”

“Absolutely. I had two drinks at the start, and Coke since then.”

“Excellent. We don’t want to be calling a lawyer to get a lawyer out of jail.”

“No way!”

John pulled away from the curb after checking traffic.

He drove slowly and carefully as he crossed town.

They discussed a couple of cases that had come up, and she told him how she was doing in law school.

“They’ll hire you when you graduate.”

John pulled up to the curb in front of her apartment.

“You think so?”

“I’ll be telling them to, so they’d better.

“John, thank you. That means the world to me, you saying that.”

“You deserve it.”

And she kissed his cheek.

Just a peck. Nothing sexual. Just showing her appreciation to him.

Then she slid out of the car and bid him good night.

“See you at the office on Monday,” she said, and she closed the door.

He waved and started up the car.

He was smiling and tapping his fingers on the steering wheel in time to the music.

Ruth was a good kid, worked hard, and really helped him out. Of course he’d put in a good word for her.

Then he happened to glance in the mirror.

She had left a red smudge on his cheek.

Quickly, he took out a handkerchief and rubbed his cheek. There.

And he put the handkerchief back in his pocket.

As a lawyer he had seen too many divorces to risk one himself.

An innocent smudge could blow up a marriage pretty darn fast. Even a totally innocent smudge like the one he had rubbed off his cheek.

He got on the freeway and headed for home.

He was still a little drunk, but only a little.

He did wobble and wiggle a bit, but fortunately no cop saw his slightly erratic driving.

And, in his favor, he was trying to really play it cool.

He was doing well at the company, Ruth was his private secretary, and the money was coming in. Not bad for a lawyer only three years out of law school, and it was only going to get better!

He turned on his street and saw the lights on in his house.

He smiled. Good job, just made a down payment on a killer house, and a wife who was the total knock out.

Just thinking about her put a rise in his pants, and he pushed his dingus down. God, that felt good.

Unfortunately, she wasn’t feeling well right then. Which was he had to go to the party without her.

He was expected to show up, and he wished he could have brought Lisa with him, showed her off, but he wasn’t going to make her go out when she was feeling badly.

He turned the wheel and guided his Lexus into the driveway.

He wanted a Mustang, but a lawyer had to present an image.

He grinned thinking of taking clients out to lunch in a hot rod Mustang. Hold on boys, I ain’t slowin’ down until you sign that contract!

Screams, and…Okay! Gimme the pen…gimme the contract! I’ll sign!

He chuckled and turned off the ignition and climbed out of the car.

He saw a shadow moving through the kitchen window and he headed up the path and through the front door.

“Lisa? You up?” he called into the kitchen softly.

“Right here, honey.”

Lisa came out of the kitchen, smiled and fist bumped him. Her nose was still a little red.

“It was great, a grand time, but how are you feeling?”

“Oh, I’m okay. The headache’s gone and the coughing is over. Oddly, I feel a bit of energy.”

“I would imagine. You’ve been sleeping pretty good for the last couple of days.”

“Well, I’m good, I’m at the tail end.”

“Excellent.”

“Now tell me about the party. Did you drink a lot?”

“Two drinks. Then Coke. I didn’t want to get plastered in front of the boss.”

“Why not? He gets drunk!”

John laughed, “Big difference between the chief and a brave.”

“So what…you guys played games? Talked? What?”

“Oh, we played charades.”

“Damn! I love to play charades. Who was your partner?”

“I picked Ruth, and we killed ‘em. I gave her one hint and she got ‘Master and Commander: the Far Side of the World!’ I thought Bob was going to die!”

John was laughing, and Lisa gave a chuckle, but there was a tightness around her eyes.

She knew Ruth, and even though Lisa was a world class looker, what woman doesn’t get jealous when her husband is pals with some other beautiful woman.

Besides, every romance novel she read seemed to have the head of the firm going after his secretary, with lots of heartache and sadness.

But John kept talking, and there didn't seem to be anything there, so she slowly relaxed.

And, after a while John yawned and said he needed to head for bed.

“Sure, honey. Sleep tight. I’m still wide awake, so I’ll just do some chores and see you in a while.”

“See you in my dreams,” he smiled and fist bumped her.

He walked down the hall and Lisa thought about it.

She was sick, and they didn’t kiss while she was sick, but…she sure hated that fist bump thing.

No, they didn’t want to risk him getting sick, but she wanted to kiss him and take him to bed.

And her mind turned over to Ruth once again.

Ruth. Beautiful. Smart. And she knew the law.

She had a lot in common with John, and…and Lisa shook her head. Damn! There was nothing there! Get over it, girl!

She heard the shower briefly, then she knew that John was sliding under the covers.

Damn, she missed the physical contact.

She sighed, then got up and did some dishes.

And she was still wide awake.

Well, what other chores could she do?

She could get the laundry ready for the morrow. And one of the items that needed to be cleaned, especially after the smoking and drinking of the night, was the jacket John had worn that evening.

She sauntered down the hallway and looked in.

John was already snoring, so she smiled and walked over to the chair where he had put his jacket and slacks. She picked them up and took them out to the garage and hung them up in the back of her SUV.

She started to close the door, then remembered: check the pockets.

All she needed to do was get his credit cards dry cleaned.

She went through the inner pockets first because that was where he kept his wallet. Yep, there it was. Good thing she had decided to check.

Then she went through the outside pockets.

Nothing in the chest pocket.

She put her hand in the right lower pocket and felt something. Paper and…handkerchief.

She pulled the items out and crumpled them in her hand, closed the car door softly, and headed back into the house.

She put his wallet in the key bowl by the front door, then looked at the paper and the handkerchief.

The handkerchief probably needed washing. It had just been stuffed into his pocket, not folded neatly like he usually did.

She put the paper down and opened the handkerchief, and her eyes opened wide.

Red smudge.

Right in the middle.

Red, like in lipstick, but they hadn’t been kissing for a few days because she had had a cold, and…and who had he kissed?

She took the handkerchief into the light of the kitchen and stared at it. It wasn’t her lipstick, but then whose?

It wasn’t much, but…it was still there, and her mind began to leapfrog through possibles.

She thought of all the women who would have been at the party.

One name kept popping back into her consciousness. Ruth.

Not seeing, her head whirring, she stepped back into the foyer and picked up the piece of paper. She opened it in the kitchen and read it, and her mind blew out and whirled away and there was nothing but the letters on the piece of paper.

I will always love you!

I will…will…

Tears leaped into her eyes.

Her heart felt like a giant’s hand was clutching it, squeezing it, breaking it.

John had been cheating.

It seemed like he had been a little late getting home.

He had lipstick on his handkerchief.

A love letter in his pocket.

Somebody would always love him.

Who?

Ruth…Ruth…Ruth…

In her mind’s eye she could imagine them at the party, touching, holding hands, brushing against each other.

Sipping out of the same glass.

Stepping into a back bedroom for a little smooching.

Her heart was breaking, sinking in her chest like the Titanic sank. All the way to the bottom.

She was having a hard time breathing, and she was aware that tears were streaming down her cheeks.

John was having an affair!

When your life has been shattered there are any number of ways to act.

One could throw screaming hissy fits.

One could grab a gun.

One could weep eternally.

One can be a victim.

And so on.

One can also die inside and go emotionless, which is what Lisa did.

She woke up the following morning and noticed that everything was normal. Her home had the same walls and ceiling, plants in the windows and parakeet in a cage.

The swimming pool was clean and sparkling in the morning light.

She watched the mail truck come and go, the neighbors walk a dog.

Everything was normal.

And she was was several feet behind her head.

Watching.

Watching herself make breakfast.

Watching her husband come in for breakfast.

Fist bumping.

Watching herself smiling.

And feeling like a skeleton dancing the whole time.

“Hi, honey. Sleep well?”

“Oh, great,” she lied, a bright smile on her face. “And it feels like I’m almost over this stupid cold.”

“Oh, man,” he grinned. “I can’t wait to get intimate!”

“You and me both, babe,” she wondered how many years she would get if she picked up a steak knife and stuck it in his neck. And smiled happily.

Was this crazy?

She thought about that, and thought it was, but it felt…right.

What else was she supposed to do?

They ate, and she did a wonderful job on the omelettes. Added the right amount of tabasco sauce, carmelized the onions, added the spices and herbs, and didn’t even think about the rat poison in the pantry.

“That’s delicious. You’re sure a great cook. I’m so lucky to have you.”

She smiled lovingly and offered the fist bump.

She probably could have kissed him, but the shock and the rage of finding out that he was a cheater made her afraid that she might bite his lip and tear it right off his face.

“Well, what to do today?”

“Oh, honey,” she smiled sadly, “I hate to say it, but I’ve been off work and I need to go check on a few things.

“That’s okay. I understand.”

“But you can have the whole day to watch football and drink beer.”

“Football good. Beer, yuck! I only had two drinks last night, but I’m good for a while.”

Two drinks, and then you put your willy in Ruth’s face and…and other places.

She smiled.

Now, truth, she actually didn’t plan on doing what she was about to do. It just came over her. A whim that she worked on without thought.

She got dressed, hopped in her car, and headed for work.

She worked at Fem labs in Pasadena. It was a small lab that specialized in make up. She was always helping to create new lipsticks, perfumes, and all the other things that help women look their best.

One of the things they had been working on lately had little to do with make up, and everything to do with make up.

Certain butterflies manifest bilateral gynandromorphism. A big word that means half the insect is male, and half the insect is female. They are sexually divided right down the ‘backbone’

What makes such a creature? How does it live? What are the reproductive capabilities of such a bug?

At first it was just an oddity, one that the scientists gathered in the lunch room and spoke about in various terms. Humor, awe, and wondering about why male v female in certain features.

Which probably wouldn’t have gone anywhere, except into a bad joke, except that Lisa and a couple of other scientists started looking into slugs and frogs and turtles, which animals can actually change their sex from male to female.

The actual reasoning behind their interest was quite normal for a bunch of geeks working on appearance enhancing potions: they wanted to know the how and the why of animals changing appearances to attract the other half of the species.

Why do male lions have manes?

Why do roosters crow?

Why are female hyenas bigger and stronger than male hyenas?

Why is the male Mandarin duck so gorgeous and the female so dowdy?

All of which leads to chemicals that will enhance human appearance.

And maybe even change it.

Lisa was working on a potion that would give women redder lips without the need for lipstick.

She had access to studies world wide which tested things like this.

Finer skin with no blemishes.

Longer eyelashes.

Methods of distributing fat on faces simply by brushing those faces with a special compound.

And more.

At the heart of all this research is a chemical called aromatase.

Aromatase is an estrogen which, when a female critter becomes a male, is turned off.

No more estrogen, and here come the testes.

Lisa had been postulating what would happen if the reverse process was accomplished.

What would happen if, instead of turning off the aromatase, the gene was reprogrammed to turn it on? And make more and more of it?

Mind, she wasn’t thinking about this except as a way to make chemicals that could be used to enhance female features, not to turn a woman into a man.

Or a man into a woman.

It was purely scientific speculation in search of profit.

But…what if she could turn the gene on and create more estrogen, and more and more, and…and now she had a scientific subject to work with.

Though John wouldn’t have thought of himself as a scientific subject.

And, again, it must be noted that she wasn’t thinking this out. She was just hurt, and the idea whimmed into her highly educated brain, and she went into her lab, worked for the day, and when she went home at five she had a small vial of something called XR-73.

X for experimental.

R for research.

73 for being the 73rd version of the chemical. And all of the versions had worked.

On insects, on fish, on hamsters, and…on a little monkey called Sarafina.

Sarafina, who had originally been called Sam. Who had shrunk in size, whose features had softened a bit, and who now acted totally different.

Female different.

So Lisa drove home whistling. Her mind filled with images of her husband doing nasty things to Ruth.

Humping, kissing, sucking, fondling…fucking.

And she smiled happily as she walked up the walk to the house, the little vial in her purse.

“Honey, I’m home!”

“Back here!” John yelled form the TV room.

Lisa sauntered into the room, leaned over the couch and kissed him.

John had been watching a sports wrap up show, and he grinned and turned. “Somebody is cured.”

“Oh, baby. I’m cured,” Lisa said, wanting to pound him in the face with her little fist.

John turned off the TV and stood and took her in his arms.

He kissed her passionately. Bending her half over, and his penis started pulsing.

He looked into her eyes. “Oh, baby. I will always love you.”

I will always love you.

Lisa felt a thread of delightful panic surge through her.

What was written on the note by his lover.

Ruth.

He kissed her again, and she kissed back.

She was crazy, insane, and she wanted to feel all the emotions that were screaming inside her.

He kissed, and she wanted to hit.

He fondled her breast, and she wanted to rip his gonads off.

He looked lovingly into her eyes, and she lovingly wanted to rake his skin off his body.

It was a turn on of incredible magnitude. To be loved by somebody you felt such strong emotions for, to feel that shimmy between love and hate, to experience sex as hate.

But she had to do it.

Not just because she was calmly plotting against him in her mind, but because it was exciting, and she had to get close to him, not alarm him, give him the potion in her purse.

He picked her up, he was always a strong man, and walked her down the hall.             

Into the bedroom, kissing her, feeling her, loving her, and tossing her onto the bed.

She squealed, and sounded exactly like old times.

But these were new times.

He slowly stripped her clothes off. He felt every inch of her body.

He ran his hands over her, excited her, stimulated her.

And she went with it, excited to see herself abused, perhaps wanting that abuse to further justify her giving him the XR-73.

And when he was in her she had never felt such perverse excitement. She had never felt so sexually powerful.

And, as he shot his seed she held on to him, shivering with sexual excitement, and thinking of what might happen when she administered the chemical.

Super amounts of estrogen pouring into his frame.

One fish, the bluehead wrasse, had changed sex completely within ten days.

What would happen to John?

And, as he sagged, and shifted his weight off her, she held his cheeks with both hands. She kissed him, she looked into his eyes. She said, “I will always love you.”

John, of course, like males everywhere after a particular good bout of sex, was ready to go to sleep.

She put it in his oatmeal the following day.

She got up early and fixed the steel cut treat. John loved oatmeal, especially with a few raisins, some cinnamon, and a big glob of honey.

And she opened the vial and poured in the contents.

A pure, unadulterated sex change drug.

John came out to the kitchen and smiled and kissed her, and she kissed him back, like it was the last kiss of her life.

“Wow. I don’t know what you’ve been taking, but take some more of it, will you?”

She placed the oatmeal in front of him, watched his eyes light up with happiness.

“John?” she asked as she sat across from him and watched him.

“Yes?”

“Can we go back to bed?”

“Now?” He lifted a spoon as he grinned.

“When you’re done.”

“We sure can. That cold must have really starved you for sex!”

“Oh, it did. I want sex more now than ever. I want it again and again and again.

John smiled and took a bite.

And, after breakfast, they did make love. Twice.

Lisa, was insatiable. She wanted more and more. She wanted to feel him inside her…for the last time. And every time was like the last time.

That was on a Sunday.

“Well, I’m off to court,” John stated. He was pulling on his three piece, looking very sartorial. “What are you going to do today?”

“I’ve got a full day of injecting chemicals into hamsters.”

“Oh, my God,” he chuckled. “I don’t see how you do it.”

“Oh, it’s fun. It’s always fun to stick something into somebody.”

He laughed at her nuance. “Gee, I’ll have to try it sometime.”

“How about now?”

“Honey! You’ve worn me out! I’ve got nothing left!”

“Well, you better rebuild, because I’ve got needs.”

“Okay, that’s it, where did you hide Lisa, and who are you?”

“Me Lisa!” she yelped as she tried to grab his package through his slacks.

“Hands off, you sex addict! I’m going to call the police!”

“Ooh, goody! Billy clubs.”

John shook his head, gave her a final smackaroonie, and headed out.

Lisa stood in the kitchen and watched him back out of the driveway and head down the street.

Then she headed back to the bedroom. She had some business to do before she went to work.

The business involved a vibrator. And she wondered why she was suddenly so horny. Had that cold really turned on a sexual drive? Hunh! Maybe she should look into patents.

It was a long day for John, and not for the normal reasons.

He had to appear in court, he had to take depositions, he had to write up briefs, and…he was horny.

He grinned, late in the morning, sitting at a thick table and pushing his boner down in his pants. Lisa must have really turned him on with her sexual desires of the day previous. He had never felt so horny.

At lunch he had to maneuver carefully through the lunch crowd. He didn’t want to slide up against someone with a big present in his pants.

After lunch the dinger was getting a little boring. Usually stiffies went down after a while, but this was the gift that kept on giving!

He drove home and was feeling excited. All day he had been erect, and now he was going to get to go home and divest himself of that problem.

He pulled into the driveway, got out of his car and sauntered, like a swinging dick, up to the front door.

“Honey?”

No answer.

Damn. And he really needed some sex!

He headed for the shower and washed off and…his hand got busy.

And there was a lot of soap.

And it felt really good.

And…UNH! He spewed his seed on the tile walls.

Ah…finally! His penis sagged and fell and hung. A worn out bag. Thank God!

He got dressed and went in to watch the news.

And watched and watched.

But Lisa was late in coming home.

And…his penis began to get hard again.

Lisa worked all day long. She took her mind off her marital problems, and filled test tubes and turned on machines, and filled out reports.

And, during all this activity, she felt horny.

What was up with her?

And, in one thought, midway through the day, she wondered, I didn’t take any XR-73, why am I horny?

She didn’t wonder at why she equated her horniness with the drug, or with her fragile state of mind.

Perhaps she should have, but she wasn’t thinking straight.

Or, rather, she was thinking too straight.

Too logical.

She didn’t realize that insane people are not guilty of random thinking, but rather constricted thinking. Couldn’t see outside of their own ‘box.’

She took a dinner break in her office. Ordered Chinese, and thought about calling John.

John, who she was lusting for even as she was destroying. And maybe that was why she was lusting for him.

So thinking, seeing him in her mind’s eye, running shrieking down a corridor, his wanger flopping about, then shrinking, then disappearing…she reached under the desk and pulled her dress up.

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

But when she was done…she was still horny.

“Hey, honey? Why didn’t you go to bed?” Lisa asked, waking John up. He was laying on the couch and the TV was yapping away.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he yawned, and realized that even though he was tired, and sleepy, he had a problem in his pants.

He stood up, and she looked down, and giggled.

“Somebody’s glad to see me.”

“Oh, yeah.” He slipped his feet into his slippers and blinked. And looked down.

“What?”

“That’s weird.”

“What’s weird?” she exulted.

“My feet don’t fit right.”

“What?”

She looked down.

His feet didn’t quite fill his slippers.

Normally his feet were just right. The toes ending an eighth of an inch before the tip of his slippers, now they were a half inch short. This gave a feeling of ‘roominess,’ and the straps on top felt loose.

Lisa controlled the smile that was trying to seep out. She kept her face down. “Optical illusion,” she commented.

“Pretty weird, and it’s not optical, it…it’s the whole slipper is bigger.”

“Well, you’ve got more important things to think about than what size your feet are.”

“Yeah, bu—“

She distracted him by grabbing him.

His breath wooshed in and he smiled.

“Now are you going to talk about feet? Or are you going to do something about it?”

“Oh, let’s do something about it.”

She led him down the hall, one hand on his leash, and she felt such excitement. Oddly, the desire to hurt him, to slash him, punch him, kick him, twist his balls off…was fading.

But the horniness was there.

She was still out of her head, but time was passing, and she was making love with him, and, besides, hadn’t she already had her revenge?

His feet shrinking were proof it was happening.

Now she just hoped he wouldn’t change into a frog or something. Just a simple sex change would be fine, thank you.

He followed her into the bedroom, her still leading, and he couldn’t stand it any more.

His second head was doing the thinking and he pushed her.

She let go and fell across the bed.

He moved in, feeling a red hot rage of lust surging up from his package.

No more games. No more sweet talk. He had to do this.

He pressed her down and lifted up her dress and pulled down her panties.

“Ah, ha!” she exclaimed. Wondering why she didn’t hate him as much, and looking forward to what he was abut to do to her.

He rode her for a long time, gave her multiple orgasms, then pulled out. He was still stiff, but he couldn’t finish it.

“Oh, my God!” he gasped, laying on the bed next to where she wa slaying face down.

“That was good,” she mumbled.

“I couldn’t…I couldn’t…”

“That’s okay,” she spoke with her head sideways towards him. “I had a good time.”

She was happy, and hated him in a surreal way, and was satisfied.

Who would have ever thought that hate sex could be so good?

He was facing up, towards the ceiling, and his member was still standing at attention, still throbbing, and he wondered.

He sat up on his elbows and looked down at his dingus, then he frowned.

Lisa picked up on his sudden frown. “What?”

“It looks smaller.”

Lisa felt excitement in her heart, and she pushed up, turned and sat and stared at him.

She didn’t know, it was probably incremental, but that was fine with her.

She had heard a saying, ‘Revenge is a dish best served cold.’ That spoke to being patient, waiting for your revenge, and when the person being revenged on finally realized what was happening…it was sweeter.

But now she had a different thought: Revenge is a dish best served slowly.

Let it happen slowly, over time, creeping in bits and pieces, chipping away at a man’s character.

Yes. She was fine with that.

She took him in her hand, in her mouth, and worked him, but there was nothing there. The harder he got the less able he was.

Or so it seemed.


Part Two

A week later John wanted to go to the doctor.

His feet were definitely smaller. They didn’t fit into his shoes; he rattled around in his Oxfords, even his socks seemed a bit loose.

His cuffs dragged on the floor. Not badly, but he could feel them whisking over the floor as he walked the corridors at court, and when he drove the car he had to pull his pant legs up so his cuffs wouldn’t get in the way of the pedals.

His whole jacket seemed loose. Except for the pectorals. He seemed to have some sort of swelling in his pectorals.

He didn’t remember doing anything to them, so…why?

He asked Lisa what she thought, but she wasn’t much help at all.

She either poo poo-ed, or murmured “hmmm,” or chuckled and said, “Must be your imagination.”

But it wasn’t his imagination.

He was shrinking! Just like a stupid movie, or something.

He even watched the movie, ‘The Incredible Shrinking Man,’ and it scared him. Because it was happening to him.

Grant Williams, in the movie, was enveloped in a fog, and began to shrink.

But John hadn’t seen hide nor hair of a fog.

Grant Williams got smaller and smaller, and fought for his life against the family cat.

That was a scary thought, but they didn’t have a cat.

Next to him, Lisa watched the movie, a small smile on her lips.

She looked at him, “We should get a cat.”

“No!” he gasped.

“To protect you from the rats.”

She was joking, be it a bit pointedly, but he wasn’t taking it like a joke.

But she could take it like a joke, because he wasn’t shrinking to shrink, he was shrinking to change into something else.

He made the appointment with the doctor.

“Yes, you’re definitely shrinking, John. Let’s take some tests and see what’s going on.”

The doctor was John’s age, played golf with John every once in a while, and he thumped John’s chest, tapped his knees, and looked in his eyes and ears and nose.

“Nothing on the surface,” said the doc. “I’ll schedule you for a blood draw and some other things.”

“So you have no idea what’s happening?”

“None at all,” the doctor answered honestly

John continued work, just because he was shrinking, and his hair was growing a little fast, and losing a little weight, was no reason he couldn’t put his shoulder to the wheels of justice.

But people were noticing.

Judges noticed, other lawyers noticed, and he saw a couple of cops whispering and looking at him.

His secretary, Ruth, noticed most of all.

“John, you’re shrinking!”

“And losing weight, and I’ve had to let Lisa trim my hair a couple of times.

Ruth glanced at his head. Yeah, she had trimmed it all right, but she had also given it a feminine twist.

“So what’s the doctor say? I mean, you don’t have a dread disease or anything, do you?”

“No. At least, I don’t think so. I’m just…getting shorter.”

And a little softer in the face, too, though Ruth.

“Well, we’d better get to work. I’ve got that injunction coming up, and…”

John talked, laid out the files and they began working.

And Ruth kept glancing up, almost startled, at how…’soft’ he was looking.

“Not a thing wrong, John.”

John and Lisa sat on one side of the desk, the doctor was studying the charts and reports.

“Blood pressure fine, A1C fine, no tumors or anything. Your system is actually well balanced. Everything is…hunh.”

“What?”

“Your estrogen seems to be a little high.”

I’ll bet, thought Lisa, concealing her smile.

“Isn’t estrogen for women?” John was confused.

“Men and woman both. To put it simply, both men and women have estrogen and testosterone, but it is the balance that makes one a man or a woman. More testosterone makes a man, more estrogen makes a woman.”

“So…what does that mean?”

“I don’t know.” He actually scratched his head. “I mean, your testosterone is down a little, no big thing…are you having sex on a regular basis?” The doc looked up.

“Oh, yes,” murmured Lisa happily.

The Doc tried to read faces. Lisa seemed happy, and John was nodding, but he didn’t look all that happy.

“Yes, John?”

“Lots of sex, but, uh, I’m not able to orgasm very much.

“Hmm. Would you like a pill to help you out?”

“Like Viagra?”

“Yes.”

“I’m hard enough. I’m probably too hard, but I just can’t get over the hill.”

“Hmm.”

“Come on, Doc. What’s with the ‘hmmm?’”

Actually, I don’t know. Usually a person who is transitioning will, when they start HRT, have lots of erections, then the erections tend to become less frequent, and while it becomes difficult to have an orgasm…it usually isn’t a problem. At least, not like what you’ve described.”

John sighed. “So what am I supposed to do?”

“I could give you testosterone pills. See if we can rebalance you.”

“Okay.”

Lisa kept the frown off her face. She didn’t want extra testosterone to mess with XR-73.

But, the doctor so ordered.

Lisa had nothing to worry about with the extra testosterone.

John started taking pills, and if anything, it sped up his change.

XR-73 just ran right over the testosterone and continued altering his body.

Two weeks later he was five foot six, the same height as Lisa, and his body was getting downright skinny.

Except for his chest.

His pectorals were growing, they were actually mounds on his chest. They looked like tits.

John got up every morning and stared at himself in the mirror.

His body could be seen as more feminine now, and he stared at the growing boobs, his slender waist, his rounding hips.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

Lisa came up next to him. She reached to his head and brushed his hair back. She was going to have to style it. Not just bob it, but to shape it, make it wavy. John had wonderful hair.

And he had wonderful nails. She was going to have to give him a manicure.

She smiled, visualizing long, fingernails on his now dainty hands.

“What?” asked John, staring at himself, but noticing the expression on her face.

“John, can I be honest with you?”

“Of course.”

“You’re going to need a bra.”

“No! That can’t…you can’t…I can’t…” he went on and on, and Lisa waited patiently for him to run down.

“Let’s face it, John. You aren’t shrinking, you’re changing.”

“Into…into a female?”

“Looks like. Now, do you want to go around looking like a woman in an overgrown suit, shoes that don’t fit, or do you want to adapt to your condition.”

“But…I don’t…you can’t…” he blathered on and on, and Lisa knew she was going to have to grab the bull by the horns. Or…the cow by the tits, in this case.

She walked into her closet and got out an old bra.

“This won’t fit well, but it will give you an idea of what bras feel like and what we’re going to have to do.”

John kept complaining, but she put the bra around his belly, fastened it in the back, and raised the straps over his shoulders.

John stared at his body.

Tits.

He had tits. No denying it now.

They bulged over the bra and his nipples were really standing out.

He looked down to his penis. Wearing the bra and nothing else he could see how much his penis had shrunk.

Every man is proud of his dong. That is just male nature.

He walked out of the bedroom, confusing Lisa with his single mindedness, and into the computer room. He picked up a ruler and measured his penis.

He was erect, it seemed like he was always erect, but he had lost a couple of inches.

He was only about five inches long. Erect. And it had lost girth. And there seemed to be less hair down there.

He went back into the bedroom and turned around in front of the mirror. His whole body was relatively hairless.

Lisa put her arm around his waist, and he stared at their similar height.

“This is crazy,” he whispered, his mind shrieking at the changes in him.

“Sit down here,” she said, gesturing to the vanity chair. “I want to cut your hair.”

He did, but she didn’t cut it. She trimmed it here and there, and styled it, curled it.

He stared, and didn’t move.

He didn’t know what was going on.

She wanted to put make up on him, but she knew it wasn’t time for that.

But she did smile, and kiss him, and sit on his lap and…and then she noticed that his lips were redder.

A thrill shot through her. R-73 was really working! His lips were redder and softer, and his eyes actually seemed bigger and more innocent.

If only his peeny hadn’t shrunk, too!

She was still getting off, but it was harder and harder with his little dinker.

“Honey?” he asked, almost a sob, “What is happening to me?”

“Whatever is happening,” she had her arms over his shoulders and her face an inch from his, “Make the most of it. I love it.”

And she did, and a curious thing was happening. Her insanity was waning.

Well, of course it was. She had been outraged with John. But this wasn’t John. This was somebody else. Somebody smaller and softer. And it was making her hornier and hornier.

John went to work and Ruth stared at him.

“Your hair…”

“Lisa styled it,” he admitted.

“And you’re wearing a bra.”

“I had to,” he confessed. “I was just…too…big.”

“Can you show me?”

John was very circumspect with women, even his secretary. He didn’t want even a hint of a rumor of bad behavior. He kept the doors open when talking to women, and Ruth knew to always be in the room.

But that had been when he was a man. Now…he wasn’t sure what he was.

He closed the door and unbuttoned his shirt and spread the material.

Ruth stared at his chest.

Man, world class boobs. He still had a lot of man to him, but those boobs…they were really out front.

She raised her hand, then stopped and looked at him. “Can I touch them?”

He nodded.

He was ashamed, and frightened, and…there was a part of him that wanted to be touched.

She cupped his boob, felt it, ran her thumb over his raised nipple.

John shivered and she quickly took her hand away.

Then he was in her arms, crying. It was too much…it was all too much!

There was no hiding his changes now. People might look at his reduced height and wonder, and ascribe it to a dread condition, a weird DNA, or something.

And they could blink and stare at how slender he was.

But…tits?

And long, wavy hair?

And the way his skin was softer, the pores smaller, the flesh so delicate.

No hiding that.

But, what could they say?”

Nothing.

All they could do was glance surreptitiously and think, transition.

Yeah, he was a good lawyer, but now he had to watch his pronouns.

And it was time to open doors and let him pass first.

Let ‘her’ pass first.

On the bench the judges said nothing. All they needed was a lawsuit from one of their own about sexual harassment.

So whatever fears John had were never realized. People just treated him the same…and different.

And he sort of enjoyed having people open the door for him. And he kept a grin inside when he noted somebody about to push his chair in for him and catching themselves.

And the changes kept happening.

John’s hair grew even longer, was halfway down his back, long and soft and wavy.

Lisa taught him how to care for his hair, and it became silky shiny and quite beautiful.

She broke him into nails gently, starting with just giving him a manicure, and coating his nails with a clear finish.

He would stare at them and wonder.

Once his fingers had been spatulate, widening slightly at the tips as guys use their fingers with more force.

But as a lawyer he didn’t have much excuse to work on engines, or to otherwise use his fingers.

They became longer, more slender, and one day Lisa sat him down, sat on his lap, kissed him thoroughly, felt for his little nubbin by squirming, and announced, “We have to do your nails.”

He was horny. He hadn’t come in months, and he was starting to do what she said.

The sad fact of the matter, as far as women are concerned, is that when they are growing up they tend to be shy and retiring. They do what they are told. Boys end up getting pushed around and learning to fight back.

But now he looked so soft, and he wasn’t feeling like fighting back.

Well, except in court. In court he was more mouthy than ever. Women do tend to have an advantage in how they speak. They get subtle and understand all the different ways to nag. And he was getting that.

Anyway, the point of all this was that she spread his hands on the vanity and began attaching long nails. And painting them. And putting on enamel that would be very tough and long lasting.

He stared at his longer fingers, and there was enough woman in him now that he loved it.

And he placed his hands under his white bra and cupped his tits.

And he looked out from under thick locks.

“I need make up,” he whispered.

Lisa was thrilled. He was turning into a woman. She had had her revenge.

Of course, she was hurting in the sexual satisfaction department. Her vibrator was getting old, and John had lost a lot of strength. He could no longer hook his fingers into her and tug hard enough to make her squirt.

And his penis, which was down to two inches, certainly wasn’t a help.

“Oh, my God!” Ruth stared at John. His eyes were scintillating under perfectly arched brows. His lips, which had been quite red, were now bright red, and full and moist and succulent.

His body was hourglass, his breasts thrusting forth provocatively.

His hair framed his face and he looked like an innocent angel.

“Do I look okay?” he asked in a breathy, somewhat frightened whisper.

“Honey, you are gorgeous.”

He smiled, and she fell in love.

“And you better keep the door open around me.”

That confused him, and he tilted his head slightly in question.

“Honey, if I get you alone I’m going to jump your bone. Or whatever you have down there.”

John smiled happily. Her appreciation made him happy.

“Well, let’s get to work.” Even his voice was softer, higher, more feminine.

Lisa was happy. And she was not happy.

She had had her revenge. John had changed into a woman. And he had never known what hit him.

Talk about slow revenge.

Of course the real revenge would be when she explained what had happened, what she had done to him.

Oddly, she was no longer looking forward to that.

At first it was all she lived for, but as John became softer she lost her insanity.

The change had happened, she had succeeded, why go further?

She was also unhappy for another reason.

With the loss of her rage, and the way he had become softer, and more reliant on her, she was having more feelings for him.

The original love, lost when she thought he had been cheating, was back.

If she told him what she had done would he still love her?

It was something to think about. And now that she was no longer out of her mind she was doing some mighty hard thinking.

And, on top of all that, she was sexually drawn to him. Heavily drawn to him.

She hadn’t been ‘porked’ in months.

Her vibrator wasn’t much fun as a solo diet.

And John, while he tried his best, wasn’t able to satisfy her.

She wanted a man!

So she was stuck. Horny, unsatisfied, guilty, afraid, she didn’t know what to do.

But she knew, in her heart of hearts, that she was going to have to tell him. If not for revenge, then just to be fair.

Now that was feeling more for him she knew that honesty improved a relationship.

She was going to have to be honest.

Ruth was going crazy.

Every time John walked through the door, every time she sat down to take dictation, she could feel her heart go pit a pat.

But she couldn’t make a pass at him. She wasn’t a husband stealer. First because she preferred women. Second, she just wasn’t that kind of person.

So she suffered in silence, and her heart hurt so much, but…there was nothing she could do.

“I’ve got to work late,” said John.

He was putting on nylons and had selected a pencil skirt and blouse with a very professional jacket. His boobs were quite massive on his slender chest, and his lips shone with gloss.

Lisa smiled and said, “I’ll wait up.”

“Sorry, honey. I’ve got that Jackson case coming up. I didn’t want it, but they gave it to me and the trial date is next week. I’m going to be pulling all nighters.”

Lisa smiled and understood.

But there was also that bit of jealousy in her.

She put it off. John wasn’t going to go out with anybody. Not the way he was.

So, though she had a bit of a niggle in her heart, she kissed him and slapped his ass and sent him on his way.

And worried.

Not big worries. Just those little twitches in her heart and soul that unsettled her and made her a wee bit crazy.

Not crazy, like before, but…there was something wrong. She just knew it.

John showed up at work and he and Ruth started in.

They filtered through boxes of evidence, wrote up documents, discussed strategies, and did some very good and thorough lawyer work.

Time passed.

They sent out for dinner.

They munched and sorted through the files.

Noise from the outer office disturbed them so Ruth shut the door.

Shut the door, so they were alone.

But she was a good girl. She forced herself to be a professional lawyer and worked.

About eleven o’clock they were going through depositions, and Ruth said, “Wait a minute! That contradicts testimony!”

John flipped through files, “What testimony?”

“The janitor…that file there. Right behind the time line…see?”

John bent over the document and his eyes searched.

Ruth was standing next to him, her boobs on his shoulder, and she pointed, leaning down so their heads were almost touching.

“AHA!”

They both snapped their heads up and looked at the door.

A little niggle of worry. Like a cocklebur stuck in a sock.

Lisa frowned and poured herself a drink. Her dinner, a TV dinner, sat untouched.

What was John doing? Was he really working? Or was he…doing something else?

She thought about other women, of course, but now that he was a woman…she worried about his preferences.

What if he wanted men? The changes because of XR-73 were supposed to be that drastic, changing the psyche of the animal. Uh, the person.

What if…?

Time passed.

She was hungry. She was a couple of drinks down. She was worried.

The way John had gotten dressed tonight. He wasn’t getting dressed for work, he was getting dressed for an assignation.

What was he doing?

Finally, about ten thirty, she couldn’t contain herself any longer. She went out to the car and headed for town.

For John’s office.

She arrived just before eleven, and she parked the car in the now empty lot.

Only two cars were there. John’s and…Ruth’s!

Could it be Ruth? Lisa had discovered the lipstick on the hankie, and the note, so many months ago. Since then, nothing, but…were they at it again?

Did Ruth want him as a woman?

Lisa entered the building and headed up the stairs. There wasn’t anybody in the building, but the outer doors were never locked.

She arrived at the law offices and tried the front door. the knob turned. She entered.

Nobody was there. But since the front door was unlocked there had to be somebody there; somebody hadn’t gone home, yet.

She walked down the hallway, her feet noiseless on the thick carpet.

She came to John’s office and opened it.

Ruth wasn’t at the front desk. The door to John’s room was closed. She could hear voices mumbling.

She walked to the door and turned the knob, took a breath and opened it.

Ruth was standing next to John, pressing her breasts against him, definitely…suggestive.

“AHA!” Lisa screamed.

John and Ruth looked up in shock. They were alone, working hard, and now Lisa was stomping towards them.

“You son of a bitch! Fucking Ruth! You bitch!”

“Honey…” John was surprised, taken aback by the accusation.

“Lisa!” Ruth blurted, her eyes wide.

Lisa stopped in front of his desk.

“This is why I gave you that secret formula! This is why I turned you into a woman! And now you do it again!”

Lisa kept screaming, but the damage was done.

John and Ruth looked at each other, then John stared at Lisa.

When Lisa ran down he asked in a very low voice, “You gave me something that changed me into a woman?”

“I’ll say I did! Changed your fucking DNA! Shrunk your dick and you’re going to end up with a pussy before it’s done with you!”

John whispered, “Why? Why would you do that?”

“Because you had an affair with Ruth!”

“But I never had an affair with Ruth.”

“You tell me that, but I have the proof.”

“What proof.”

The way John was reacting, calm and cool, tended to draw the fire out of Lisa, and she found herself answering, the rage suddenly seeping out of her, and she didn’t know why.

“I found that handkerchief with her lipstick on it.”

Ruth blurted, “I remember that. The night you were sick and he had to come to the party.”

“That’s right!” said Lisa vindictively.

“Except John told me he would recommend me for a job in the firm when I graduated. I kissed his cheek.”

Lisa blinked. “What?”

“I was grateful! I kissed his cheek! Right when I got out of the car when he drove me home from the party.”

Lisa blinked. Home from the party? He had given her a ride? And that was what had made him late?

“But what about the note in his pocket? The one that said ‘I will always love you?’”

John’s voice was like ice as he stated, “We were playing charades. Whitney Houston’s song. ‘I Will Always Love You.’”

Ruth added needlessly, “Written by Dolly Parton. Big hit in the movies. We were playing charades, and I guessed that one in two guesses.”

“Then…then…you didn’t…there isn’t anything…I…”

John shook his head. “Ruth and I are co-workers. We work closely together, and there has never been the slightest hint of improper behavior. Not on my part, not on her part.”

“Then I…I…”

“You changed me into a woman,” John leveled the charge at her.

“I…I’m sorry! I didn’t know!”

Lisa came around the desk and reached for John.

John pushed her back and she tripped and fell on her butt on the floor. “Please leave. I’ll collect my things some day when you’re out.” He turned to Ruth. “Can I stay at your place for a couple of days?”

Ruth was shaking her head gently, amazed at what Lisa had done. “Of course.”

John turned to his wife. “Good bye, Ruth. I never want to see you again.”

He then moved to her, helped her up, and walked her out of the office, and the law offices, and locked the doors.

Ruth, sobbing, crying hopelessly, stared at the locked doors.

What had she done?


Epilogue

John spent a few nights at Ruth’s apartment, then never moved out. Ruth, it turned out, was never a danger to John when he was a man. She preferred women, and now she was more than a danger.

Lisa didn’t contest the divorce. There was no need because John was generous. But he refused to have any discussion with her, and only worked through lawyers.

John, though he was generous with money, did hold onto the house, and he and Ruth eventually moved in. They live happily, and as far as everybody is concerned John transitioned and married his lover.

So be it.

END
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Part One

She was a beauty. Long, straight raven’s hair. Dark, heavily outlined eyes. A body that was perfectly hourglass. Amazing.

Of course she wore a lot of thick make up, her face was quite white, but, hey, some women are like that.

Dick Jorgenson was standing at the kitchen window when she moved in next door.

The long, shiny, black limousine pulled up to the curb and a skinny man in stove pipe slacks and an old fashioned jacket got out and opened an umbrella.

An umbrella? The sun was near 90 degrees! Not a cloud graced the sky. Why an umbrella?

The chauffeur opened the back door and she got out.

Dick’s mouth opened at the sight of her protruding breasts, her sensuous way of walking, no, slinking, up the walk.

Then the door opened and closed and he saw her no more.

Maybe thirty seconds of seeing her, and he was in love.

“What’s outside?” Mandy entered the room and saw Dick gawking out the kitchen window.

“New neighbor,” Dick stated, then made a point of ignoring the outside world.

Mandy came to the sink and looked. She saw the stove pipe chauffeur trotting towards the limo.

“Where?”

“Sh—uh, they went into the house.”

“She? Or they?”

“I couldn’t tell. It was too fast.”

Dick’s heart was pounding. He had to think of some way to meet that black clad babe. A way that didn’t include Mandy.

Mandy glanced at her husband and knew.

She knew because he had cheated before. She knew because he had that weird, ‘I didn’t do nuthin’’ look on his face.

A look that often happened at parties when he had been flirting, or even hitting, on some other woman.

A look that he gave her when she stopped by his office and his secretary looked a little red in the face.

Like it or not, Mandy had married a man who wasn’t true blue.

“Well, I think I’ll go over and meet her. Or they.”

Damn! Dick cursed inside.

“Come on, we’ll give whoever that pound cake we bought yesterday. Make them feel at home.”

“Well, I…”

“Okay. I can go alone.”

“No, I’ll go.”

He sighed. He would have to figure out how to meet the woman alone some other time. But he wanted to get his foot in the door before Mandy made her best friends forever and he had no chance of weaseling his way into her graces.

Ten minutes later, wearing nice clothes and holding a pound cake, Dick accompanied Mandy out the door and across the lawns. They knocked on the door and waited.

And waited.

Then knocked again.

“That’s funny, I didn’t see her leave.”

The door cracked open a couple of inches.

“Yes?” The voice was smooth, a subtle nuance of skis sliding through snow. A faint whiff of perfume, roses, seeped out. A pair of eyes could be seen, and both Dick and Mandy unconsciously leaned forward and peered at the eyes.

“What is it?”

Mandy spoke first, “We’re Dick and Mandy. Your neighbors. We brought you a pound cake to welcome you to the neighborhood.”

The door opened wider and the woman was revealed.

Large bust, cleavage, red lips and pale, pale skin.

Mandy caught her breath, and made herself not glare at Dick. ‘They,’ hunh!

“Forgive me for being rude. I was expecting some Jehovah Witnesses.”

It was the right thing to say. It broke the ice and they all chuckled.

Dick and Mandy entered the house , stepping careful in the gloom.

There were no lights on, and the curtains were drawn. Still, they could see.

The house was decorated, which they had expected. They had watched furniture arrive all week.

But the furnishings were…old. An old claw foot couch. A Queen Anne chair. A coffee table made of good wood that looked like Mark Twain might have made it.

“Come in, please. Have a seat.”

Dick and Mandy, searching the room with their eyes, entered the living room and sat on the couch.

“Forgive me, my name is Jenny Alucard. Let me get a couple of plates for the pound cake.”

She whisked out of the room. Her dress was tight, long and slinky, and had a two foot train that dragged across the carpet.

From the kitchen: “I’m so glad to meet you. It’s so hard making friends, especially for me.”

Dick and Mandy were perched on the couch, sitting forward, and a black cat, pure black, jumped on the coffee table and sat. And stared at them with unwinking, green eyes.

Jenny came back into the room with three, small plates with slices of pound cake on them.

“And what do you do for a living, Dick and Mandy?”

Jenny was smiling, showing even, white teeth as she set the plates in front of them.

“Dick’s in Real Estate and I manage an office.”

“That’s wonderful. And how is the real estate business?” She turned her eyes on Dick, and Dick suddenly felt…engulfed.

He gulped.

“It’s good.”

“You must sell a million houses. Or should I say houses worth a million?”

Jenny laughed, a light tinkle, and Dick and Mandy could feel themselves relaxing.

There was just a soft manner that exuded from Jenny, and it put them totally at ease.

She was like a cushion in a world full of concrete.

“And what kind of office do you manage?”

Mandy was usually a bit reserved, but she found herself answering easily. “A toy store. I don’t work much, mostly sit around, except for Christmas. And the occasional birthday party. And…”

Mandy went on and on, droning on, answering the question and wondering at how magnetic the light in Jenny’s dark eyes was.

Jack listened, was taken in by Jenny’s charming manner.

Jenny listened and nodded and watched them take little bites of the pound cake.

Finally, realizing she had gone on too long, and not sure about what, Mandy asked, “What do you do?”

“Oh, lots of things. I’ve dabbled in real estate, run a funeral parlor, sold flowers…all sorts of things. but right now I’ve inherited a bit of money and I’m looking around for a nice castle.”

“A castle?” asked Dick? He was smiling brightly, not aware that he was speaking, just watching Jenny’s cleavage. Her skin seemed so white and soft and tender and inviting and— “What?”

Jenny smiled, “I said perhaps you could help me find something.” She looked politely at Mandy, “If it’s okay with your wife.”

“Oh, she’s fine.”

The black cat jumped to the couch, perched facing Jack and sniffed him.

Jack turned to face the cat as he continued, “Mandy likes it when I make money…” he turned back to Jenny, abashed. “I’m sorry, that sounded weird.”

“Not at all…”

Jack reached to pet the cat on the head.

“It’s…I wouldn’t pet Elisha if…”

Too late. Elisha swiped a paw and Jack yelped, “Ow!”

He backed away from the cat which was now snarling and showing some very sharp fangs.

“She bit you,” said Mandy. She sounded so insincere, downright goofy, as if she was observing the sky was blue.

“Now you’ve done it, ‘Lisha. You bad girl.”

Jenny leaned forward, between Jack and Mandy. She reached for the cat, which had backed up against the cushions. Her large breasts touched Jack’s shoulder and he felt how soft they were. A sexual thrill shot through him and his penis immediately erected.

Jenny had the cat in her hands and she started to back up, then just held her position, glanced at Jack with a look that told him she knew what he was feeling.

Busted.

But from the grin on her face, in a good way.

Then she moved back and he felt her tits rubbing across his shoulder.

Oddly, Mandy just sat quietly and watched everything. And smiled. And didn’t seem to care.

But she always cared. She was a jealous bitch if ever there was one.

Not that she didn’t have good cause.

Jenny put the cat on the coffee table and the cat slunk away, it’s back arched, its head turned to watch, and its green eyes sparkling with haughtiness.

Then Jenny sniffed the air. Looked at Dick’s hand.

“Oh, she drew blood.”

Jenny said it, but it almost sounded as if she was celebrating. She reached for Dick’s hand and put her red lips to the gash.

Dick suddenly felt like his penis was going to rocket right off his body. He felt like he was going to have an orgasm.

And Mandy just looked on and smiled.

Jenny sucked, her eyes up and gauging Dick’s response.

“Mmm,” she said. “O positive.”

Dick blinked, then, as if threw a haze, he realized what she had said.

“O…posi—yes. I am. How did you know?”

“I guessed,” Jenny said, taking her lips from his hand, licking her lips, a trace of bright red in the corner of her mouth.

His blood?

She licked it before he could really tell.

“Like I would say that Mandy is a B negative.”

They looked at Mandy, who seemed to come to herself. Her eyes focused and she realized what Jenny and Dick had been talking about. “B negative? Sorry. I’m the same as Dick.”

Jenny looked at dick, humor in her eyes. “See? One lucky guess does not prescience make.”

They all chuckled then. One big, happy family. Without knowing why they were laughed.

Well, except for Jenny. She seemed to always know why she was laughing. She just had this ‘knowing’ look in her eyes.

“So,” said Jenny. “I’ll call you later in the week and remind you to look for a castle for me.”

Dick nodded, and smiled, and anticipated the soft touch of her plump lips on his.

Mandy smiled, and didn’t care, and just watched Jenny with avid eyes. Like she was hungry.

“And let’s get together tomorrow,” Jenny said to Mandy. “Just us girls having a little chat and finishing off this delicious pound cake.”

Both Dick and Mandy looked at their plates. They had hardly touched their cake.

But it didn’t matter. there was just something far more interesting about Jenny that compelled their attention to her.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me. I have so much unpacking to do…”

With that the little meeting was done. Dick and Mandy made their way politely to the door and were ushered out.

The door closed on them, and the next thing they knew they were walking into their own home.

“That was…fun,” commented Mandy.

“She was suddenly having trouble remembering all that had been talked about…except she and Jenny were going to have a little chat on the morrow.

“Yes. She seems like a nice person.”

Nice in bed, I can’t wait to pork that woman, God what a boner I’ve got!

His thoughts were so obvious, yet Mandy didn’t seem to care.

She was just thinking about her own meeting with Jenny, and not even considering her womanizing hubbie.

Times were not always peaceful at the Jorgenson household. Dick being a philanderer they had had their share of arguments, and there was always an atmosphere of tension.

The night after they met Jenny Alucard, however, was peaceful.

They returned home subdued, lost in their own thoughts, and peaceful.

Mandy fixed a delicious dinner, and they sat and ate, right across the table from each other, and there was no mean word or snide quip.

They just ate, and thought.

Dick was thinking of Jenny’s voluptuous body. Well, she was slender, and that black outfit—funny of how it reminded him of Morticia Addams—made her look even more slender, which emphasized those world class globes.

Of course Morticia didn’t have such deep and wonderful cleavage.

Mandy nibbled at her peas and considered Jenny, and didn’t even bother thinking about how her husband was obviously pondering on her.

She was a beautiful woman, but not a threat—though it was obvious that Dick was falling all over his dick for her. And that precious, little kitten. So adorable how it scratched Dick.

“Care for some more meat loaf, dear?” she asked.

“Oh, no thanks, honey. Quite delicious.”

“Thank you.”

They smiled at each other and continued with their private thoughts.

Dick: I’d love to get that babe naked and roll her around a little bit. Show her what a man is!

Mandy: I wonder if she’s a lesbian. I’ve never been attracted to women, but…hmmm.

The Jorgenson’s had dreams that night. Long, slow, sultry dreams. Dreams like flashes of thigh, like long throbs in the night.

Yet they remembered nothing upon awakening in the morning.

And they weren’t very well refreshed, though they had slept straight through.

Dick was still thinking about Jenny when he went to work. Man, those wonderful boobs! First thing he did on arriving at work was to cancel an appointment, pull out the listing, and search for a castle.

Did she want a real castle? Made out of stone and surrounded by a moat? Or was she just looking for that motif, avail herself of modern amenities.

He could see her wandering the halls of a huge castle, clad in a shimmering night gown, floating over the paving stones, her red lips calling out his name, Dick! I want…Dick! Okay. Old time castle it was.

Meanwhile, Mandy was getting ready to play the beautiful Miss Alucard a visit.

She put on make up, just like she was going out on a date. She brushed her hair. She put on her best dress and high heels. Checking herself in the mirror, she wondered what Jenny—she thought of her on a first name basis- was doing right then.

Feeding that precious kitty. Soothing it’s black fur with her red-tipped beautifully manicured hands.

Meow.

Mandy giggled like a school girl, then went out the front door.

On this day, unlike the day before Jenny answered the door quickly.

Tap tap ta—and the door swung back.

“Mandy, how wonderful to see you,” Jenny moved forward quickly but somehow languidly, and hugged Mandy.

Mandy had hugged women before, and she had never noticed breasts. Heck, she was a woman, she had breasts, except when men sucked on them they were no big deal.

But now they were. Now she could feel the large mammary glands pressing against her own. She could feel the hot, throbbing nipples under the stretched, black cloth.

Then Jenny kissed her. On the mouth. Nothing passionate, and yet it rocked Mandy to the bottoms of her tippy toes.

“Come in, Mandy. Let me show you my home. It’s temporary, of course, until Dick finds me a castle.”

She walked in front of Mandy, tugging her gently with a slim, white hand.

“Come along Lisha, keep Mandy company.”

The cat padded along, looking up at Jenny. The green eyes were exquisite in the dark, and made the gloom seem allt he more inviting.

“This is the game room…”

It was a game room, but the billiards table looked like…she could see…there were handcuffs at the corner and she could see men laying on the table, stretching, getting taller, and…

“Don’t bother with those thoughts,” hushed Jenny. “It’s just a pool table.”

But Many kept seeing something else. And in the corner, a suit of armor, and inside the suit…bones…and the bones suddenly took on flesh, and the flesh was screaming inside…not a suit of armor, but a box of spikes, and…

“Really, dear,” smiled Jenny, now walking with Mandy, holding her arm tightly, hugging her arm.

And the cat sliding across her ankles.

Up here are the bedrooms.

They walked up stairs, which was the strangest thing, because Mandy knew the house was a single story.

Single story, ranch, with a pool in the back…but now it seemed to have…depth. Long hallways with shadowy pictures of men and women that smiled with excess teeth.

Mandy tried to speak, to talk, to break out of her dream of lethargy. “How long have you lived here?”

Which was a strange question, because Jenny had just moved in the day before.

“Oh, Mandy, you have the most wonderful sense of humor. “Yesterday.”

A pause, as shadows swirled at the corners of her mind, as the kitten nibbled on her red toe and looked hungrily up at her. And…

“Of course I have a long, family history. My ancestors came over on the Mayflower. Such delicious times. We brought the mechanisms that had been sued to trap us…”

Mandy could see where her fantastic visions of tables that were racks and suits of armor were bizarre spiked booths came from. How silly of her to conjure such images.

Mandy followed Jenny’s slender body, studying the slender but enticing curves, wanting to touch the round rear end leading her on.

They entered a bedroom. Next to the bed was a coffee table. Odd how, behind here mind’s eye was another image, a coffin.

“But I don’t want to waste our time together by prattling on about musty, old history. Come, have a seat. Isn’t this mattress the most wonderfully soft mattress you have ever felt?”

Mandy was pulled, and impelled, and sat upon the bed.

She sank down. It was like feathers, goose down, and suddenly she was laying back on the bed, and it was so big, and the kitten…the kitten.

“Very well, Lisha.”

The cat on the floor elongating, stretching, gaining in weight and height, the fore paws stretching out and the black fur becoming sleeker, sweaty, dark…darker.

Mandy tried to sit up so she could see over the edge of the bed, but she knew, in her mind’s eye, what was happening.

She could see the legs forming, the strong, broad chest, the black skin.

Then Lisha was standing, rising up, a tall, broad man. A black man. Naked. With the most marvelous dong Mandy had ever seen.

And now, without the use of muscles, she found herself rising up.

Jenny smiling, moving behind her.

“May I?” Mandy asked, and she was allowed. She reached out her hand and felt Lisha’s tremendous length and girth. So big, so…dangerous.

She felt Jenny’s arms moving around her, cupping her breasts, her soft lips kissing her neck.

A sharp pinch, like a tack inserted into her skin, but so gently, so lovingly.

Mandy relaxed, fell backwards, was pulled.

Lisha lifting her legs, then using those massive muscles to effortlessly turn her over.

“Oh…oh…” Mandy murmured, and she felt the most delicious suckling on her neck.

Lisha moving up behind her.

Then clothes being whisked away. All her best clothes that she had put on to impress, were being taken off and floating away.

“Meow,” said Lisha from somewhere behind her, and she felt him doing the most terrible things to her, opening her up, insertions in the night, even though it was the day it was night in her mind, in this gloomy castle in her mind.

Then Jenny was losing her clothes, the garments just evaporating off her, that white flesh, and…a corset. A very, tight corset. Black, ribbed, tied so tight…and when the ties were loosened Jenny’s frame thickened.

And that was why her boobs were so big. They were for a bigger person, a much bigger person, and they looked so extra big as her body was compressed into the corset.

And, the panties flew off…a…penis.

Large…frightening, reassuring…what she wanted.

And Mandy grunted and slobbered as she was spitted, and she never noticed the two, little drops of blood on her neck.

“How was your day, dear.”

“Oh, wonderful,” murmured Mandy.

She was sitting on the sofa, a book by Grace Mansfield in her hand, and wondering how she came to be home.

She remembered going over to Jenny’s house, entering, seeing the kitten…the kitten…she frowned and tried to remember, but every image was morphed into some other image, and she could not be sure what she was remembering.

“Excellent. Did you visit Miss Alucard?”

“Oh…oh, yes.” Mandy touched her throat and had the warmest feeling.

And she had taken a shower some time before Dick had come home. Washed the…the…filth off. And gotten dressed. And wondered at how her limbs felt so lush and rubbery. And that strange smell, so musty, that…that…

“I found her a castle.”

Mandy pivoted her head and looked up at him. “That’s wonderful.”

Dick felt it then, the appeal of his wife, the sexiness of her. There was something extra in her this evening, something which made his penis rise up.”

“Kiss me, honey,” she said.

He did. And her lips were as he remembered, moist and full and promising…and…something more. Something that tasted…musty.

Delicious, but…scary.

He drew back, licked the taste of her off his lips, as she slid her tongue across her own lips.

He spoke, to change the subject, to get rid of the murky visions tugging at his awareness. “The castle is in the hills in Morgan Hill. Way back, beyond the rich geeks from silicone valley.”

“Such a nice area,” murmured Mandy.

“Yes. It’s a little dank, it’s got a hippy history…but…”

“I think Jenny will love it.”

He smiled. “Jenny.” The name tasted so wonderful on his lips.

“You should let her know right away.”

“Should I?”

The thought of going over to her house, visiting her own home—without Mandy—was so enticing.

“Oh, yes.”

“But what about you?”

“Oh, I’ve got plenty to keep me occupied,” she lifted the book and showed him the cover.

He smiled. “If you don’t mind…”

“Oh, I don’t.” Memories shuttered through her mind, memories of being spitted, taken at both ends, squashed together by penises until there was nothing left of her but a memory. “I’m sure Jenny would love to…hear about the castle.”

“Well, if you don’t mind…it might make me late for dinner.”

“If you’re still hungry when you get back I’ll fix you something.”

He stared at his wife. In the back of his mind he knew there was something that wasn’t quite right. Something he should be thinking of, something dangerous, but…the idea of meeting with Jenny was more than he could bear.

“Well, if it’s all right.”

“It is,” such a bright, sharp smile his wife had.

“Then I’ll go over there right now.” He couldn’t wait.

“Good night, dear.”

Dick walked out of the house and down to his car. He had brochures and floor plans and everything about the castle in a folder, and he picked up the folder and headed across the lawns.

He stood in front of the door. Funny, he didn’t remember it being so big, and blocky and imposing. And when had she put the skull knocker on the door?

He reached for the knocker, but before he could lift it the door swung back.

“Hello, Dick.”

She stood, a vision of black loveliness, her cat sitting behind her, like an Egyptian symbol, calmly licking its paws and eyeing him.

“Come in, Dick.”

Dick stepped into the gloom of the house.

Funny, he remembered the house as having electricity, but now the lighting was done by candles.

“Meow.”

Dick looked down at Lisha. The cat was smiling, it’s white, sharp teeth glinting in the fire light.

Fire light.

Hunh! He didn’t remember the house as even having a fireplace.

“When did you get the fireplace?”

She moved forward then, not answering, except with a strange, subdued, otherworldly lust. A kiss that pressed on his lips and blew up his cock.

He could feel her large breasts pressed against him. He wanted to take command, to be the one doing the holding, the kissing, but he was swimming in her depths, and she was the one who was in control.

“Oh, Lisha, I think he likes it,” she laughed to the cat as she stepped back, took his hand, pulled him deeper into the living room.

“Meow!”

But the cat’s meow seemed…large. Like a lion. A small lion, but..a…Dick shook his head. What was wrong with him? What was…

“I see you found me a castle!”

He was trying to understand how the wallboard had become dank brick when she pulled him out of his wonderings, made him look down at the folder in his hand.

He smiled brightly, like an idiot. “I found a wonderful castle. It’s out by Morgan Hill, and…”

She took the folder from his hand, pushed his chest and he found himself falling backward, into the softest sofa he had ever landed on.

And, how weird, behind the sofa, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a long box.

A…coffin?

No…coffee table…coffin…coffee table…

“Stop that,” she whispered, and the coffin became a coffee table and he returned his attention to the beautiful Miss Alucard.

She sat down next to him, the folder open. “Nuzzle my breasts while I read,” she whispered sinuously.

He could hardly control himself. His hands shook, his lips were blubbery, and he leaned and twisted and placed his lips into her cleavage.

She sighed, and the cat meowed, and Dick heard the cat moving behind him, taking off his fur and growing…growing…

But that was ridiculous. Cats didn’t take off their fur! Cat’s didn’t—“

“Just nuzzle, thank you. Oh, this is wonderful. This is exactly what I had in mind.

She held up the folder, turned the contents so they faded out. “See, Lisha? See the pretty things we can do for our new home?”

Images of maze gardens, in the center of which was a pillory. Men and women screaming naked as they were…tickled…his mind translated what he saw in the third eye into tickling.

But it wasn’t tickling. It was…it was…

“You really are quite bothersome with all your thinking,” muttered Jenny. She was frowning at him, and he didn’t want that. he wanted her to be happy with him.

“Oh, I am happy. Quite happy. I will love you forever. Lisha, take off his clothes.”

She lifted his head, aimed his face at her, pressed her lips to his, but she wasn’t kissing, she was sucking, and clothes were floating through the room behind him. Empty clothes, which had once held him.

He felt Lisha’s strong hands lifting his legs, twisting him onto his knees.

“You may, Lisha.” She said, and Dick was confused. May…what?

He felt Lisha’s hands reached under him, lifting his prized part, getting it out of the way, then a little pain, a bee sting, quickly replaced by the most wonderful feeling.

“Not too much now, Lisha.”

He felt his penis being held, and his thigh being kissed, and it felt so wonderful. He felt like he was an angel on God’s cloud.”

She bit his lower lip, hard.

Blood, but she licked it and said, “I don’t like it when you think that way.”

And he knew what way she didn’t like. She didn’t like him thinking about…even though he didn’t mean it…God.

“That’s better,” she said as she kissed his mouth, sucked the blood out of his lip. Made him feel like he was so very…very special, and the world was wonderful.

Another day in paradise.

Except it was night.

Another night in paradise.

Lisha’s head between his thighs, Lisha’s large lips suckling at his thigh.

Lisha…he blinked.

“Dick,” Jenny warned him.

But he had to see. He had to know. He was seeing something in his mind’s eye and he had to know.

He turned his head and glanced.

Lisha was a large black man. Naked. Perspiring, a sheen of moisture on his hot body. His large lips coated with the glistening of blood.

Dick wanted to scream.

He had never been with a man, didn’t want to be with a man, but…but…but he couldn’t scream.

His mind wanted to, but Jenny’s mind was bigger, stronger, taking control, telling him how to think.

“Now you’ve done it, Dick.”

Dick felt the desire to scream being tamped down.

A man was naked behind him, kissing his flesh, and…the blood…suddenly it didn’t matter.

“No, it doesn’t,” whispered Jenny. “All that matters is that you enjoy.”

Now his mind submerged further, and he knew enjoyment, and his mind sank and his pleasure rose.

He tasted her lips, and it was the kiss of angels. Don’t think of that other…don’t think of Him…!

He felt the big hands behind him, arranging him on all fours, spreading his thighs.

“Don’t you just love this?” she whispered into his ear.

He nodded, and felt himself being penetrated.

He waited, held on a stick, and Jenny took off her clothes. The black dress flying through the air to puddle on the floor.

She was wearing a corset. How had she managed to have such deep cleavage with such a tight corset?

Then she took off the corset and he saw…her penis.

Big, fat, a bit of red pre-cum on the tip.

“He watched as she…he…rose up.

And he was spitted, roasted between their loves, and, as she said, he loved it.


Part Two

Life was different for Dick and Mandy.

It was slow and sweet and smelled like barbecued meat.

Dick went to work, and he tended to favor suits that were black. No longer the summer suits, light in color, friendly to the eye. Now he was the man in black, and his sales were better and better.

His easy manner, the way he shmoozed customers, it was hard to resist his loving, joking manner.

Mandy, too, favored black. She spent her days at Jenny’s house, at first cleaning up, then preparing to move everything to the castle.

The castle.

Dick had hocked their house, taken out loans, and filled out the paperwork.

He would eventually sell his house and move to the castle.

He wondered if Jenny would have him keep working then.

Or, maybe, just live with her.

Such a sweet thought.

Now they never argued, and his affairs were forgotten in the past.

A past they had trouble remembering even beyond his dalliances.

They slept in the same bed. They touched their lips together before bed, and they meant it, but not for each other.

They were both magnificently in love with Jenny Alucard.

They never spoke of it, but it was there, under the surface of every conversation, every touch of their flesh.

They no longer had sex with each other, but they were as happy as if they had.

Indeed, when Dick awoke in the morning, a slight smear of blood on his neck, he would wipe the blood off and kiss Jenny passionately, as if he thought she was Jenny.

And she would kiss him back, and feel his turgid member, and think: Jenny?

They would arise, feel their lust surging in their bodies as they prepared for the day, as they put on their black clothes and went over in their minds what they would have to do to please Jenny.

For that was the purpose of life, wasn’t it? Please Jenny?

Then came the day of the move.

Dick and Mandy rolled hand trucks, taped boxes, directed workmen, and moved everything out of Jenny’s house.

Funny, they didn’t remember so much stuff going in, and, if they had thought about it, if they had perceived through their eyes, and not through their mind’s eyes, then they would have seen there wasn’t that much stuff.

Dining set, sofa, end table, coffee table, bed and boxes.

But in their mind’s eye, while the workmen took an hour loading everything, they took the equivalent of eight hours to see the rack, the iron chair with spikes, the St. Andrew’s Cross, the coffins. Lots of coffins.

Lots of moving and lots of time.

But that was often the way it was around Jenny. Time stretched out. A night on the rack might be five minutes in reality, but Jenny Alucard knew how to eke her pleasure out of people…and time.

Finally, however, whether it was cups and saucers or whips and chains, the big moving van was loaded, and it headed for the castle.

Dick and Jenny followed in their cars. They usually drove separately these days.

The castle was a clutch of dark angles settled in the rolling hills behind Morgan Hill.

Past the stylish ranches of the owners of Silicon Valley, through a small pass hidden off a dirt road, was a valley.

In the back of the valley the castle was planted, like a tombstone, in the yellow, California wheat and weeds.

Amongst a spatter of giant oaks, gnarled and bent to the ground, as if their clawish hands were digging into the earth. A backdrop of granite faces sheered off by summer storms. It stood.

Five stories high, an indentation around the thing, as if a dried moat. A plank bridge thrown across the depression, as if waiting to be raised against raiding armies.

It was a gravestone under the harsh sun.

The truckers braved the dirt roads, risked their truck, and backed up to the bridge. They entered the castle with their dollies, moved the boxes as fast as they could, looking up at the gloomy recesses as if afraid the thing would collapse upon them.

Arches and carved stones. A ramparts, looking like teeth raised towards the sun. No cheer here, brother sun.

A giant main room with ancient fireplaces, two of them, as two were necessary to keep the place warm in times of icy cold winters.

As the work men departed Dick and Jenny stared at the cobwebbed nooks and crannies. They wandered over the cold stones. They wondered: how did this place come to be? It doesn’t belong in the Golden State…it is anathematic to the poppy fields and sunshine.

Who moved it here and when?

But, like the images in their mind’s eyes, there was no answer.

Save that secret knowledge in the mind of Jenny Alucard.

And, as if summoned, that brief thought of the woman brought her forth.

She had driven no car, had taken no other mode of transportation, had, in fact, not even been seen that day, yet she stepped forth from the arches on the second floor landing. And, as if grown there forever, she sashayed down the long, stone stairs to the main room.

She smiled, and Dick and Jenny felt the sensation of paradise course through them.

They had pleased.

“Wonderful,” whispered Jenny. She went to Mandy and kissed her full on the mouth, in the view of her husband.

When she was done she stepped away and Mandy was shivering, trembling, and struggling not to fall to her knees.

Dick waited. He wanted such a kiss. He wanted to be thanked and sent to paradise.

Instead, she took his cheeks in her hands and held his face, inches from his, and shook her head.

“”Dick…dick. You are such a problem.”

Dick was shattered. He wanted to please. “What…what can I do?”

“Sit, both of you,” Jenny pointed to sofa.

They sat, while Jenny inspected them with her shining, black eyes.

“Lisha,” she whispered into the musty air. “Brandy.”

Immediately Lisha appeared in the doorway that led to the kitchens.  He was in human form, black, naked, his monstrous tool dangling near to his knees. In his hand he was holding a tray upon which were three brandies in little goblets.

Jenny took a mini-goblet and held it, and waited for the others to take their drinks. Standing in front of the sofa she was taller than them, and imposing. but in that gentle manner she had.

Lisha disappeared towards the kitchen.

“I drink rarely,”Jenny said. “For I have no heat to burn off the…calories.” She smiled, showing her sharp teeth. It takes me years to rid myself of a pound or two, and I hate looking slovenly.”

She raised her glass, and thus commanded, so did Mandy and Dick.

She lowered the glass, licked her lips and sighed. “I would miss being human, if it wasn’t so ridiculous.”

Mandy and Dick waited, perched, ready to please, eager to please.

Jenny sat in a chair catty corner to Dick and Mandy and observed them archly. She waited.

There was no sense of time to Dick and Mandy. They merely awaited the moment when they would be required to do something.

“We have a problem,” murmured Jenny, running a finger around the lip of her small goblet.

She looked at Dick. “I have too many males.”

She sighed again, and sat back, contemplated her goblet, sipped the last of the brandy, and turned her full attention to Mandy and Dick.

“When last I was discovered, when they came for me with their pitchforks and firebrands, I realized they were looking for a man, so I ceased being one. I adapted the form you see before you, and found that woman are stronger, that men fall all over themselves to please them. As have you, Dick.”

Dick smiled vacuously. He wanted something to happen so desperately, but didn’t know what.

“So I have remained a woman these many years, be it with a penis—the penis of power—and…and when I moved I selected my children. Lisha. Bess. Mandylor. So many, so worthy, so many woman. I still had my penis, why wouldn't I want women? But now we have the problem. Mandy…you are wonderful. I will keep you. But, Dick…you are a man, therefore you are a problem.”

Dick stared, and through the haze of mesmerization he felt despair. He couldn’t be left behind now! Not now!

“Oh, don’t worry, my sweet. I will be keeping you. The question is…in what form. Should I have you as a man? As a man with breasts? As a woman with a penis? As a woman?”

Images formed in Dick’s fragile, eggshell mind as he followed her thoughts.

“I can have you in any form I wish. You have given yourselves to me, and you will do my bidding, even if that bidding is to grow breasts, or lose your penis. It is all my choice.”

She stopped talking then and stared at Dick. Her red lips were pursed. Her eyes glittered with anticipation. Her mind…her mind was searching through his, looking for reasons in him to shape him as she wished.

“Yes. I want your agreement. Everything is easier if the subject agrees.”

A fire burst up in one of the fireplaces. A being who has made deals with the devil can easily command small bits of fire.

She smiled. “I will put you to the test. I will assay your mind and see what it’s whims are. Thank you for the suggestion.”

He had made no suggestion, that he knew of, but she had plucked something out of his mind.

What you think can and will be used against you!

She snapped her fingers.

Lisha came from the kitchen. Women darted out of the doorway at the top of the stairs.

Lisha was naked, his black skin glistening in the light from the fireplace.

Bess, Manylor, others, came flooding down the stairs, their peignoirs floating out behind them, their shiny, white teeth glittering from unholy light. Their eyes so very, very hungry.

Dick would have screamed, would have resisted, but…he had given himself to Jenny. Besides, he still had to sell his house.

Mandy stood back and watched the women pick Dick up.

They ripped off his clothes, sending shards of fabric throughout the great hall.

They carried him on their shoulders like he was a great boar about to be roasted.

They carried him down steep steps into a dungeon darkness, but as they went an ethereal light flared, a blueness which was more defining than any red or yellow flame.

The dungeon was not the simple contrivance of mind that Dick had seen in Jenny’s home previously.

This was real. Stone covered with dripping moss. Rusty eyebolts sunk into the floors and walls. Discolored bars fronting deep cells which held darkness and spirits which would have departed, could they.

And the tools of torture…oh, my Dark Lord!

Nails pounded into walls from which dangled whips and scourges, knives and such wonderful devices as Heretic’s Forks, thumbscrews and Scold’s bridles.

The women rushed him to a Judas cradle, a sharp pyramid, and they sat him upon it.

He cried out with the pain, and welcomed it.

They balanced him, held him in place, and attached ropes so they could leave and yet be sure he wouldn’t leave.

He wouldn't leave. He had been commanded to find the truth of himself, what he wanted, what place he could hold in the home of Alucard.

So he cried out in wonderful terror and filled Alucard’s home with pain and sobbing. He decorated the walls of the castle with his emotions. He looked inside himself for the truth which he sought.

Time, as has been noted, is liquid in the hands of Alucard. That which is long might seem short, and that which is short might seem long.

Dick was imbued with the latter.

In truth, he was only in place for an hour or two. In reality, the reality of his mind, he was on the Judas Cradle for months, years, and he eventually came to the truth of himself.

At that moment Jenny walked down the stairs into the dungeon and crossed the hard floors to him.

there was no sound from her passage, it was as if she floated, and she came to a position in front of Dick.

She waved a hand and her women moved back as if in fear, the ropes holding Dick onto the devilish device fell away, and he fell forward.

He was not harmed at all, except in his mind. His rear mouth was not gaping and filled with blood, it was just a brown rectum.

But his mind, ah…yes. In his mind he saw what he wanted, and he looked up at Jenny with fear, fear that it wasn’t enough.

But it was.

Jenny kissed him, and her ethereal form held him up, and they floated back across the floor, Jenny’s accomplice women floating after her, basking in the knowledge they had done their mistress’s bidding.

Up the stairs, to where Mandy waited, was sated—but never to completion—by the attention Jenny had given her in Dick’s absence.

“Come, my dear,” whispered Jenny, and she led Dick and Jenny up the stairs to private quarters.

The bedroom was large, the bed gigantic, with a coffin beside it.

“This will be your room, Dickless,” Jenny smiled.

“Dickless?” asked Mandy, curious.

“His wishes shall be served,” whispered Jenny.

There were manacles on the four posts, and they fastened them around Dick’s wrists and ankles.

He writhed, his boner sticking up towards the canopy, and they pulled the chains tight.

“Please,” moaned Dick.

Jenny moved to one side of the bed, climbed up on it, and looked down lovingly at her victim.

“Dickless, this will hurt, but you will be shaped as you wish.”

Mandy watched, and still didn’t quite comprehend.

Jenny began to move her hands over his flesh.

Her hands were small, and her fingernails long and red, and she made swirls and circles and figure eights on his skin.

At first it felt wonderful, especially coming after his ride on the Judas Cradle.

Then it started to pull on him, as if his flesh was being moved. Still, it felt good.

Mandy came to the side of the bed and held his hand and Jenny smiled at this show of affection. Even though they belonged to her now, she liked it when her children played nice.

Her hands pressed harder, and the skin pulled and stretched, and Dick began to make little mewling sounds.

It hurt, but he was determined to put up with it. He had to do this for Jenny.

He wasn’t sure, in his surface mind, what it was he was doing, but in his mind under his mind…he knew.

Jenny pressed, and began to dig her fingers in, to put her whole body weight onto his flesh.

His flesh came loose from his body and she shifted it. She dug deeper and began to move the organs themselves.

She pushed, pulled, and his frame began to shrink. She was compacting his bones, making his frame tighter, more compact.

She pushed his pectorals inward, shaping them, making mounds out of them.             

She moved the skin and reshaped it to fit his mounds, then made the mounds bigger, and bigger.

She grabbed his testicles and pushed them back into his body, into the inguinal canal from whence they had dropped.

She jacked him in reverse, and his penis became shorter, skinnier.  What was once a big sausage became a little weener, and it grew smaller.

Up to his face, she pushed the fat around, pulled his hair out, and widened his eyes.

He screamed now. His nerves were being rerouted. The pain was worse than anything he had ever felt. It made the Judas Cradle look like a child’s toy.

And still, Jenny shaped. And pushed, and pulled, and sculpted, and Dick began to resemble his dream.

Morning, and the sun shone down on the dark castle.

Dew glistened for a moment, then evaporated under the hard sun.

Birds and deer and other critters avoided the castle and the whole valley in which it resided.

In the upstairs bedroom Dick slept, cuddled up with his—now her— wife, who was charged with comforting her.

Mandy brushed her hair and dreamed of Jenny.

She felt her now long hair being shaped by human hands and she smiled. And dreamed of Jenny.

Her eyes opened.

“Hello, dear,” Mandy kissed her full on the lips.

Dick, or dickless, responded, and who wouldn’t desire human touch after the hellish consequences of the night before?

She lay motionless and felt her body.

She could feel the weight on her chest. She could see strands of her long hair across her face.

Her whole body felt the same, nerves and muscles and everything, but it was smaller and…brighter.

How odd. Woman perceive differently than men. Colors are more colorful, sounds are cleaner and crisper.

How wonderful.

“How do you feel?” Mandy asked, kissing her softly.

“I feel…” estimation, inspection, evaluation, “…great.”

“You’re not as strong now, and you won’t eat as much.”

“I suppose,” she agreed.

Jenny says we can eat small amounts for a while, until we are fully dead, then we shouldn’t eat but a sip a year.

She looked at her wife, enjoyed the cold of her arms curling around her shortened and voluptuous frame, “Will that bother you?”

“Not if I’m allowed to be with Jenny.”

They both smiled.

Mandy had been easy, she was desired from the beginning.

Dick had been more difficult, and he had that little problem of being a man. But now she was okay.

“Come, let me take you to her. She wants to see you when you awake.”

Mandy climbed out of the large bed and helped her step down to the floor.

And she needed help. She was awkward, not used to her different dimensions.

She staggered, she caught her, and handed her a peignoir.

She placed her arms through the sleeves, pulled the garment over her shoulders.

It was sexy. It felt good. So that was what women got out of lingerie.

She was going to have to play with lingerie and experience it all.

Mandy took her hand and led her out of the bedroom and down the long hall.

They passed rooms wherein people slept. Sometimes in beds, sometimes in coffins.

Sometimes the people were awake.

“I thought we would always be awake at night and never sleep during the day,” Dick said musingly.

“As long as we stay indoors, or wear thick make up and cover our flesh completely during the day…we can be asleep or awake any time we want.”

“So we are unbound by the night.”

Mandy smiled at her, and they descended the stairs.

Jenny was waiting for them. She stood in front of the fireplace, though there was no heat emanating from those pits. Jenny didn’t like heat, but she did enjoy seeing the world through fire’s eyes.

“Good morning, my dears. How did we sleep.”

“Oh, mistress,” Dick fell to her knees and held Jenny’s legs.

“We slept well,” answered Mandy, watching fondly as her husband clung to Jenny and worshipped her.

“Excellent.” She reached down and lifted Dick to her…feet. “You are lovely, my dear. A true vision.”

“Thank you…thank you.” She wanted to kiss her, to venerate her to adore her forever, and she would be allowed to, but right then there was another matter to be taken care of.

“Dickless…we really must think of another name for you…are you ready for the final act in this little play of ours?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Very well.” She clapped her hands. “Girls!”

Women began to stream out of the upper hallway. Pulled from sleep or play, they came when summoned. They raced down the long stairs and gathered about their mistress in the great hall.

When all were assembled Jenny smiled and whispered, “Today we welcome our sister, Asura.”

Dick smiled. She had chosen her new name, and it was beautiful.

The girls gathered around her and whispered her new name.

“Asura…Asura…Asura…”

They hugged her and kissed her, and Jenny clapped her hands again.

Lisha appeared. Dark, eyes gleaming, his muscles shiny in the gloom.

“Are you ready to welcome sister Asura?”

“I am.”

It was the first time Dick or Jenny had ever heard the big man’s voice, and it was a deep, bass rumble.

“Very well. Girls, prepare.”

The women all took off their slips and robes and peignoirs. They lay on the thick carpet that occupied the center of the room.

Jenny took Asura’s hand and led him over the girls. Their feet floated—and Jenny lay him down.

Lisha came behind them, his giant erection burgeoning, his teeth looking very sharp.

Asura looked up, felt the flesh under him, felt the movement between his legs.

And there, on the bed of naked women, Asura was blessed and became forever.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminizing the Actor!

To play a woman he had to be a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Don’t you just love actors? They play dress up and they wear make up, just like real people! They pretend to be bank robbers and firemen and spies and everything! They even pretend to be…women!

But how far does an actor have to go to fool people into thinking they really are women?

Now that’s an interesting question!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m sorry, John, but there’s nothing I can do.”

John sat, stunned, and stared at his accountant. “But…but this can’t be!”

“I’m sorry, but your last manager took you to the cleaners. He put 90% of your money in his pockets, and paid everybody out of your 10% profits.” The accountant was a chubby fellow in a bleak suit and glasses.

“But…this can’t be! I can’t be broke!”

“You are, and there’s only one thing I can think of that will enable you to pull out of this hole.”

“What?”

“Write offs.”

“Don’t I have write offs?”

“Your ex-manager took your write offs for his corporation. You don’t have any.”

“So what’s going to happen?”

“You’re going to have to sell your production company.”

John stared at the wall behind his accountant blankly.

He had started his own production company, and thought it was doing the work, but now he knew the sad truth.

His production company didn’t own the rights to any of his movies, but it was liable for the taxes on all his movies.

John ran his fingers through his hair and stared at the floor. Broke. In debt. Owed money for taxes and costs and…he had nothing.

“What do I do? Declare bankruptcy.”

“Bankruptcy is always a bad idea, and you really need to figure out your write offs.”

How much in write offs?”

“$20,000 will put you in a different tax bracket, and you might be able to stay alive.”

“And the latest movie?”

“If you can avoid the IRS penalties and fees the creditors will still have confidence in you, and they will probably keep backing you.”

“$20,000 in write offs,” said John dully. “Where can I get that?”

“I don’t know, John, but you have a week to try. I have an appointment with the IRS a week Friday.”

John rubbed his face, murmured blather, and tried to think. but it was hard to think when one was facing bankruptcy and the end of a very promising career.

John drove home slowly, not really seeing the road, just sort of managing to avoid crashing as his mind tried to handle all his thoughts.

$20,000 in write offs. Where was he going to get that?

He picked up his cell phone and hit a number, then hung up the phone. He heard ringing replace his car music.

“Yo! John Boy! How goes it?”

“George, I’ve got a huge problem.”

“I’ve got one between my legs.”

“No, I’m serious.”

“Okay, buddy, hit me with it.”

John explained the situation, finishing up with, “So I’ve got to have $20,000 in write offs.”

“Oh, man. I hate to say it, but I have no solution.”

“Nothing?”

“Look, it’s one thing to borrow money, but how do you borrow write offs? Especially from people who need them for themselves. Especially from people who are in the same situation as yourself.”

John was almost home and he tried another call, this one to Carl Dixon, a writer he knew.

“Hey Carl, I need to get some write offs.” He explained the situation and Carl listened and ran it through his weird mind.

“Wow. I can’t think of anything. That’s wilder than any script I could come up with.”

“Well, thanks, anyway. Let me know if something comes to mind.”

“I will.”

He pulled into the driveway and looked at his house. Split level, windows around the back, a swimming pool and a view of Hollywood that made the mouth water.

He had bought it when he was flush, but now…now he was wondering if he should sell it.

But that would just deplete his resources, he didn’t need more money, he needed more money spent.

He stepped out of his car and put his hand on the plastic and sighed.

He had bought it when he was rich, and now…now he was almost richless.

His step dragging, he walked up the pebbled walk and into the house.

“Hey, honey. How’s it going?” Shiela Cleveland met him in the hallway, right before the step down to the sunken living room, and planted a kiss on his mouth.

A good kiss. A world class kiss. A kiss that made boners that made babies.

But it didn't work.

Shiela backed away from him. “What’s wrong?”

Shiela was built like a movie star, a perfect hourglass but a bit heavy on the top. Her face was like a movie star’s, blemish free, pert nose with a slightly lifted tip, clear, blue eyes that looked right through you, and shiny, brunette hair that hugged her shoulders with soft waves.

She looked like a movie star because she was one.

Not big time like John, but she had steady work and the demand for her was slowly rising.

John stared at her and sighed. He didn’t want to say anything, wanted to go curl up in a ball and sleep until he won the lottery.

That would be a long time, indeed.

But Shiela was his girlfriend. More, she was his soul mate, and he had to confide in her.

“I’m going to go broke if I don’t get $20,000 in write offs. I need to go into a lower tax bracket, and…”

He explained everything.

Shiela listened, and they wound up sitting on the plush couch in the living room.

He finished, and she said, “Wait a minute.”

He waited, and she returned with a couple of amber filled glasses.

He took one and sipped, and sighed.

Bourbon and Coke. His favorite.

But he didn’t want to get drunk. He wanted to figure out a solution, and he was smart enough to know that drinking stops your thinking.

“Honey, I can’t—“

“Yes, you can. You have to…”

“I have to?”

“You have to if you’re going to consider my solution.”

“You have a way to solve all this?”

“Piece of cake,” she said airily.

“Wait a minute! Are you serious? you can get me $20,000 in write offs? Within a week?”

“Not a problem.”

She was so confident, and John shook his head, blinked, and felt his heart become just a tad lighter.

What if she really did have a way?

“Okay. Shoot.”

“All right. You’re going to have to do some very fancy stepping, but the plan is very simple.

“First, you buy the movie rights to a book I know of.

“Second you have a script made of the book. That should be easy. Don’t you know that Carl guy?”

“I do.” His mind was leaping, trying to figure out where she was going.”

“Then you film the movie. Keep the cast small, hiring your friends who won’t demand pay right away. You direct it yourself. You do everything you can all by yourself.”

“But, wait. If I’m making a movie and not paying for it…where are the write offs?”

Shiela smiled broadly. “In your tits.”

John was never sure exactly how Shiela did it, but she did.

Doctor’s make appointments months in advance, but the very next day, by ten o’clock she had an appointment for him for three o’clock.

“How?” John asked, a bit dazed by her efficiency.

“The girlfriend’s network. I know a girl who knows a girl…you’d be shocked at how much work gets done in the real world because of women who know women.”

They hopped into John’s Maserati and headed down to the Beverly Hills Cosmetic Surgery Institute.

The building was on Sunset in the big building at the western turn of that famous street. They went up to the fifth floor, entered a suite, and almost sat down.

The girlfriend’s network was really working overtime, because a sexy, young nurse, who was a wonderful advertisement for breast surgery, called them into an exam room.

They waited nine and one half minutes, then the doctor breezed in.

“Hi, John, You don’t mind me calling you John, do you? Why don’t you hop up on the table here and let’s check you out.”

The doctor had curly hair, a triangular face, and couldn’t stop grinning.

John hopped, and the doctor looked in his eyes and nose and throat and ears, thumped on his chest and listened, and kept saying, “Hmmm.”

Then he brought out a tape measure and began measuring John’s chest.

“Male chest…good, but you’ll need big ones. I can hook right to the rib cage…won’t sag that way…yes.” He backed up and looked at John. “I can give you breasts, but they’ll have to be big.”

“How big?”

“We’ll take them,” blurted Shiela.

“Shirley told me you have a payment problem.” The doctor focused on Shiela, intuiting that she was the brains behind this operation.

He sat and stared, and John realized that the man was a cosmetic surgeon because he loved money.

John opened his mouth, but Shiela jumped in front of him.

“You know John’s a movie star.”

“Pretty popular, too,” smiled the doctor, not giving a thing away.

“So we need to get $20,00 in write offs, which will lower John’s tax bracket, which will reduce his taxes, which will allow him to distribute his latest movie.”

“Okay.” the doctor drew out the word, not sure where Shiela was going.

“So you charge us $20,000, give John his tits, and come next Friday we have the write off to keep the IRS at bay.”

The doc pursed his lips and thought. He swiped a curl of his hair and scratched his cheek.

“And when do I get paid?”

“The movie will be released in a month. We should be able to pay you in two months. Give or take.”

The doc nodded. His eyes glazed over and he raised his head. He was looking at the ceiling but didn’t know it.

Then he stood up and walked to a small counter. He drummed on the counter, then turned around.

“I’ve got good news and bad news.”

They watched him, hope burgeoning and dying simultaneously.

The bad news is that I never make deals like this. I work in Hollywood, I know actors, and…this is a bad deal for me.”

John and Shiela shrunk inward. Failure.

The good news is that I hate the IRS more than I hate your deal.

Hope flared.

“You have a deal.”

It was hard not to yell ‘yippee,’ but they settled for grins and shaking hands.

“So when can we do this?” asked Shiela.

“I can give you a couple of vacation boobs today. Vacation boobs are temporaries, I just inject some solution into your chest and voila, you have boobs. They’re perfect for women…or men,” he glanced at and smiled at John, “who want to see what they feel like before they get the permanent breasts. In this case it will allow us to stretch your skin a bit. And we’re going to need to stretch your skin for the boobs I’ve got in mind for you. Then, next week, we can give you the real thing.”

“I’m not going to want them forever,” said John, nervously.

“You might,” murmured Shiela. When John looked at her she just grinned.

“So, shall I put you on the schedule?”

“I guess.”

“That’s a boy!” He patted John on the back. “Read a book or something and I’ll have the nurse come in and prep you.”

John read one of the books Shiela had picked out for a potential movie. He thought it was probably going to be a piece of crap, but it turned out to be surprisingly intelligent.

It was called ‘Sissy Ride: The Book.’

A man is messing around on the web and a mysterious hacker starts talking him into things. Before too long he is in too deep, his neighbor finds out, his wife is coming home, and….the thing was wild and crazy and…fun.

Thinking about the story made John blink. It was logical, but it was extreme, and he wondered if this sort of thing really happened.

“What part are you reading?” asked Shiela, looking up from her cell phone. “I’m sort of towards the end,” he said.

Shiela smiled and looked at his crotch.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. He had a king sized boner.

“And the nurse was due to come in any minute. In fact—tap, tap—and the door opened.

“Good afternoon, John. Are you ready to get started?”

Shiela was covering a snicker.

“I guess so,” he squirmed and wished for his dinger to go down.

“Excellent. Why don’t you put on this gown and then lie on the table.”

John’s face was totally red now. “Uh, I’ve got a problem.”

The nurse knew what it was at a quick glance. “Did you want to masturbate before we get started?”

“No!” God, he was embarrassed.

“Then don’t worry about it. I’ve seen a penis before, and I’ll see one again. And your wife is in here so you don’t need to worry about my attacking you.” She was grinning.

“Well, uh…”

“Put on the gown, don’t be embarrassed, and I’ll give you a sedative. That should relax you.”

“Does this happen often?” asked Shiela. “You seem…nonchalant.”

“All the time. There is something very exciting about a man getting his first pair of boobs.” She looked at John, “Get undressed. Please.” Back to Shiela. “It’s like the dear boys are looking forward to playing with themselves or something.”

The girls were chuckling, and John took off his shirt. And his pants.

“Undies, too, John.”

And his underwear.

He put on the gown and wanted to pull it tight in the rear, but that would make his dingus stick out further.

“You’re embarrassed about that?” The nurse lifted an eyebrow. “That’s something to be proud of.”

That gladdened John, but crawling up on the table and laying on his back reduced him again.

He stared at the ceiling and was aware of nothing but the tent in his gown.

“All right. Let’s give you a little shot. Then you’ll get all relaxed and be able to think again.”

The nurse injected something into his butt, and he lay there, and within a minute he was smiling.

“Isn’t it funny how silly boys can be?” remarked the nurse. She pulled down his gown and squeezed a tube of cream on his chest. “They are so proud of their little toys, and yet so embarrassed at the same time.”

“Do many men get their breasts enhanced?”

“In 2020 nearly 200,000 men received breast augmentation.”

That was a blinker. “Really?” blurted John.

“Really. Now this is depilation cream. We used to shave men’s chests, but this tends to get the roots and lasts months longer. It will give you the smooth look you want when you have those sexy curves.”

It felt good as she swirled her hands over his chest, but, courtesy of the shot, his boner was going down, and his mood was going up.

“Pretty good stuff, eh?” asked the nurse.

“Can I have more?”

“Nope.” She looked at Shiela. “Would you like a shot?”

“I don’t think so,” Shiela said. She found the whole process amusing.

A few minutes later John’s chest was naked.

“Can you do the rest of John’s body?”

The nurse glanced at John, smiled, and said, “Let me give you a tube to take home. The doctor should be in any minute.”

Shiela stood up and came to the exam table. She ran her hands over John’s chest. “Oooh. Smooth. I like it.”

“I know. Hairy chests are so cave man.”

“Some men like it…”

“But not women.”

“No. Not usually. Feel how hard his nipples are. Is that going to be a problem?”

“Oh, no.” The nurse rubbed a hand over John’s other other nipple and the two women felt the little stand up fellows.

“Sort of sexy,” whispered Shiela. “I hope they get bigger.”

“Oh, they will.”

John was feeling good. Real good. And he arched his back and groaned.

“Uh oh. His peeny is coming back to life.”

“Don’t worry. It’s only temporary. The shot I gave him is pretty effective.”

“Can you make it so his cock is limp most of the time?”

“Ask the doctor. There are lots of things that will reduce him.”

“I love his penis, but sometimes it’s inconvenient. I wish I could have him soft all the time, then give him a pill when I feel like it.”

The nurse looked at Shiela and tilted her head slightly. “You know that is one of the things we do here?”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Most women feel the same way. Men can be so obnoxious with their penis, and it’s so pleasurable to have them under control. They’re better behaved, too.”

At that moment the doctor tapped on the door and entered.

The nurse turned to him. “Shiela was just asking about our Depo Provera plan.”

The doctor washed his hands and looked over his shoulder. “Wonderful plan. I use it myself. Tends to level me out. It will be good for John’s breast enhancement.”

“Really?”

“Of course. It’s a form of estrogen and it will help shape his body and make his implants look more natural. Make them a little bigger, too. And we need that.”

“What about making him erect when I want him to.”

“Viagra, or Chialis. He may have a little trouble cumming, though. But that’s okay.”

“It is?” John blurted. He had been listening, but in his goofy state of mind everything sounded peachy keen.

“Oh, sure. You’ll go through a few emotions, but once you’re used to it everything settles down and it’s quite pleasant.

“Oh.”

Shiela frowned in thought. “You know, I think that’s a good idea. You agree, right, John?”

“John was really in the grip of the shot the nurse had given him. Everything was fine with him, and he said, “Sure.”

“Okay. Can I add a thousand to the bill?”

“Of course.”

John smiled and stared at the holes in the acoustical tiles in the ceiling. He began trying to count the holes, but his vision kept slipping.

“Okay, John. Let’s get started.”

John lay there and the doctor made a bunch of little marks with a grease pencil around his nipples, then a larger circle. Then he started injecting a solution into his chest.

Shiela watched in fascination as John grew boobs.

She watched as they became lemon, then raised up into oranges. They looked big, but she understood what the doctor mean about his chest being too male. He was going to need bigger implants.

“How’s it feel, John.”

“Tight,” John’s eyes were closed and he was watching a light show in his head. He had never been so stoned, without being stoned. He could still think, but everything was so goofy.

The doctor did the other breast, evened them out, then looked at Shiela. “I assume you want the nipples to be appropriate in size?”

“Oh, yes.”

The doctor smiled and injected solution right underneath the nipples. They rose up nicely, and it looked like John was quite excited.

John gave a snore.

Everybody smiled.

“Glad somebody’s having a good time,” quipped the nurse.

An hour later John was all done. They woke him up and Shiela walked him out of the building. He wasn’t as goofy anymore, but he was dazed.

“Man, that’s strong stuff!”

Then he realized that he was holding his arms, folded, to hold up his new tits. He looked down at them.

“Wow.”

“They’re quite beautiful, John.”

“Yeah,” he muttered. “I’d like to see them on a girl.”

“That could be arranged,” Shiela commented with a smile.

“Oh, yeah.” He didn’t know what she was talking about.

“I think we better stop and get you some bras.”

“Bras? I need to wear a bra?”

“Absolutely. You don’t want to have baggy, old saggers, do you?”

“Well, I just never thought…”

Shiela waggled across town and stopped at Jeanette’s Bras right before the 405 freeway.

“Do I have to go in?” John was getting less dazed now, and more embarrassed.

“How are we going to fit you with a bra if you don’t bring your boobs?” Shiela wisecracked.

“Well, can’t you just buy them? Like…off the rack?”

“Nope. Those are for poor girls. And they fit like shit. We want something that fits your body, makes you proud.”

So they went in.

An hour later they came out. John had been measured and fitted and felt and…and nobody blinked at a man with tits! Apparently all of those 200,000 men who had gotten augmentation had gone to Jeanette’s for their bras.

John was wearing an uplifting contraption that made his boobs point forward. He had felt they were big before, but now they were super big!

“I can’t wait to see you in the permanent boobs,” said Shiela, hugging his arm. She was feeling a little wet over the situation.

“Me, either,” John spoke dourly. He wanted his manly chest back.

But it was not to be. He had started the journey, and now he had to finish it.

The next day they called Grace Mansfield and arranged a video conference. They all sat down, Grace in Florida and John and Shiela in Hollywood, and the discussion began.

“Grace, I’m a big fan, and you know John here, I’ve started him reading one of your books.

“Mr. Drew. I love your movies!” On the cell phone Grace was obvious as short and compact, well stacked, and with long, dark hair. She was also cheerful, sometimes too cheerful, like she thought the world was a joke.

But writers are often like that.

“We’d like to secure the rights to ‘Sissy Ride: The Book.”

“Make a movie out of one of my books?” Grace was stunned, but recovered quickly. “I’m amenable. What are we talking about price wise?”

“We were thinking about points.”

“Points?” Grace blinked. “What are points?”

“Points are percentage points of the profit. You won’t see anything up front, but when the movie goes into distribution you’ll get two percentage points of the profits.”

“So if the movie makes a thousand I’ll get $20.”

Shiela returned with, “And if the movie makes a million…”

Grace did the numbers in her head and breathed out… “$20,000”

“And a million projected is pretty…small. John’s movies have been making more. Much more.

“Two million…$40,000. Ten million…$200,000.”

Grace’s head was in the clouds doing mathematical computations.

“So is it a deal?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Excellent. We’ll fax you the contract, you can fax it back, and we’ll start making your book into a movie.”

“Twenty million…$400,000.”

Shiela hung up and pushed papers into the fax machine. She tapped a number into the device and the contract started going to Florida.

John sat back. “Seemed like a nice girl.”

“Not too bright, though. What do you think she’ll do when she finds out we’re not going to distribute it, it’s all a shell game?”

“Well, at least she’ll have a nice story to tell.”

“Okay. It’s time to play dress up.”

John frowned. As an actor he was used to putting on costumes, to getting made up. But this was different. This wasn’t so much wardrobe as figuring out what he would be wearing for real life.

Dresses. And lingerie. And…make up.

“I called Chris and she agreed to do your make up.

“I assume she doesn’t want to be paid in points?” John spoke dryly.

“No,” Shiela laughed. “Union rates, but she’s willing to be paid in a month or two.

“What about wardrobe?”

“I’ll handle that. And I want a million dollars up front.”

“I’ll write you a check.”

They laughed.

Shiela took John’s hand and led him back to the bedroom. She kept looking back at him.

“What?”

“I love the way your breasts jiggle.”

John looked down at his massive chest. “And the doc wants to make them bigger.”

“Honey, they have to be bigger. You know that. How’s your dick?”

“It’s…soft.”

“Good. I want to put you in a gaff. We need you soft for the next month.”

“Heysoos,” he muttered. “I wish I’d had one last rodeo.”

“Come on, cheer up. It’ll be over before you know it. You’ll be back to the big, old stiff I know and love.”

He nodded, and she thought, Maybe.

The fact was, she really loved him this way.

It had only been a day and he was already acting differently. Without the source of his male pride he was just a more gentle man. And he had been a gentle soul to start with, so now he was super gentle.

He was, in a word, mentally feminine.

In the bedroom Shiela ransacked her closet.

Fortunately, being in Hollywood, and being an actress, she had lots of clothes. Lots and lots and lots.

She brought out nylons, a black dress with excellent cleavage, and a wig.

“A wig?” John mused, looking at the thing, holding it up and twirling it was watching how the hair stood out.

“Only until your own hair grows out.”

He smoothed the wig with his hand, “But we’re only going to be shooting for a month.”

“Oh, yeah. My mistake.” But inside she was wondering, Is it?

“Okay, Chris will be here soon, but there’s no reason we can’t get started with your nails.

“Nails?”

She laughed, sat him down at her vanity, and knelt to do his toes.

John watched as she worked on his nails.

As an actor he received manicures regularly, so his hands weren’t in bad shape. In short order his toes were painted and Shiela was working on his hands.

She glued long ovals onto his own nails and stroked bright, shiny red onto them.

“Now I know why girls call them claws,” he muttered.

“Claws, talons…” she shrugged. “Meow.”

He held up one hand and turned it this way and that. The nails were bloody red, lacquered to a fierce shine, and they looked sharp.

“So how do I pick my nose with these?”

“Girls don’t pick their noses. They use tissues.”

“This is going to be tough.”

Shiela leaned forward and kissed him. “Don’t tell anybody, but you’re turning me on.”

“Getting a wee bit wet down there, eh?”

“Dripping. Put a towel on the floor.”

He showed his teeth, “And you wanted me soft.”

She reached over to a small bottle and showed it to him. “Let me fit you in the gaff and I’ll give you one of these.”

They stared at each other hungrily.

KNOCK KNOCK!

“Come in!” yelled Shiela.

A moment and Chris Champagne walked down the hallway.

Chris was a babe, and she had changed her name when she had moved to Hollywood, and never changed it back.

“So, here’s our blushing boy.”

“Hi, Chris. You ready to do the magic?”

Shiela and Chris shared a quick hug, then Chris walked around and studied John.

“Wow, you got some nice ones.” She reached out and cupped his boob.

“Hey!”

“Get used to it, boober boy.”

“Boober boy?”

She ignored him. “Let’s me get the wig set up, then we’ll do the make up, then we can pop the wig on him. Do you want him pierced?”

“Absolutely.”

“Pierced?”

“Especially his tongue. We can fasten him to a door knocker.”

“What?”

The girls giggled.

“Okay, here we go.”

Chris brushed his hair back and put a strip of adhesive across his scalp line, then she started in on the make up.

She was quick and efficient. She cleansed his skin and put on the primer. “I assume you want make up for shooting? Not just for a little day to day activity?”

“Lay it on him. We’re shooting stills this afternoon. You want to go to dinner after the shoot?”

“Absolutely.”

“Hey! I can’t go to dinner with…with…”

“With make up on? Why not? I’ll tone it down so you don’t look like a clown. You’ll love it. Nibbling on salads like a rabbit with those bloody claws.”

John muttered a dirty word and the girls just laughed.

“Come on. The camera is a’waitin’.

Chris put foundation on, blush, brought out his cheeks, shifted the whole focus of his face.

“You oughta think about liposuction,” she observed at one point. Get your chubby cheeks in real shape.”

“I don’t have chubby cheeks.”

“For a woman you do. And while you’re at it, you should take some of the flab out of your love handles, put it in your butt, reshape your body.”

John snorted.

Shiela pondered. Why he got his real boobs, he’d be out for the operation…maybe she should talk to the doc. It certainly would help him look more feminine.

Chris painted his lips, and she was done.

Shiela had pierced his lobes and given him big hoops, then she had put on his wig and adjusted it and given him bangs.

Chris had transformed his face so that there was no way anybody would ever tumble to him as a man.

“Holy, moley, Batman!” John whistled. “What happened to John?”

“John took a walk on the wild side. Are you ready for the dress and the gaff?”

“I guess.” He wasn’t. but…in for a penny in for a pound.

John took his underpants off and Chris watched avidly. “How comes he’s not hard? When I dress men up they usually get hard.”

“Doctor gave him a shot to help him keep his manhood under control.”

“Really?”

“Yep. Depo Provera.”

“I thought that was banned.”

“Not anymore.”

John was sitting on the side of the bed, waiting for Shiela to hand him the gaff.

“So he can’t really feel anything?”

“He can feel everything, and it feels good, just as good as when he’s hard, but he can’t get hard.”

“Wow! I need some of that for my boy friend. His dick is so obnoxious. Always wanting to poke me, and then so disrespectful. Did you know his penis spits at me?”

The girls were playing with him, John knew that.

“No! Really? Well, John won’t be getting hard unless I give him a pill, and then he might not even be able to spit.”

“Oh, Lordy. Take two and call me in the morning.”

“Hardy har har,” muttered John.

“Can I feel his dick?”

“Hey!” said John.

“Of course,” smiled Shiela.

Chris reached down and picked up his slack member. It lay in her hand, an unmoving slug.

“Wow.”

“Okay, enough already.”

But Chris wasn’t done. “Can I suck on it?”

“No!”

“Sure.”

Chris put her mouth on him and sucked.

“I can deep throat him,” she bragged, her voice garbled by the dick in her mouth.

“Can you get his balls in your mouth, too?”

“Sure.”

John sat, totally humiliated, and sighed.

Then Chris backed off and Shiela handed him the gaff.

A gaff is like shrunken underwear, very tight, designed to hold everything in place.

“Lay back, John.”

John lay back on the bed and Shiela pushed his testicles into the little cavities from which they had descended when he was a baby. She pushed his penis back between his legs, and the penis helped keep his testicles up. Then she pulled the gaff up tight.

John groaned. Just because he was limp didn’t mean he enjoyed having his package reduced and crammed into a small space.

“Come on, stand up.”

Chris helped him stand, and it was difficult.

“How’s it feel?”

“Uh, terrible.”

“You know what I mean. Can you last through a shoot like this?”

“My dick…it’s…uncomfortable.”

Shiela pulled off the gaff and sighed in relief. Relief was short lived, however.

Chris pulled his dick between his legs and taped it up with medical tape. Now he was really condensed, and the Shiela pulled the gaff up again.

John’s peeny was pulled back so far he had to walk a little bent over.

“You’re going to have to retape it so I can walk normal.”

“No way,” the girls chimed.

They put him in a corset first, then into the black dress, and it was built to accentuate. Suddenly his breasts looked even bigger!

“The way you are makes you pooch out your butt.”

“Baby’s got back.”

“That’s the way woman walks.”

“Especially in high heels.” The girls looked at each other delightedly.

Shiela brought out a pair of high heels. “They’re a little big for me, but they should fit you perfectly.”

The heels were black and had little straps behind the heels and over the foot.

“Take a step.”

John took a step and almost fell over.

“Come on, you can do it.”

“I can’t.”

“Every girl can wear heels. They learn when they’re 12 years old. If a twelve year old can wear heels, then so can you!”

They worked with him then, back and forth across the room, and he actually did pretty well.

“They’re a little loose,” he said, at one point.

“No prob.”

Shiela pulled the top buckles tight and inserted little padlocks. “Your poor, little tootsie won’t be slipping and sliding now.” She put her hands on her hips and smiled large.

And it was true. He was buckled in with nowhere to go.

They walked him out of the bedroom and down the hall to the foyer. He had a mirror in the bedroom, but this one was wide enough for all three.

They stood in front of the mirror and John was amazed. If somebody didn’t know, they wouldn’t be able to tell which was not a girl.

“Holy Swiss Cheese,” he whispered, observing his thin waist, his large breasts, the way the corset made his hips flare out. His hair flowed down over his shoulders and his lips looked red and kissable.

In fact, the girls took turns sampling him, pecking at his lips, getting all excited, loving the way he looked.

“You ain’t no manly man no more,” chortled Chris.

“Nope, you is a womanly woman.”

The girls cracked up, and wanted to kiss him some more, but it was time for the shoot.


Part Two

They went next door to shoot stills.

The house next door was up for sale, there was no realtor lock on the back door and John still had a key from the last owners. So they went in, set up lights, and John began posing.

Shooting stills is fun, and it’s hot work.

Chris kept having to powder John to keep him from showing perspiration.

Shiela worked the camera, and she was constantly moving around.

John struck a pose, held still, she shot it from several angles, then moved to another pose, another position, a redo on the lighting, or pushing furniture around, whatever was needed to make the shots look like they were real and not in a make do studio.

“John! Bend forward, we need to let your boobs hang.”

“Why?” asked Chris.

“So people won’t doubt they are really his.”

Chris moved forward to powder him, and pulled his dress down and stepped back.

Click.

“Hey!” John protested. But the girls were in hysterics, and started demanding more.

“We want cheesecake!” yelled Chris.

“Come on, John, don’t be a party pooper.”

Both girls sang:

“Every party wants a pooper

that’s why we invited you.

Party pooper, party pooper!

Hardy har,” grumped John.

But Chris kept pulling at his clothes, and the girls were having so much fun, and nobody was ever going to see these shots…John started getting into it.

He flipped up his dress and showed his ass. The lighting made it look like there was no package, and even the gaff sort of blended into his skin.

He pulled down his dress and bounced his boobs at them.

“This is great, John. Look, these are much more natural. I can do a little photoshop and we can actually use some of this stuff.

So John got more and more into it.

Then, while Chris was dusting him, he grabbed her, bent her back, and smooched her good.

Click. Click.

“Oh, my God! That’s hot!”

Click. Click.

Finally, near dinner time, they were done. They took everything out of the house and stored it in John’s garage.

“Who’s for dinner?” asked Chris.

“Me!” agreed Shiela.

“Viagra,” said John.

The girls looked at him.

“Really?”

“You’re going to spoil it all now?”

“Spoil for you…I need my dick back!”

“Why?”

“I miss it!”

Shiela sighed and went and got him a pill. She gave it to him and he popped it dry and grinned.

“Oh, baby. You’re gonna get it tonight.”

Chris sighed. She wanted some, too. But John was Shiela’s.

They headed down town to Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s is the hot spot in LA. A five star restaurant during the day, it was the swinging place to be at night. It was so hot the A list actors had to stand in line and hope to be admitted.

Fortunately, the staff knew John and Shiela well, and they managed to duck under the rope and beat about 100 people in the line.

They walked across the dance area—it was still a little early and only a few people were dancing—and out to the patio eating area.

They sat around a glass table in a corner of the patio. They were walled by wrought iron and roses. A single bumblebee hovered over open flowers and swooped in for a drink.

“Good evening!” Juan, the waiter, said with a grin and an accent. “Drinks first?”

“You betcha. Margaritas with salt. Cold. Slushy. Filled with alcohol.

“We don’t serve alcohol,” he said blandly, which made everybody laugh. Then he showed his teeth. “Well, maybe a little. And where is your funny husband tonight, senorita?” he asked Shiela.

John blinked, but wasn’t noticed by the young Mexican waiter.

In his mind he was John. In his body he…wasn’t. Juan knew him well, and yet had not recognized him!

“I left that drudge at home. You know Chris. Do you know Jane?”

Juan greeted John/Jane and smiled and asked, “Do you know what you would like to eat? Or do you need a few minutes?”

“Three steak salads.” Shiela glanced at Chris, who nodded. She didn’t bother looking at John.

Shiela was feeling big, and powerful, and in charge. Suddenly she knew what it felt like to a man when he walked into a place with a babe on his arm.

It felt good, like she was in charge.

John looked at her, but didn’t object.

The drinks arrived quickly and John was cautioned not to gulp like a man.

And how to sit, and how to place his hands and how to…everything.

“Come on,” he complained.

“Honey, you have to learn all this for the movie,” Shiela said smoothly.

“Oh, man,” John muttered, then he blinked, and started to sit up, but instead leaned forward.

“What?” asked Shiela.

“Viagra,” he gritted his teeth.

Chris guffawed, then leaned over to Shiela. He’s getting a stiffie, and it’s got no place to go.”

“Is that it, John? Are you getting a bad, old stiffie?”

The girls thought it was hilarious, but John was wiggling and moving around and trying to get relief.

But his dick was taped between his legs and it felt like it was going to break in two.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

But the salads arrived and the two girls looked at each other.

“What do we do?” asked Chris.

“I’m not going to do anything.”

“Oh, please,” John begged. “I need relief.”

“It looks like he’s really hurting,” whispered Chris.

Shiela contemplated John. “If you want to take him out and jack him off…be my guest.”

John stared at his wife open mouthed.

Chris started to laugh, caught herself, and grabbed John’s hand.

“Come along, Jane. Mama Chris will help you out.”

She led him out the back door and to the Maserati. John was walking bent over. He couldn’t believe how much it hurt.

Chris led him into the bushes in front of the car. There was a high school athletic field beyond a wire fence, and she quickly lifted his skirt and pulled down his gaff. She ripped the tape off his dick and he gave a half scream, then sighed in relief.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

Chris watched him, her lips twisted in a smile. “John, I can’t tell you how hot this all is.”

“Oh.” He could feel his testicles descending.

“Yes,” she said, and she reached between his legs and gripped him.

He looked at her.

“She said to masturbate you.”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“So…squirt.”

He stood in shock as she stroked him.

She watched him, saw his emotions travel the gamut.

She kissed him. A long, slow, passionate kiss.

He began to move his hips back and forth, and she smiled into his kiss.

“Oh, God!” he cried out.

But he couldn’t cum.

But at least he was free.

After a few minutes Chris realized he wasn’t going to climax. “Well, I guess we should go in.”

He looked down at his dingus. It was big and firm in her small hand. “Uh…”

“Yeah, what do we do with this?” She shook it.

They stood for a moment in thought, then she reached down and pulled his corset up and pushed his weenie under the lip of the thing.

It was a tight fit, but she managed to get it to stick up under the garment.

It was tight, but not painful. Felt pretty good, actually.

“Okay,” she said, pulling down his dress. “Let’s go eat.”

They walked back into the restaurant, her holding his hand and smiling.

They sat down at the table and Shiela gave them a searching look. “Did he squirt?”

“Nope,” and there was a certain amount of satisfaction in Chris’s answer.

Shiela smiled broadly. “I didn’t think so. Did you sit on his dick?”

“I didn’t think you wanted me to do that,” Chris explained.

“Oh, it’s fine with me. After all, he’s not going to squirt, and I like him like this.”

“Like what?” asked John. He was feeling weird. A little drunk and a little stoned.

“Like horny, like soft. Like a real, pink man.”

“A real pink man…I don’t feel…I’m okay…but…everything is weird.”

Shiela blinked and realized: “Oh, crap. You’re not supposed to drink and take the viagra at the same time.”

“I’m not? I mean, I feel okay…just…weird.”

“You look okay.”

“Why don’t you eat. Put some food into your belly.”

He looked at the steak salad. “Rabbit food.”

“Girls who wish to be slender food,” responded Chris. “Can I fuck him later?”

“Sure. We can take turns on him. His dick should be up for the night.”

“But I can’t cum?” asked John as if he was trying to figure things out.

Both girls smiled.

So they ate, and the girls kept ordering drinks, and John went on feeling weird.

And then they went back home.

John woke up the next morning with girls on each side of him. they were snuggled, and he felt their breasts pressed against him. And his boobs.

He felt okay. In fact, he felt pretty good. Except that his dick felt like it had been through the meat grinder.

He remembered the hours of the girls working over him. Sitting on him, sucking him, playing with his balls.

They had even put their fingers up his backside and told him that was what it felt like to a girl.

He had squealed, but…it had felt sort of good.

Maybe there was something to this ‘being a girl’ thing.

He slipped out from between them and headed for the kitchen. He made a mess of pancakes, and the aroma drifted through the house and woke the girls. They entered the kitchen, Shiela in a peignoir, and Chris in a short nightie. They snuggled up against him, kissed him, and sat down and demanded food.

“Come on!” Shiela complained. “If we’re going to service you all night the least you can do is feed us!”

They all sat and absorbed the pancakes and butter and tons of syrup.

“What’s on the agenda today?” asked Chris.

“We need to make him up and shoot the first scenes.”

“So fast?”

“Yep. We have a tight schedule.”

Chris frowned, but went along with the program.

They set up in the next door house and for this scene John had to be a man.

He had to kiss his movie wife good bye, and return to his computer room where he perused lots of filthy porn.

Chris dressed him like a man, and he hated it. She had to bind his chest to hide his boobs, take him out of his wonderful woman wear, and put on male make up.

Still it went smoothly, and by late afternoon the shoot was done.

Chris was a little unhappy, however.

“What’s the prob?” asked Shiela as they all sat down to dinner.

“You guys are moving fast. You’re not even taking time to memorize lines. You just make it up on the go.”

“So?”

“It makes me feel like this whole thing is a gag. That you’re not really making a movie.”

John and Shiela exchanged glances.

“Okay. I knew it. So what’s really going on?”

With a sigh, John told her about needing a write off, how this whole thing was an excuse for him to have boobs, which were a write off, and how if he managed to pull this off, he would be able to distribute his earlier movie.

“So that’s it,” Chris pondered, and her eyes took on a far away look.

“So we’re really going to pay you,” John leaned across the table, looking like a man.

Still, there was something so soft about him now. This whole thing was changing him.

“Look, Chris,” said Shiela, “who do I demand for my make up on set?”

“You do.”

“And I’ll continue doing that.”

Chris sat back and grinned. “Oh, boy. I get to black mail you!”

“Within reason,” responded Shiela.

“Okay, John has to demand me, too.”

“You keep sitting on my dick and I’ll demand you, all right.”

They all chuckled at that.

“Okay, I’m in, but…”

“Yes?”

“Who are you going to get to be the neighbor girl in your script?”

John and Shiela had figured they could splice in some shots of neighbors, staring, gawking, acting shocked, but they hadn’t thought about the woman who was to discover the hero’s secret in the movie. The neighbor lady who blackmailed him.

“We, uh…we’re sort of doing this one step at a time.”

“How about me?”

Now John and Shiela looked at their friend, scrutinized her carefully, like producers inspecting actors for a role.

“We don’t really have any choice,” John reached forward and tilted Chris’s chin so he could see her in the light.

“She’s certainly good looking enough. Can you act?”

“Be a mean bitch and blackmail John for his dick? I think I can do that.”

John snorted. “Sounds like typecasting to me.”

“Hey!” protested Chris happily.

And it was settled.

They shot the movie all week.

As Chris had observed, the dialogue wasn’t written in cement, so they improvised, made up jokes, and the thing actually started to look pretty good.

Friday came and they had enough in the can to satisfy any IRS auditors that a movie really was happening. The doctor gave them a hefty bill for boobs, and John’s accountant rubbed his hands together and began filling out forms.

Then he looked up at John.

He was amazed. John was Jane. A woman. He traveled the streets as a woman. He walked and talked like a woman. For all intents and purposes he was a woman.

“What about this movie thing? The IRS might want to check on it and—“

“It’s half in the can right now. We’ve got plenty to show the IRS, should they ask.”

“Well, they probably would, so…make it look good.”

They continued shooting the movie, and now they were really getting into it. It was a lark, they were free to create in the manner in which they wished, and it was fun.

And the IRS did demand to see the footage.

That was okay, that was why they had filmed it all. Except… “Nobody sees this stuff,” demanded John. “It is not a finished product, we’re still working on things like backers and we need to sell it to a major studio. If it gets out then we won’t be able to pay taxes again. Ever again.”

The IRS agents nodded somberly, and walked out with the raw film.

And when the door closed Shiela and Chris and John whooped it up.

They poured bourbon and Coke, they had champagne, they called friends—friends who could be trusted with John’s secret life—and partied.

A Hollywood party takes on a life of its own.

People smell a party, photographers show up and try to peer over walls, clothes tend to get lost, there’s enough booze to swim in, and a grand time is had by all.

Especially by John.

He drank, was dressed like a man, and he whooped it up like it was Christmas.

And, as the night progressed, he grew sad.

He danced, drank, and…sat down in a far corner of the patio.

Shiela came up and sat down next to him. She had observed his good cheer leaving, and she cared.

“What’s going on, John.”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Come on. Don’t make me get out the thumbscrews. Tell mama all.”

He sighed heavily. He looked at his chest, which was big, but bound and hiding.

“I like these tits.”

“You like your tits.”

“I do. I love to walk in high heels and feel them jiggle. I love it when my ass sways.”

He looked t her seriously. “I even like it when I feel men’s eyes on me.”

“Do you want a man?”

He shook his head.

“I’m an actor. I just want people to cheer for me and appreciate me.”

“So why not keep them?”

“Because somebody would find out.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know. Some paparazzi. Some photog with a long range lens on a Costa Rican beach. They’d find out…they always do.”

And that was the sad truth of Hollywood. People always found out. The bigger the secret, the more chance it would be ferreted out.

“I’m sorry, John.”

He looked at her.

“I really am. I love you with boobs. I love you like a woman. It’s like I’m a dirty lesbian…with all the benefits.”

They grinned at her phraseology.

“Well, I guess I’ll make an appointment to have them removed.”

“Wait a couple of weeks. We can go somewhere if you want. Enjoy them. Wouldn’t you like to be a woman for a while longer?”

“Yeah. I sure would.”

So it was decided. A couple of weeks and he would have his implants removed.

Except…One morning a week later he woke up to frantic ringing of the phone, and when he walked through the house, still sleepy, he heard pounding on the front door.

“John?” Shiela asked, a little frightened.

John shook his head and shrugged.

Then the flash of lights lit the room. There were reporters at the rear picture window and they were snapping pictures like mad.

John ran back to his room and grabbed a robe. Crap. He had been in a bra, and if somebody got a picture of him in a bra…!

Now covered, he walked down the hallway and looked out the window in the kitchen.

Reporters. A horde of them. With cameras. They were creating a dull rumble.

No way John was going to open the door and face that crowd.

He tapped the intercom to the front door and asked, “Yes?”

“John!” The voice must have been speaking directly into the intercom, but it was hard to hear because of the rumble of the other reporters.

“Yes?”

“What do you have to say about the pictures of you as a woman?”

John closed the intercom and turned and leaned against the wall. Oh, my God!”

Shiela came out of the hallway. “What is it?”

“I don’t know. Somebody said pictures of me as a woman.”

“They know?” Shiela’s face was pale now.

They went into the living room and closed the curtains so they couldn’t be seen. They turned on the TV and watched in horror.

Stills from the movie.

Him prancing around in lingerie. Him being kissed by Chris as the neighbor. Him in panties and bra. Him. Him. Him.

He sank back.

“The IRS,” breathed Shiela.

“They leaked the film.”

“Oh, my God!”

The sun came up, and John got rid of the reporters by doing two things, calling the police, and turning on the sprinkler system.

They ate breakfast, stirring mush idly and watching it congeal.

The IRS had leaked their movie to the world.

There was no way he could keep his secret.

What would happen to his career?

Chris showed up at noon. She had to brave the sprinkler system and pound on the door and shout out who she was before they let her in.

“They leaked the film!” Chris complained as she took off her wet clothes.

“Yes, they did,” muttered John.

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

And he didn’t. He imagined his career over. He imagined being sued. When a guy is under the boot in Hollywood every body sues him. That’s just the way of the town.

But, at four that afternoon he received a text.

“Call me.” It was his agent.

John didn’t want to call anybody. He wanted to shrink into a hole and shovel dirt on top of himself.

But he had a pretty good agent, and the fellow deserved answers, so he picked up his cell and tapped the number.

“Johnny Boy!” His agent chortled gleefully.

“Hey, Sam. I guess you’ve seen the news.”

“I have, and why didn’t you tell me you were going to do this?”

Sam sounded pretty darned happy for a guy who was about to jettison his biggest up and coming talent.

“It was for taxes. I needed a write off and—never mind.”

“Well, it’s the smartest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“What?”

“I’ve got invites from all the news agencies, they want interviews. The View wants you on. All the late night programs. I’ve got offers for movies, magazine people want interviews, and…”

Sam went on and on, and John listened in amazement.

“Finally, he cut in. “Sam, are you kidding me?”

“Nope. I’ve been pushing the idea that you are a dedicated actor who will do anything for a part, but there are offers, from some of the big companies, for you to do a trans movie. And…”

Sam went on and on, and finally John made his excuses and hung up. He turned to Shiela and Chris. “Did you hear?”

“Oh, my God! You just landed on the total A list!”

“Welcome to the big time!”

“What are we going to do about the movie and the IRS?”

And, “You might not have to take those tits off.”

And they were all smiling.

John sued the IRS, and won.

He and Shiela hit the news circuit and gave interviews, with him dressed as a woman.

He didn’t mention that he was trying to get a write off, merely held to the story that he would do whatever to make a part good.

Chris moved in and got her jollies riding John and laughing when he couldn’t cum.

And maybe John couldn’t cum, but he sure could go…to the bank. He was worth millions, possibly zillions, and he fixed his production company. He cleaned up the first film and began producing sequels.

Zowie! He was having fun!

And he was having fun looking like a woman.


Epilogue

“You’re sure about this?” asked John.

“Oh, I am so very, very sure.”

They were standing in the bedroom. He was wearing lingerie and a peignoir. His breasts were big and beautiful, and the nipples were very, very stiff.

Shiela was wearing matching lingerie, and she was tightening the straps of a strap on. A big penis jutted out from her junction.

She smiled and turned to him and his heart caught at the sight of her big, black dick.

“You’re going to put that in me?” he gulped.

“Come on, Johnny Boy. this is going to be easy.”

“But it’s so big!”

“It only look big on the outside. Once it’s on the inside you’ll want even more.

A tap at the bedroom door. “Okay in there?”

“Come on in!”

Chris walked in, wearing lingerie and an even bigger dick.

“That’s too big,” muttered John, eyeing the big dingus.

Both girls smiled, then Chris turned to Shiela. “You can do him first. Stretch him out for me.”

“Will do, girlfriend.”

The girls hugged, their penises battling, then turned to John.

“Up on the bed, Johnny Boy,” said Chris.

“On all fours.”

“And you’re sure I need to do this?”

“Johnny Boy,” sighed Chris in exasperation. “How are you ever going to be a real woman unless you experience everything.” She held her penis up and shook it.

“Oh, my—“

“Come on. Up on the bed now,” Shiela pushed him, and he turned and crawled onto the bed.

John groaned as they greased him up. They both insisted on lubricating him, and he felt their hands competing to push enough lube into him.

Then Shiela moved up behind him, put the tip of her big weenie to his button, and said, “Here we go, honey.”

She pushed, and John’s eyes widened.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


Love and Feminization!

He had to be rich, smart, and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

So many women want a rich man to take them away.

I’ve seen rich men, and they spend so much time thinking about money they aren’t worth much in bed.

And some women want a smart man!

But when women find the smart man can’t be controlled, oh well.

Some women want a feminized man, and these are the smart women.

The men are smart enough to do what they’re told, they can be made to work long hours and bring home the bacon, sometimes some pretty rich bacon, and most of all…they’re cute.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

He bought a house in the good part of town.

Really, he didn’t want the house. He was used to his two room shack. He didn’t mind that the freeway kept him awake, or that there was a mugging down the block every couple of weeks. He didn’t even mind when the police went through the neighborhood and moved everybody out for six hours because the house next to his was a crack house.

He didn’t want the house because he was a creature of habit, because he had all his computers hooked up, and because he just didn’t want to go through the hassle of moving.

“Leo,” said his accountant. “I can’t keep the government off your back if you don’t let me get you write offs. Now, I don’t care if you never move into the damned place, but I got you a deal in the hills, it’s a fantastic write off, and, damn it, you’re going to buy it!”

Leo muttered, and he objected, but his accountant was stubborn, and he had enabled Leo to hold on to his money and even make more, so in the end he buckled.

“All right. Buy it and I’ll even move up there.”

And it was settled.

The deal went through, the house was his, and his accountant called him and said, ‘hire a moving crew.’

“I don’t have much, I’ll just do it myself!”

“You idiot!” yelled his accountant. “Hire a crew and pay them triple time! You need the write offs!”

“Oh.”

So on a sunny Saturday Leo hired a moving van, then moved all his computers himself.

The movers watched him as they ate their Subways and thought he was a crazy fool if ever there was one. He hired them and paid too much, and they ate, and he did the lifting. Crazy.

What was even crazier was when Leo had taken his computers up to the new house a balding, chubby guy came by and told them to take everything to the dump, then pick up some stuff at one of the high end places in Beverly Hills and deliver it to the house instead.

Crazy. But the guy’s name was on the checks and orders, so they did what he said.

The new house was near the top of the hills, and it had the best view of any house in the hills. It was large and had hedges all around. It was low, sandstone, lots of windows on the backside, a huge barbecue pit and a swimming pool with fountains, and a lawn that stretched to the edge of the hills and was a carpet for the wonderland that was Hollywood.

Leo didn’t care much about all that. He had moved his computers into a side room that only had a couple of windows high on the wall and was setting them up.

Why no windows? Because Leo was the founder of Chaoticon.

Yes, that Chaoticon.

The company that made the best video games in the world. A release by Chaoticon would result in a billion dollars a week for several weeks, before it tapered off to only a few hundred million a week.

Not that anybody knew who Leo was.

He had layers of anonymity between him and anybody, and he liked it that way.

He liked to play video games, come up with ideas, and…hang out.

Just watch an old film noire on the tube, or go to the beach and do some boogey boarding, or read a book.

A very boring fellow, for one who was worth several billion dollars.

Anyway, he hooked his computers up, got lost in a game for a few hours, and when he came out of his computer room he stopped and stared.

What the fuck?

This wasn’t his stuff!

That wasn’t his lumpy, worn couch with the carefully crafted lumps.

That wasn’t the three legged table he propped on a couple of bricks that he put his old tube TV on.

And that wasn’t even his TV!

His TV was 25 inches, the color was a little off, and had a swell pair of rabbit ears.

Past the sunken living room he saw his accountant sitting at a new and lavish dining table. Good, thick, shiny wood. Downright exotic.

“What the hell is this?

“I told you,” smiled the chubby fellow. I need write offs, so I went ahead and got rid of your old stuff and got you some new stuff. How do you like it?”

“It’s terrible!” Leo cried. “I’ll never get used to it. Take it all back! Get my old stuff!”

The accountant smiled and looked at his watch, “Right about now it’s going through a grinder. Saw dust and feathers, baby.”

Leo was turning red. He was getting all puffed up and outraged, and maybe he would have popped if the woman hadn’t come in through the front door, turned into the kitchen, and rummaged through the cabinets.

Leo looked at the accountant with a question in his eyes.

The accountant looked at him, and shrugged.

They both walked into the kitchen.

“Who are you?”

The woman straightened up and faced them, and it felt like the air had suddenly been sucked right out of the room.

She was built like a brick shit house, if a brick shit house was 40 at the bust, 22 at the waist and 36 at the hips.

Her face put the Mona Lisa to shame, even though it was frowning at the moment. It also put to shame the leading actresses in Hollyweird.

“Who are you?” she countered, a little puzzled.

“I live here.”

“He lives here.”

The accountant’s tongue was hanging out shamelessly, and he had a bulge in his slacks.

“No, you don’t. Johnny lives here.”

“Johnny used to live here,” said the accountant. “Leo lives her now. He bought it. Who are you.”

“Really? Johnny sold it? I didn’t think he would.”

“Yes, and the answer to my last question as to who you might be?”

The woman sighed, which made her chest go up and down and Leo’s and the accountant’s eyes go up and down, and she said. “You need to go shopping. Johnny always let me borrow sugar. If you could put it in the cupboard there…that’s where he kept it, and I don’t want to have to learn things all over again.”

“Learn things…” muttered Leo, his eyes were watering because once he got a look at the woman he had given up blinking.

“Let me know if you change the locks or the security codes or anything.”

“Why?” asked Leo.

“Because Johnny always let me borrow stuff from the kitchen. Sometimes I cooked him a cake. Would you like a cake? I’ll bake you a cake, that’s a good idea. What do they call that? House burning?”

“House warming,” blurted the accountant.

“Yeah, warm houses. Okay, go shopping this afternoon and get lots of sugar. If you want chocolate chips in your cookies better get them. The little kisses that go in the yellow bags. They’re fun. And try not to be a slob. I swear, sometimes Johnny was just the messiest man. And I’m not messy. It takes a lot of mathematics to cook a righteous cake, so…okay? Say something. Don’t just stand there like Johnny, all bug eyes and everything.”

But Leo and the accountant were struck dumb. They stared, and the girl finally gave a shrug and muttered something about knuckleheads. Then she walked between them, turned right at the foyer, and went out the front door.

“Holy piss on a cracker,” said the accountant.

“Who was that?” asked Leo.

The accountant just shook his head and left.

Leo wandered through the house and looked at all the furniture. It might be expensive, but it was nowhere near as comfortable as his old stuff.

Heck, it had taken him years to get the springs sprung the right way, the seats of his chairs comfortably worn, and the tables tilted just right.

Now he was going to have to go through all that stuff again.

He jumped in the air and landed on the sofa.

He bounced, but didn’t sink in like he was supposed to.

He found the remote to the big screen TV that took up half a wall and clicked the buttons.

He worked through the set up stuff, then was actually confused.

It was a smart TV, and the programming was stupid. He had about a million choices. Did he want Roku, Hulu, Disney, Free, and on and on and on. He counted over a hundred apps, all of which wanted a subscription.

He turned off the TV and frowned. He could do it himself, he did know his way around a software program, but he had hundreds of employees who would love to get paid for a gig at the bosses house.

Hmm. He didn’t think he had ever had anybody to his old house.

Oh, well. No biggee.

Then, properly bored, he went out to the the backyard and looked out at the city.

Huh. Lotta air space out there. He wondered if he should maybe get a helicopter to take him to work.

No. He wanted to wait until Drones were man-sized.

BOING!…SPLASH!

He looked towards the right.

The side hedge started at ten feet and slanted down to four feet. He could see a little bit of the end of the neighbor’s yard.

He heard some light music and walked over to the hedge.

BOING!…SPLASH!

She flew through the air, naked as the day she was born, but quite a but well developed since those long ago days.

She was still super buxom, still wasp waisted, still possessed of the face of an angel who liked to give blow jobs, but she had no clothes on.

The girl.

The neighbor who walked in and took sugar.

Swimming in her own pool. A magnificent pool with a magnificent diving board that propelled her magnificent figure into the magnificent  air where it would fall into the magnificent pool.

Leo gawked. He hadn’t seen a naked woman since he walked in on his sister taking a shower. That had been twenty years past, and it had definitely not been a sexual experience.

This was a sexual experience. His penis started clowning around down in his pants, and his nutsack suddenly felt tight. Aside from those coarse maneuvers, his heart started pounding and his lungs stopped breathing.

She climbed out of the pool and walked sassily down the side of the pool. He watched her profile, the way her chest thrust forward, the smoothness of her skin, the silken shine of her long hair.

She turned the corner and he focused on the roundness of her buttocks. So perfect, no sag, globes of perfection.

She stepped up on the diving board and faced the pool. For a moment she was frozen, then she took a couple of steps, which made Leo’s head look up and down severely, then she soared.

She was an angel floating against the clouds of the sky.

She was poetry not just in motion, but in the hearts of dirty little boys every where.

She was in the water and Leo found that he had looked, then down so hard, following her path to the water, that he had fallen forward, into the hedge.

She climbed out of the pool and stared at him, laying half across the hedge and trying to push himself back.

“Just like Johnny,” she mused with a half smile. “That’s how I met him. He said he was tying his shoe and fell over, isn’t that silly? And he was wearing loafers.”

Leo made strangling sounds, couldn’t get a grip to free himself, and she walked over to him.

She grabbed the back of his pants and pulled and he came all the way through the hedge and pancaked on the lawn.

“I had to do that with Johnny. He used to fall over all the time.”

Leo stood up, and gulped, and tried to look at her eyes and not all the rest of her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…you have a pool, too.”

“Of course I do, silly. Have you been shopping yet?”

“Uh…not really.”

“Not really? Oh, you silly. Here, let’s go swimming.”

She stepped forward, so close her breasts almost touched him, and lifted his shirt.”

Leo, in one of the stupidest moves in his life, pushed her hands down and stepped back.

The woman was not to be put off, however. When she wanted somebody to swim…they swam!

She stepped forward again, which put him up against the hedge. She gripped his tee and lifted, and he wiggled to get away, but only succeeded in divesting himself of the article of clothing.

She reached down and grabbed his buckle and he went up on his toes and tried to fall back through the hedge.

“You silly. One would think you don’t want to get naked with me. Everybody wants to get naked with me.”

“They…they do?” he stuttered as she unzipped him.

“Oh, yes!” She pulled his shorts down and his penis popped up and almost hit her in the face.

She giggled. “That’s a nice one. Do you use it much?”

“I, uh, not really.”

“Well, you should. Use it or lose it they say.

“Oh.”

She pulled on his shoes and it was either lift his foot and lose a shoe, or fall backwards.

“What was your name again?”

“Leo. What…what’s yours?”

“I’m Lotta. Lotta Melons.”

He gawked, couldn’t help himself, just stared.

She stood up, and now she was so close her chest touched his. Her nipples felt hot on his chest.

She reached down and gripped his tool firmly.

His eyes went big and wide and he was up on his toes again. She pulled him, turned him around as they crossed the pebble stone around the pool. Then his back was to the water and he felt like he was about to explode.

Lotta let go of him and reached up and grabbed his ears. She held them tightly and planted a kiss on him. Her lips scorched his and she waggled her chest against him and his penis pumped against her hairless patch.

Then she pushed him.

Leo went backwards, flailing, and the water engulfed him.

He came up spluttering and Lola was slapping her luscious thigh, her giant boobs quivering and her voice tinkling with glee.

“You look so funny!” she said.

Leo floated and stared up at her.

Lola picked up his clothes and threw them over the hedge.

“Hey!”

“You didn’t need those, did you?” she looked at him with round eyes.

“Well, uh…yeah. I mean, I will, when I get out of the pool.”

“Okay.” then she took a couple of steps and leaped into the air. “Cannon ball!” she shrieked.

And landed on him.

Leo had the dim impression of flesh landing on him like logs on a fire, then he felt a pain in his neck, then darkness.

Leo felt like he was swimming in a warm bed, struggling against the warm sheets, wishing he was back in a dream, some kind of dream.

Then he hurt. His neck hurt, and he flailed, and…somebody was pressing on his lips!

He opened his eyes to find that he has lying on the edge of the pool and Lotta Melons was kissing him passionately.

And, realizing that, he put an arm around her and kissed back.

Another day in paradise.

Then Lotta pushed him down and rose up. “You’re okay.” Then she looked down at his groin. “Except for that.”

“What?” he asked, and raised up enough to see what she was looking at.

Oh, that.

“Come on,” she said. “I did mouth to mouth and you’re all right.”

“No, I’m not! I’m still unconscious!”

She giggled. “No you’re not.”

“How do you know?”

“Because that’s what Johnny would say. He’s the one who taught me mouth to mouth recitation.”

Recitation? Leo blinked.

“He said I should learn mouth to mouth and always practice it. He liked to practice it a lot. And he was a good swimmer.”

“Oh.”

She stood up, and he noticed that she was still naked. Very naked.

She offered him a hand and she pulled him up, she was a strong girl, and they stood next to each other.

Her laughing eyes.

Him trying to catch his breath.

And his dingus was still poking out. It would always be poking out.

“You’re sort of cute,” she said, and she moved forward, which brought her flesh against his throbbing dong, and looked up into his eyes. “Are you sure you haven’t gone shopping yet?”

He shook his head, and he felt her small hand take him in hand. All of him. Well, as much as could fit into her small hand.

“Well, I want you to go shopping. And buy a bunch of picnic stuff. Get some buns (he thought of her ass), and some hot dogs (he thought of his own hot dog), and some hamburger meat (yeah…meat), and I like mayonnaise ( he could imagine his hot dog shooting mayo out of the tip), and all that other stuff. I’ll supply the drinks and we can have a picnic.”

“Here?”

“Where else? I have a pit.”

“You do? A pit?”

“A barbecue pit, silly. You’re just like Johnny. You look so smart, but you ask the stupidest things.”

She was close to him, her chest was pressed against his. Her hand was…down there.

She touched her lips to his, gently, then held his face back as she moved her face back. “Not now, honey. Let’s have our picnic first. And get lots of stuff. We can have lots of picnics.”

“Lots of picnics. Yeah,” he wanted to kiss her in the worst way, but she held him back, stepped out of his suddenly grasping arms, and jumped in the pool.

She came up and looked at him, “Are you still here? Don’t you want to have a picnic?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Then go to the store.”

He looked down at his nakedness. Then he looked up at her. “But you threw my clothes over the hedge!”

“Go home and get some more.”

“I can’t! The neighbors will see me!”

“Oh, sheesh,” she said, smiling her aggravation at him.

She walked up the steps and he stared at how she bounce, jiggled, quivered, shook and earthquaked.

She smiled at him, ran a hand along his jaw as she passed him and walked into the house.

He started to follow her, but stopped at the open sliding door.

She was back already. She was holding a pink robe with lots of fluff. Fluff at the end of the sleeves. Fluff up the long lapels. Fluff around the collar. It was gaudier than Liberace on a subdued night.

She put his arm in one sleeve, walked around and put the other arm in the sleeve. She stood in front of him and held the lapels and smiled right into his face.

“You look pretty nice.”

His peeny bumped into her. They both looked down at his excitement and she giggled. “You men!”

Then she planted another kiss on him. She was the kissingest woman he had ever met, and pushed him towards the side gate. “Hurry up now. I don’t want to get dry.”

He walked, feeling ridiculous in the pink robe, and tried to look back at her.

And walked into a pool chair.

And a potted plant.

And the side of the house.

Then he was in the side yard, out of sight, and wondering what had happened.

But he couldn’t figure out what had happened, he just had the strangest urge to go shopping.

Leo trotted from her front lawn to his front lawn. No neighbors were out, but in a neighborhood like this he was probably on all sorts of security cameras.

He entered his house threw off the robe, stared at it and couldn’t believe that he had worn it, then ran for his bedroom.

The movers had moved his clothes from his ratty old chest into this sleek, expensive, ebony finished, serpentine chest. They had even made sure they had put his shirts in the shirt drawer, his underpants in the under pant draw, and so on.

Quickly, he slipped into clothes and grabbed his wallet, then headed for the grocery store.

Once at the grocery store he began filling a shopping cart with picnic stuff.

A good computer geek, when he had his mind on something it could not be shaken. He had written the code for  “Thieves of the Taliban in two days. Two sleepless days.

And the protests for him putting thieves and Taliban in the same title had sure helped sales.

But it was a good program, and demonstrated how fixated he could become.

He was fixated now. He ran the shopping cart down the aisles and threw things into the shopping cart.

Picnics. Lots of picnics! And he tossed in a dozen packages of hot dog buns, and hamburger buns.

Then he did the math for the number of dogs needed for the number of buns and tossed the dogs in the cart.

Talk about higher mathematics!

Then he picked up bottles of mayo and mustard and ketchup and pickles and relish, and found a big bag of onions.

Then he bought a dozen bottles of bourbon, just cleaned the expensive, top shelf off.

And threw in a bottle of Coke for mixer.

He looked in the cart and checked off items. Yep. Yep. Yep. He had everything.

He looked at the lines for the cashier assisted checkouts and sighed, and went to the self. check out.

He was manic as he slid items under the scanner.

And he made a mistake.

He should have scanned the booze first, because self check out doesn’t allow booze to be scanned.

Everything back in the cart, back to a long line, and twiddled his thumbs.

And sighed.

And waited.

A fat lady wanted to argue over the price of a box of crackers.

A housewife had hundreds of dollars in coupons, and they all had to be scanned.

A homeless person had to put back one of the two packages of Top Ramen.

And, finally, after an eternity, it was his turn.

Slowly the gum chewing check out girl passed his items under the scanner.

“Hey, Larry? How much are the big bags of onions? You sure you want that many onions, Mister? We got two for one on the mayo.”

Leo growled and put his hands in his pockets.

His penis had gone down!

What was taking so long?

But, finally, he was out the door and shoving everything into the trunk of his Maserati. Which was just another stupid write off his accountant had pushed on him. And up the hill to home.

And next door.

Except, when he went to pull into his driveway he couldn’t. He had a big driveway, and several big cars were parked in it.

He looked at the address. Yep. He lived here.

But who were all the cars in his driveway!

And where was all that loud music coming from?

He parked across his driveway and got out and stared at his house.

And Lotta’s house.

People. Hundreds of people. And not many of them had clothes on.

Oh, going in and out they had clothes, but he could see through the open door and people were walking in his house without any clothes on!

He walked up the drive, up his walkway, and into his house.

Welcome to the jungle!

We got fun and games!

Some band playing Guns and Roses serenaded the neighborhood, and several neighborhoods over.

People pushed past him, drinks in their hands, the women topless and the men bottomless.

He looked back at the bedrooms and saw several couples doing the old in and out on his bed.

He wished his accountant hadn’t gotten him such a large bed.

And he hoped he would be able to get the semen stains out of the thing. Were sheets write offs?

He walked into the kitchen. Maybe a hundred bottles of whiskey, rum, vodka, gin, and on and on, stood on the counter. Most were half or nearly empty.

Somebody had moved a garbage can in and it overflowed with empties.

Empty whiskey, rum, vodka, gin and so on bottles. And an empty can of Coke.

Some fool was insisting on mixing his drinks.

Through the door into the dining room, where men and woman were smoking big stogies and throwing cards on the table.

They were obviously playing unstrip poker. The loser had to put on an article of clothing. From listening Leo figured out that the first person to get dressed had to pull the train, whatever that was.

He walked past the card players into the living room, and stopped.

Wall to wall nakedness. The beast with two backs. Humpty Dumpty in the rumpty. A maze of a daisy chain that had no beginning and no end, just fed on itself.

Gingerly, he crossed over the ocean of fucking bodies. He stepped out of the house and into a maelstrom of men and women drinking, dancing, cavorting, swimming in the pool, coupling in the pool.

A band was rocking at the right of the yard, and he had glimpses through the hedge behind the band of more nakedness.

He walked to where the hedge was low and saw that Lotta’s yard was much the same as his. Filled with naked, rutting, thrusting people.

Naked in her pool, testicles and boobs bouncing high as people used the diving board.

Everybody drinking like they were fish afraid of running out of water.

He looked back the way he had come. No way he was going to brave that again. So he leaned over the edge and let himself fall on the other side.

He made his way through the mass of sweaty nudity and into Lotta’s house.

Loud music, a dearth of clothes, women with enormous breasts, men with gigantic penises. He had seen some over sized members and stacked women at his house, but there more and bigger here.

People danced around him and he made his ‘‘scuse me’s’ and wandered through the house.

Suddenly a giant pair of tits hugged him, and a juicy pair of lips kissed him.

“Leo! You made it!”

Lotta was drunk. She was a Lotta Drunk, and she held him and smooched his face in between talking.

“I got tired of waiting and I called some friends. Hope you don’t mind. Why do you have your clothes on?”

He tried to talk but she was rubbing her hands through his hair, kissing his lips, then pushing his head down.

Suddenly his face was deep in her valley and she was laughing and giggling and drinking from a tall glass that she had taken right out of some fellow’s hands.

“Hey! Lotta! Great party!”

“Thanks, Stud. This is Leo the Lion.”

Leo was drowning in her tits, he looked over the top of the swell of her bulging breasts and a huge black man with a huge black dick took his hand and wrung it out. “Hey! Leo! Great party! Are you in the biz?”

But Leo, suffocating in tit, couldn’t answer. Besides, what biz?

There was the movie biz, that was the only biz he knew of, but there were other bizzes.

“I don’t think he is. He’s still embarrassed!”

“Really?” The big man leaned down and yelled over the music, “Get over it, dude!” Then he laughed and headed back into the deeper depths of the party.

“Come on, Leo! I know what you need! You need a drink!”

Everything Lotta said, or anybody said, was said in a shout. It was just too loud for anything resembling normal conversation.

Lotta pulled him, her hand on his belt, into the kitchen. She bulled her way past people mixing drinks, talking, dancing, and in one case, fucking.

I don’t see any more glasses!” she yelled. She picked up a half empty whiskey bottle ran it under the faucet for about a half second, and handed it to him.”

Leo was about done in. The franticness, his mind being blown, he lifted the bottle and took a big glug. And coughed.

“Way to go, baby!” And she pulled down his pants.

Leo went to stop her, but there was a girl behind him, and she turned and saw what was happening. She put her hands under his arms and tickled his ribs.

“Hey! No! Ha ha! Stop it!”

Then his pants were off.

Then his underpants.

Then Stud appeared from nowhere, laughed and said, “Let me help you!” He grabbed Leo’s shirt and ripped it apart. With his bare hands.

Leo was naked except for his shoes and the bottle in his hands.

And his dick was sticking straight out.

One would think that being humiliated and mortified and downright red in the face would cause a person’s ding dong to shrivel, but that’s not always the case.

Men, especially men, get turned on easy.

And it didn’t help that every woman that passed him wanted to grope him, feel him, stroke him.

“Come on, honey! Let’s dance!”

Lotta grabbed him by the handle and pulled him out of the kitchen.

In a breath taking moment he was close to squirting, but Lotta reached the living room and let go, turned to him and hugged him.

They danced, which consisted of Lotta jumping up and down while they were hugging.

Leo wasn’t sure if he was dancing or not. But it felt like he was from the feel of her giant bosoms rubbing up and down on him.

So he danced, and he glugged from the bottle, and the music blared and he began to feel good. Real good.

Was he just getting used to it all? Or just getting drunk?

He didn’t know and he didn’t care.

He just knew that he was in the grip of a sex mad woman with prodigious charms, and she was making him feel good.

And, for the first time in his life he became fixated on something besides games and computer codes.

Leo the Lion had finally realized that he had been missing out on one of life’s grand, little pleasures.

Or big pleasures, depending on who you danced with.


Part Two

The following day Leo stared at the sea of debris in his house, his yard, and trailing out his driveway.

It was worse than his college dorm.

He sighed and went into the house and called up a janitorial service.

The janitorial service, ‘Snow White Cleaners!,’ arrived, quoted him an astronomical price, which was okay because it was a write off, and he hired them.

And he hired them to clean Lotta’s house, too.

An hour later Lotta bounced across the front lawn in a peignoir and nothing else, which thoroughly disrupted the cleaning crew, and gave him a big hug.

“You’re such a sweet heart,” she said, with her hand in his pants. “Too bad I can’t fuck you, or I’d really thank you.”

“You…can’t?” His voice sounded like he was gargling oatmeal.

“Of course not, silly. We’re neighbors! And what would the neighbors think?”

Leo did’t care what the neighbors thought. He just wanted to get into Lotta’s…peignoir.

Oddly, with all the bouncing, jiggling, quivering flesh of the day before he hadn’t fucked. Or been fucked.

Lotta just kept kissing him and feeling him, and then there were other well endowed ladies at the part and they kissed him and felt him, but nobody did more than that!

“Come on, take me for breakfast. We can trade each others life stories.”

And since he was just in the way of the cleaning crew, and because he was hungry, and breakfast could be called a business meeting and he needed the write offs, and because he didn’t have to be at work but once a month, he said, “Okay.”

Lotta grabbed his arm and they walked towards his car.

“Don’t you think you should put some clothes on?”

She looked at him and grinned, “Why? Don’t you like to see my body?”

“Uh…urk…uh…”

She laughed. “Of course you do. Here, I’ll wear this.”

Somebody had thrown a leather jacket, very expensive, on the front lawn. It was oversized for Lotta, but not by much. She pulled it on, it barely covered her peignoir and her awesomeness, and got into the Maserati.

“This is a nice car,” she observed as Leo started it up. “You aren’t rich, are you?”

“Naw, it’s just a write off,” he lied.

“Oh, well, that’s too bad. If you were rich that would change everything. I love rich men. I’m going to marry one some day, and then I’ll never have to fuck again as long as I live.”

Leo was blinking as he took the Maserati down the road.

She liked rich men, but he never let anybody know he was rich. They always wanted to borrow money, or propose business deals.

But if she knew he was rich she might screw him.

But…and he was caught in a conundrum of his own devise.

“Drive faster,” she said, fluffing her hair up and sitting taller in the seat.

He did, and she went  “weee!” and her hair streamed out behind her.

They went to Denny’s where she ordered two Grand Slams with a pitcher of orange juice on the side.

While he nibbled on a couple of sausages and a dollar sized pancake, she devoured her meal. Snorting and gobbling and stuffing her beautiful face.

He stared at her. It would have been piggish, except that she was too beautiful to be a pig. Heck, a woman that beautiful and her pushing inordinate amounts of grub between her plump, sexy, red lips was…endearing.

“What do you do?” Leo asked when she was satisfied.

Lotta belched, which made people jump for tables around. She giggled, said ‘excuse me,’ and explained, “I don’t eat very often, so when I do I make up for lost time.”

An old lady at the next table was glaring at Lotta, so Lotta crossed her eyes and pushed her nostrils up like a pig’s and made the sound of a mule. “EEE HAW!”

Leo started to laugh, then caught himself.

“Come on, let’s go to the beach I’m in the biz.”

So, before they could get kicked out, Leo paid the check, it was a write off, after all, he had asked her what she did for a living and she had told him and if that wasn’t discussing business he didn’t know what was, and they walked out to the Maserati.

And she kissed him.

Deep and long and slow and he could feel his heart pounding and his dick rising.

Then she got in and said, “I like to do that every once in a while. It reminds me that I’m alive. Do you feel alive? Let’s go to Malibooboo.”

He felt alive, all right. If having your pecker trying to bust your zipper was alive.

He started up the car and headed out Sunset for the beach, and while he drove they, for the first time, had an actual a conversation.

“You said you’re in the Biz. Is that movies?”

“Yep.”

“So you’re a movie star?”

“Yep.”

“And you work in the movies?”

“Yep. Stop here, let’s get some bourbon and have some fun.”

So he stopped and got a bottle of good bourbon and a six pack of Coke, some ice, and some Solo red cups.

“What’s the Coke for?” asked Lotta.

“Have you ever tried mixing bourbon with Coke?”

“No. What’s it taste like.”

Holding the wheel with his knees he opened the package of Solo cups and extracted two and opened the bag of ice and put ice cubes in the cups and opened the bottle of whiskey (he now had an open container in the car but wasn’t that a write off?) and poured half a cup and opened a can of Coke and poured half into each Solo cup and handed Lotta a drink.

“MMMM!” she yelled, and the highway wind blew her hair back. “This is good shit!”

“Yes. You cut the bourbon with a little Coke and the bourbon lasts longer. It’s a trick I learned in college.”

“Really? You went to college.”

“I had a scholarship,” he explained.

“Oh, that’s too bad. I thought for a moment you might be smart. Being smart is almost as good as being rich, ‘cause if you’re smart you’re going to be rich, and I wouldn’t mind fucking a smart guy.”

Leo was sipping his own drink, and he blinked. She wanted rich, but he never told anybody about that. And she wouldn’t mind smart, but he hated talking about his smarts because that led to people asking him how rich he was and…it just didn’t work.

So he gulped his drink down, side glanced her mournfully, fully appreciating the way she filled out the peignoir—what happened to her jacket!

“What happened to your jacket?”

“It’s in the backseat.”

But it was more than in the backseat, she had tossed it over her shoulder and the wind had caught it and it fluttered through the air and landed on the windshield of a Mercedes, which Mercedes immediately drove into some big bushes at the side of the road.

Leo gulped and drove a little faster.

“You want to try making another drink?” he asked.

“Sure,” she said, put a single ice cube in a cup, filling the cup 3/4s with booze and adding a dollop of Coke.

“Say, will this give me less of a hangover?”

“Well,” he sipped the drink she had made and coughed. “In theory.”

“Like half a drink is half a headache, right?”

“Something like that.”

They stopped at another liquor store across from the Malibu beach and he went in for some more liquor. He picked out the bottle and suddenly realized everybody was looking at him.

No, not at him. At the woman, Lotta, who had followed him in. Who was wearing only a peignoir and two massive boobs.

“Oooh, that’s pretty.” She pointed at a bikini that wasn’t much more than two band aides and a cork. “Buy it for me, sweetheart. in fact, buy me two!”

Leo was relieved to.

They got back in the car, mixed a couple more drinks, and drove across the street to the beach.

It was a beautiful day and she changed into her bathing suit. And looked at him. “Well?”

“Well what?”

“Put on your suit!”

“What suit?”

“The suit I bought you!”

“You didn’t…” he stopped. She was holding up the other suit she had asked him to buy.

“But that’s for girls!”

“I know,” she giggled, “And you’re going to have wear both the top and the bottom. You’re gonna get so tanned! Have I told you how white you are? Well, you have the bottoms of your legs and the forearms, they’re okay dark, but that’s called a farmer’s tan. So you need to wear less and show more flesh. how can the sun reach all that flesh without skimpy bathing suits, right?”

He followed her, barely, and was about to say no, that he would wear his shorts, or go get a male suit, but then she said, “Do you like wearing women’s clothes? ‘Cause I really like men in women’s clothes. I like them almost as much as I like smart men. And I like smart men almost as much as I like rich men. If you liked women’s clothes I might even fuck you.”

Might?

Leo went through a table of statics in his mind and tried to figure out what statistic ‘might’ was.

In the end, his thinking powered by his penis, he thought that that might work.

He wouldn’t have to admit to being rich, and he wouldn’t have to cop to being smart, and, if he wore a few women’s clothes…maybe she’d fuck him!

“Well, I do like wearing women’s clothes,” he admitted.

“Oh, goodie! Then put these on!”

She handed him the bikini.

Leo pulled on the bottoms and nearly died. His cock didn't fit and he had to push it way back, like it was in a gaff, and his eyes bulged, but he made it.

Then, while he had one car on the car fender and held himself up, she put the bikini top on him.

He managed to stand up, but he was a little pooched over.

“You look funny,” she giggled.

Then she took his hand and led him out onto the sand.

It was a glorious day and they went right into the water. They splashed and they let the waves break over them, and everything was wonderful.

Of course a few men and women stared at Leo in his two piece, tiny bikini, but they were quickly distracted by Lotta’s amazing and bouncing charms.

Finally, they walked up to the dry sand and lay down.

Lotta had gotten some lotion at the store and she rubbed it on herself. Then she asked Leo to rub it on her.

Leo’s hands were trembling, and his penis was really hurting as he put his hands all over her. He rubbed the lotion into her skin and was totally mesmerized by the experience.

“Get my boobs good, will you?” she asked.

He did. And he did and he did and he did.

She sighed. “I’ll get you now.”

She rubbed his arms and his legs, turned him over and did his back, and then giggled.

“I’m going to write a message on your backside. If you guess what it is I’ll fuck you.”

Leo didn’t want a message written on his skin. That meant he would get a sunburn, and the white message would glare like a billboard on his backside.

But, on the other hand, if he guessed what the message was he would get to make love to Lotta. And that was something worth risking.

“Okay,” he agreed.

She used a single finger and he tried to guess the letters as she wrote, but he couldn’t.

Oh, well.

An hour later, baking away in the sun, Lotta rose up and looked at his ass. She giggled. “Oh, you can read that.”

“You can?”

He tried to bend, to contort, to read over his shoulder, but he couldn’t get the angle.

Finally, he stood up and said, “I have to go to the bathroom.”

“Don’t get your pecker wet,” she quipped.

Smiling, he sauntered off through the low dunes. His plan was simple, ask somebody what was written on his ass, and get to screw Lotta.

He walked up to the first woman he saw, a good looking babe, and asked, “Can you read what’s on my fanny?”

He turned around.

She gasped, and when he turned back to her she slapped him.

SMACK!

And stomped off in a huff.

Leo rubbed his cheek and frowned. What the hells was that bitch’s problem?

He walked up to another woman, an older woman with lots of blubber and thin hair. “Can you read what’s on my backside?”

He turned, and she giggled.

“I don’t think so. But thanks.” She reached forward to grab his groin. Except that because his penis was pulled back between his legs he had no groin.

She felt the space, and it felt like a woman’s mons. “Well!” she said in disgust, and she slapped Leo in the face.

Now Leo was getting a little gun shy. His face was red and he didn’t want to approach any more women.

So he walked up to a big, trucker type. “Say, can you read what’s on my ass?”

He turned around, and the trucker’s response was to step forward, push Leo’s back forward and pull his hips back and shove his groin right into Leo’s crack.

“Hey!”

But the trucker had a firm grip and he kept humping Leo. Leo could feel the man’s penis through the thin material of the bikini and the man’s swim suit, and it took a half a minute before Leo could break free.

“What the fuck?” he rubbed his ass and hurried away.

“Did you ask anybody what it said on your ass?” asked Lotta.

“No,” he lied, embarrassed and ashamed.

“Yes, you did,” she laughed, and, chuckling, she laid back down on the sand to soak up some more rays.

They returned to the car when the sun set. The night was cool and Lotta handed him the peignoir and put on his shorts and tee shirt.

“Hey!” he said.

“You don’t want me to get arrested for indecent exposure, do you?”

“You didn’t care much about that before,” he muttered. He wasn’t really wanting to get in a big argument with her.

“Yeah, but that was in the day. Now it’s night time.”

Which argument didn’t make much sense, but the sensations throbbing in his bikini bottom won the argument and he put on the peignoir.

His face was red in the dark night, but it’s hard to tell colors in the night, so…who cared. Besides, it felt sort of cool. His nipples were getting rubbed by the bikini top, and he was so totally turned on…but when he sat behind the wheel he realized he had a problem.

“Oh, fuck!” he blurted.

“What?”

“My ass is sunburned.”

Lotta laughed. “Well, I guess I’ll have to drive.”

And so they drove, Lotta behind the wheel—she had to push the seat back so her boobs wouldn’t be in the way—and Leo in the passenger seat. Turned around. his knees on the seat and his ass up.

They drove, and the wind felt good on his ass, so he rose up further.

Lotta looked at him and giggled.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

But they hadn’t gone but a couple of miles more before a pair of cops pulled them over with bright, flashing lights.

“Oh, no!” blurted Leo.

“Don’t worry, honey. This isn’t my first rodeo.”

He looked at her in confusion, and lowered his ass down below the level of the dashboard.

Lotta stopped the car and two highway patrolmen sauntered up to the side of the car.

“Hi, officers! Was I speeding?” Lotta’s face was guile and innocence, and her lips moved like she was kissing.

“Unh…unh…”

The other cop recovered from his view of Lotta’s charms first. “No, ma’am. Uh, it’s something else.”

“What?” asked Leo, looking up from his turned around position.

“Could you get out of the car, sir?”

Oh, now Leo was embarrassed. He was redder than lipstick on a cherry.

He stepped out and the cops stared at him and his peignoir.

“Turn around, sir?” The cop’s voices sounded a bit strangled, like he was holding something in. Like a pound of laughter.

Leo turned around the cops shined a flashlight at his ass.

They burst into laughter. They laughed so hard one of them almost fell, and his partner had to grab his arm and steady him.

They laughed, and the more they laughed the more Leo was irritated.

“What the hell is so funny?” he snapped, taking an attitude that would normally get his face to meet a billy club, but since the cops were laughing so hard there wasn’t much chance of that happening.

“Sir,” chuckled the cop, finally, “Do you know what it says on your ass?”

Lotta was sitting up on the back of her seat now, enjoying the fun, and she said, “He doesn’t, officer. I wrote it there and he was supposed to guess what it was I wrote.”

The cops started laughing all over again, but when they finally calmed down one of them said, “Well, that explains it. You can get back in the vehicle, sir, but I advise you to keep your ass down.”

“Wait a minute! Hold on!”

The cops had turned to return to the car, but now they hesitated.

“Will somebody please tell me what’s written on my ass?”

The two police officers looked at each, snickered, and one of them said, “Fuck me.”

For a moment Leo didn’t understand. He thought the cop was saying ‘fuck me,’ like ‘fuck me if I will,’ then he realized that that was what had been written on his as.

Fuck me!

And he had shown his ass to a woman and she had slapped his face.

And he had shown his ass to another woman, and ended up with another slap in the face. And then the big trucker type guy had taken the writing for an invitation and actually tried to fuck him!

The cops, laughing, returned to their cruiser.

Leo looked at Lotta, who was laughing. “You didn’t guess, so you don’t get to fuck me.”

Sadly, deflated, Leo stepped back in the car, and all the way home he kept his ass down, so people in other cars couldn’t see it.

And he kept his head down because he felt like crying.

Not only had he been humiliated, but he wasn’t going to get to fuck Lotta Melons.

Leo woke up. It had been a couple of days and his ass was no longer sunburned. It did have a message against his now bronze skin, and he insisted on wearing clothes, no matter what Lotta said, to cover the message.

He looked around, then slid out of bed.

Lotta was sleeping peacefully, and he pulled on his panties and bra, sat on the edge of the bed, carefully so as not to wake Lotta, and pulled on his nylons.

Then he went into her closet—working in the biz she had tons of clothes—and picked out a dress.

Then he sat down at her vanity table.

Lotta had told the truth. She did like men who dressed like women, and she had spent the last few days dressing Leo up.

Now he was accustomed to it, and he knew how to do everything, bra, panties, corsets, tummy shapers, garters…everything but make up. That was sort of tough.

So he got dressed, put high heels over his feet and let his red tipped toes peek out the open front.

And left the bedroom.

An hour later she walked into the kitchen and gave him a big kiss and pinched his nipples.

She stood back and inspected him and smiled.

“We can do your make up after breakfast. And we need to talk about extensions and vacation boobs.”

“Okay.”

Leo had virtually moved in with Lotta. He slept with her, hung with her, and they went to the beach where he tried to get a little burn over his fanny message, and had a wonderful time.

Life with Lotta was nothing but fun, and Leo couldn’t remember the last time he had had so much fun with another person.

They fixed breakfast, touched each other freely, and sat down to eat a light repast.

And chatted.

“I’ve made an appointment for your hair extensions.”

“Oaky.”

“And I’d like to make an appointment to get you a nice pair of boobs.”

“I don’t know.”

“Why not?”
“Well, that seems sort of permanent.”

“Absolutely. You love dressing up, and I love having you dressed up, and falsies are downright uncomfortable and stupid.”

For a moment he was silent. Thinking.

Finally, he asked, “You said you’re in the biz, but you never go to work. When do you start filming?”

She pursed her lips and a look of sadness came over her face.

“Well, honey, I’m not just in the business, I’m in the porn business.”

His jaw dropped.

I only go in a couple of times a month, then I fuck a dozen men, take them in my mouth, my pussy, my asshole, and they cum all over the place, then I’m done for almost a month, until the next two days.”

“But…but…”

“That’s really the reason I don’t want to fuck you. Those two days take it out of me. When I am done I have had enough sex for a month. I don’t want to feel another penis in my ‘gina for near thirty days, and then…” she shrugged. “It’s a vicious cycle.”

Leo was standing half up, his eyes bulging.

“So…you don’t not love me?”

“Don’t not love you? Honey! You’re the best man I ever met! You like running around naked, you can laugh when somebody writes something stupid on your ass. You’ve got the coolest looking pecker I’ve ever seen, and…sometimes I’m dying to screw you. I want to forget about how tired I am of sex and want it to be you, only you, that wears me out.”

He stared at her.

“But you like rich men.”

“Hell, I’m too smart to be a girl who marries for money. I was saying that, but mostly because I wish somebody who was rich would come along and fall in love with me and rescue me from this life. I wouldn’t marry somebody if they were just rich.

“I want somebody to love! I want somebody to love me! But…” she shrugged.

Leo slowly sat down.

She said, “And then there’s you. Honey, you are a dream. Always fun, never a bore. You’re smart, I don’t know what kind of schooling you’ve done, but you’re a smartie pants if ever I saw one.

“And you like to dress up. I love a man who looks like a woman. Maybe it’s just that they don’t remind me of all the men who fuck me, but, whatever…sometimes I think I do love you, but…” again, she shrugged.

And now, reminded of her situation, she seemed sort of sad.

She looked down for a while, then looked up, perhaps to say something else, but she frowned. “Why are grinning?”

“Lotta, does size matter?”

“Well, sorta, but…it depends. Unless you’re a midget—and you’re not— it doesn’t.”

“Would you like to see the size of my…”

She tilted her head in puzzlement. She had already seen his pecker, and it was plenty big enough.

“…portfolio?”


Epilogue

They were married a few months later, shortly after Leo’s breast enhancement operation. Lotta was stunning in her gown, and so was Leo.

Shortly after that they consummated their marriage.

Leo finally got to dip his wick, achieved paradise, and was deeply in love.

Lotta got to dip her wick, too.

Of course, her wick was plastic, and had to be held to her hips by straps, but that was okay.

Her tool might have been fake, but their love was real.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Feminized Man

He is maid to serve!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, I just pulled in the greatest job in the world.”

I stared at my wife. Look, I love her, but sometimes she comes up with crazy ideas. Like the time she tried to start a business that…well…she introduced a low current to furry dogs that was supposed to make their hair stand on end. The idea was that she could then clip their fur easier.

Unfortunately, it just made the dogs pee.

Then there was the time she was going to combine dog food with grass trimmings to make the ultimate superfood.

She tried it out on me and I had the ultimate runs for a week.

So, I love her, she’s gorgeous, and she’s smart in her own way, but sometimes she just gets these crazy ideas that were better left unthought.

“What job is this?”

We were sitting in our house and I was going over spread sheets. Good money in spread sheets.

“I saw an advertisement on youtube and I answered it.”

“Youtube, eh?” Yikes!

“Yes, Isn’t Youtube wonderful? The whole internet is wonderful. There are so many great ideas on the internet.

At that point I probably should have let her go on about the greatness of the internet. She might distracted herself and gone off on some new tangent. Instead, like a fool (I was working on those spreadsheets) I said, “Okay, give me a quick rundown so I can get back to work.”

“Well,” she plopped down on the sofa across from me. I was sitting on an ottoman and the spreadsheets were spread out on the coffee table. I looked over the paper and blinked.

She was naked.

Oh, man. I was trying to work and she was naked.

“I was slurfing the net…”

“Surfing the net,” I offered.

“Yeah, that, slurfing, and I came across this stuff called ASMR. And right below it was the advertisement.”

She was sitting naked, her legs crossed Indian style, which gave me a full view of…of…

“Are listening to me?”

“Oh, yeah,” I raised my eyes to her chest. Oh, fuck. My wife has the nicest set of boobs in the world. Big and pointy, the nipples are always erect.

“Up here, bozo, this is important.”

I lifted my eyeballs to her sweet face, and almost fainted. She was made up, and I loved it when her eyes were all smokey and her lips were plump and red and moist and juicy and…you get the idea.

“Yeah, LSPD.”

“No, silly, ASMR.”

“Oh, of course. It just slipped my mind.” I licked my lips. That’s just how my wife effects me. She gets nekkid and then I have an involuntary response of the tale wagging variety but it’s in my crotch and not on top of my ass and then I want to…

“ASMR stands for Autonomous Sensory Meridian Response. It’s the latest rage. People get on the internet and they whisper and they make sounds like it’s raining or the wind blowing and it sounds so cool and then people relax and get better.”

“Get better?”

“Yes, aren’t you listening?”

“But get better from what? I mean, do they have dread diseases or something?”

“No, no. Nothing like that.” She frowned, licked her red lips, which made my pants very uncomfortable. “It’s more like if people have trouble sleeping, then they can sleep. Or if they have anxiety then they can get….I don’t know, unanxious?”

“So it has a calming effect!”

“Yes!” She said brightly, clapping her hands.

“And you want to do this, this SDFG thing.”

“Exactly, she gave a little bounce, which became a big bounce on her chest, and I started folding up spread sheets. I was about to have an emergency of the trousers. Mainly, I needed to take them off and…

“So I don’t need much equipment, but I might need some help with things like my wardrobe.”

Uh oh. My shopaholic wife was going to go shopping. I was about to have an emergency of the insufficient wallet kind.

So I cleared the spreadsheets off the table and came around and sat on the table and and asked her how much.

Little lines appeared on her forehead. “Well, I don’t know exactly, yet. I’m going to talk to a woman at ASMR, Inc. today. He’ll tell me what I need.”

“So you want unlimited funds so you can dress right so you can whisper to people and make them relax.” I said, slipping my pants off, then my underwear. I was now sitting on the coffee table and pointing at her. And I think you know what I was using for a pointer.

“Exactly!” She bounced again and I almost fainted.

“Well,” I said, sagely, “I can commit to waiting until you know how much, I guess.”

She blinked and turned her head slightly to the side. “I don’t…”

“Honey, congratulations on your new job. I think you’re going to do wonderful. The world is in better hands already.”

“Really?”

“Really.” I moved over to the couch and sat next to her. I put my hand on her knee and eyed her breasts.

She was ecstatic. Wiggling all around, all excited, and she hugged me.

“Oh, thank you.”

“Think nothing of it,” I said, lowering my head to her breasts.

She clasped my head and pulled it down and I began sucking on her nipples.

“Oh! Oh! I am so happy!”

“Me, too.” I gargled over a mouthful of tit.

“I’m going to make so much money, and the world is going to be so relaxed…”

I pushed her back on the couch. She went with me, holding my head, and I managed to keep sucking her nipples. Pulling them with my teeth, licking them, making them more and more erect.

“Ooh, that feels good,” she blurted, suddenly noticing what I was doing.

I put one hand on her pussy and searched for her hole.

“Right here, baby,” she muttered, helping me get my hand just right, and I inserted several fingers into her snatch and began hooking and rubbing.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. My boner was pressed up against one of her legs and my mouth went up to hers. I pressed my lips onto hers and she groaned and tilted her pelvic to help my hands invade her pussy.

She reached down and grabbed my pecker.

“Easy, girl.”

She giggled and fit me to her. I brought my hands up to her tits and  my dick began sliding into her love canal.

“Oh,” she gasped.

“P,” I responded.

She stopped moving and looked at me. “You always say P. Why do you say that?”

“You said O,” I grunted and pulled out, “the next letter is P,” I groaned and pushed in, “after that is Q. Go-o-od is that good!” I pulled out slowly, “You want to say Q?” I pushed in. “Uhuhuh!”

She giggled, and moaned, and said, “You’re so smart!”

“Uhhh…yeah…” I agreed as I pulled outward again.

“Ooh…ooh!” She moaned.

“Wh-a-a-at?” I asked as I swirled my hips and drove in as hard I could, the tip of my dick scouring her innards, and it was driving me cra-a-azy.

“I’m going to…I’m going to…AHHHHH!”

That’s the thing about Misty, she cums quicker and faster than any woman I have ever met. And sometimes it leaves me high and dry.

“Oh, yes,” she purred, and she collapsed, went slack, and she pulled her hips back and I fell out. Stiff and hard and almost there…I was out.

“Uh, honey?” I tried to scoot back in, thrusting my hips and edging up on my knees.

“What? Oh, you poor boy. Well, maybe next time.”

She hopped up and went to make her plans to conquer the world with ASMR.

I turned over and lay there, my dick looking like a rocket about to take off.

Crap.

Most couples have the problem of the man cumming too fast and leaving the woman high and dry. With us it’s just the opposite. She has her orgasm and then it’s all done, and I’m…left.

Left to wander through life with a tent in my pants and an urge that is distracting to say the least.

Which is weird. Because I’m distracted, and to take my mind off my horniness I work harder, and then I get more work done, and make more money.

But I’d rather be broke.

I got up and headed for the shower. Maybe I could get together with Madam Palm and her five daughters. Maybe—

“And don’t you go playing with yourself,” Misty called from the kitchen.

Fuck! Busted before I could even try.

So I went to the shower, turned it on cold for a while, and let my amorousness slip away.

And dressed and got ready for work and headed for the kitchen.

“How’s my big, strong man?” cooed Misty, kissing my cheek.

“Fine,” I grumped.

She patted my crotch then, and I groaned.

She giggled. “I like it when you are horny.”

“You have a lot to like then, because I’m a lot horny.”

She giggled again and put out my breakfast.

A hard boiled egg. A piece of bacon. A single piece of toast. Gah.

“Can I—“

“No more for you, baby. You’re on a diet.”

“But I don’t want to be on a diet!”

She ignored me and quipped, “We have to watch your girlish figure.”

“I’m already too skinny!”

“Nonsense. One can’t be too skinny. Look at me!”

She was wearing just a negligee now. Under it her body was a rail, but she was a well endowed girl.

She held up her breasts and complained, “I’m just a fat cow!”

Oh…my…fucking…my boner sprang up again.

“Oh, fuck,” I whined, putting my hand over my crotch.

She giggled. “I see that. You’ve got a boner.”

She came and kissed me again, pressed that stacked body against mine and near swallowed my mouth, then she backed off and smiled, “I like it when you’re hard. It shows me that you love me.”

“Then I must love you a lot…” I picked up the one piece of bacon and headed for the garage.

“Honey! Your breakfast!”

“It’s okay,” I kissed her cheek as I passed her, “I’m on a diet.” Then I was out the door and on my way to work.

I stopped on the way to work for a bag of donuts.

I worked really hard that day. I really needed to forget about my pants. I forgot all about Misty and her job, and I was pleasantly surprised when I got home.

“Honey! I got the job!”

“You did? That’s wonderful. How much are they going to pay you.”

“”Oh,” frown, little lines between her eyes. “I’m not sure.”

“You’re not?” I hung up my jacket and turned to her.

She was wearing clothes. Damn. Sometimes I get home and she’s not. I sighed.

“No. They were going to pay me a salary, but then they had me do the audition and they offered me my own channel.”

“What? Really?”

“Is that good?”

“Well, I don’t know. I mean, if you get your own channel I think it’s good, but…but I would think there would be a guarantee of some kind.”

“Oh.”

“So when do you start?”

“I started. I went to work right after the audition. I did ASMR for two hours. I just got home.”

“Oh.”

“Would you like to see it?”

“Well, uh…” see my wife whisper like the rain? Or snow falling? Or some such? It sounded about as exciting as watching paint dry. Besides, I watch my wife every day.

“Oh, you don’t want to. Well, I guess ASMR is not for everybody.”

She flounced away. Not exactly mad, but not happy. Crap. There went my opportunity to get rid of my boner. Now that I was off work and in the presence of my sexy wife my boner was back. And bonier than ever.

So we had dinner, and watched TV, then she wanted to try out a script on me.

“A script?”

“Sure. I’ve got my own channel, and I have my own script.”

“But…I thought you just whispered and went ‘woooOOOooo,’” I made a sound like the wind.

She laughed.

“Oh, you silly! That’s for the beginners.”

“Well…uh, it is? What do the more advanced ASMR people do?”

“If you’d watched my channel you’d know.”

“Well, let’s watch it.”

“It’s getting late, and I need to practice my script on you.”

“Oh. Okay.”

We went into the living room and she had me sit on the couch. She sat across from me in the easy chair. She took off her clothes.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Silly, I’m putting on my work uniform.”

“Your work uniform?” My voice squeaked a little.

“Sure. Everybody has a work uniform.”

“Does everybody’s work uniform look like yours?”

“Gosh, no. I’m the star, so I have a special uniform.”

She sat before me in all her nekkid glory. Nothing but her bare flesh. Her enormous globes pointing at me. Sitting Indian style and giving me a mouth watering view of…you know.

I was blinking, trying to figure this out, and she picked up her script and began reading.

“Puuuuleeeeeeze fuuuuck meeee! IIIII ammmm hoooornnnny. IIIII waaaant toooo suuuck yooooour coooock.”

My jaw dropped.

“Wait! What?”

“Oh, you made me lose my place. I’ll start again. Puuuuleeeeeeze fuuuuck meeee!”

“Wait! Wait!” I rubbed my face and looked down. I looked up. “And this is what you say?”

“Oh, I say all sorts of things. This is just one script. I have lots of scripts. Want to hear another script?”

“Uh, sure,” I was flabbergasted, not sure what to say.

“IIII neeeeed iiiit uuuuup myyyyy aaaaassssshoooole. Giiiive meeeee yooooour coooock!”

“Okay, okay,” I put my hand up.

She looked at me quizzically, “What’s wrong?”

“They have you say that stuff? And you’re naked?”

“Well, of course! Don’t you like it when I say I want to suck your cock? Or fuck? And I’m nude?” She started giggling. “You wouldn’t like it if I was wearing clothes when I said those things.”

“Well, uh…I don’t…” the problem was…she was right!

“But, honey, this is not you and me! This is you and…and total strangers out on the net!”

“But that’s the fun part! I get to talk dirty and make everybody all horny and they never actually see…uh, meet me.”

“Well, yeah, but…”

We didn’t get much scripting done then. We had a looooong talk about her job. And I lost.

How could I lose, you ask? How could I fail to enforce morality and decency and all that stuff.

Because, towards the end she took off her clothes.

I don’t know why you’re so upset,” she said, as she unbuttoned her blouse. My eyes focused down.

“It’s not like I’m really out there fucking anybody…” she undid her bra. I was gone at that point. I gave up talking for licking my lips.

“If I was letting somebody put their penis in my vagina I could understand,” she slithered out of her pants. Or if I was actually putting my mouth around their cocks…” there went the panties. “I just want you to be more understanding.”

“I’m understanding,” I wheezed.

“You don’t look like it. You look all upset and everything, and just because I’m going to bring home money.”

“Honey, it’s not that…”

“Well, come over here and tell me what it is…”

I started to rise and she held a hand out.

“No. You’re being so unreasonable that I don’t want to.”

“What?” I squeaked.

She folded her arms, which just made her chest bounce, and looked away from me, to the side. “No. If you’re going to be this way then I’m not going to make love to you.”

“Honey, please.” I was falling forward, on my knees, and pulling my shirt apart.

She giggled. “You did it.”

“What?”

“You said, ‘puuuuleeeeze.’ Just like I do.”

“But I…but…”

“Well,” she said, getting to her feet. I was still on my knees and she looked down on me. “I’ve got a long day tomorrow. I still didn’t memorize the script. Maybe i can get up early tomorrow and…” she continued on with her thoughts.

She had to memorize the script? All she had to do was whisper obscenities, and what did it matter what order she whispered it in?

“…so let’s go to bed. I’m not going to make love, I’m a little tired, but we can cuddle. Can’t we?”

“We…what…I…”

She patted my cheek and led the way to the bedroom.

I followed, dumbstruck, my cock hurting in my pants.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. Of course not, I was too horny. So I got up at about two in the morning and went to the computer. I fired it up and searched for Misty.

Nothing. Of course not. Nobody would know who Misty Johnson was. I chuckled at my silliness. Nobody knew who she was and nobody would see her and that was that.

I gave a big sigh of relief.

Then I decided to find out more about this ASMR thing.

I checked it out on the net. Soft, whispering sounds, like rain, or leaves falling, or something. Huh. No big deal. Relieved stress, relaxed people. Okay.

I sat and mused. No big deal.

Still, they were asking her to do it naked.

I expanded my search to include ASMR and sex.

Bingo: ‘The feeling isn't usually sexual. Although some people are triggered by videos that appear sexual…’

So that’s why they wanted her to wear no clothes. Not the whispering, but the naked flesh. That’s what they were looking for…visual stimulation.

And I knew that Misty was about as visually stimulating as they got.

Still, nobody know. So what if a few freaks got a look at my wife’s boobs. There are worse things…I meandered my thoughts along, and absently put in ASMR in the youtube search engine. Might just as well see what this crap looks like…MISTY JOHNSON!

Fuck! The very first listing in the ASMR category was my wife!

But her tits were blurred out.

Good, no tits allowed. Good…oh, you have to sign up for the adult channel.

I clicked the box that certified I was an adult.

My eyes bulged and my cock went SPROING!

Misty Johnson, my wife, stared out from the big computer screen, took up the big computer screen In fact you couldn’t see the computer screen, all you could see was her!

Her face was gorgeous, with red, red lipstick and shadowy eyes, her breasts filled the lower portion of the screen. Her nipples were obviously rigid. And she spoke:

“Puuuuleeeeze suuuuck myyyy puuuuusssssyyyy. Puuuuleeeeze fuuuuck meeeee! IIIII neeeed yoooour coooock innnn myyyy vaaaaagiiiinaaaaa!”

I stared, helpless, and…instantly enraptured.

Well, of course I was. I hadn’t cum for a few days, and she had gotten off on my dick and left me high and dry, and…and here she was. Talking dirty to me, and…and she just pulled her nipple! And fondled her chest! What the…oh, my God!

But my hand was in my groin, stroking.

And she was whispering, sometimes I couldn’t tell what she was saying, but her lips were moving, and it was like I was getting the world’s biggest blow job, and even though I am a slow cummer, I was  getting close. I was starting to feel it. I could feel the switch in my balls click to the on position and sperm started roiling around down there, and it was actually starting to shoot up my shaft. I was going to…I was going to…

“JOSHUA!”

Oh, fuck! I stuffed my rock hard cock, dripping and starting to drool, back into…into what? I was naked! And Misty was standing at the door, her arms folded across her beautiful chest, an angry look in her eyes.

“Josh,” she strode into the room. “You know how I feel about you playing with yourself!” She actually leaned down and slapped my hand, which was on my dick, so it was like she was slapping me on the dick.

I cringed, at the pain and the humiliation.

She grabbed my ear and literally lifted me out of the chair. I took my hands away from my cock and it bounced up, red and ready to shoot.

“Look at you! Just like a bad, little boy! Can’t keep your hands off yourself!”

“But…but…honey!”

“But nothing! You come back to bed this instant.”

“But…but it was you? I was doing it to you! I found your channel! I was…it was like I was making love to you!”

“Oh! You are making me angrier and angrier! To think you are doing that filthy thing to…to me!”

“Wait a minute! Wait!”

I managed to loosen her grip on my ear and I stopped. She whirled around and face me, and her boobs went back and forth.

“What’s the difference between me jacking off to you…and everybody on the internet jacking off to you?”

She had an answer, of course. “I don’t know that anybody is masturbating to me. But I do know that you are masturbating, and it is a vile and evil thing sexual relations should be between a man and a woman not a man and his hand it’s like you’re cheating on me and…”

She went on and on. There was no end to her anger.

I finally managed to insert, “But I wanted to make love to you…but…you wouldn’t…”

“I wouldn’t because you are too slow. You’re not a premature ejaculator…you’re a postponed ejaculator! Maybe if you’d spend a little more time appreciating your wife then maybe…”and she was off again.

Feeling hang dog, I stood there and listened, and, finally, when she ran down, she grabbed my dick and pulled.

“Now get in that bed and don’t move until you wake up!”

She pulled me into bed then climbed in after me. She spooned me, put her arms around me, one hand still gripping my aching, throbbing cock.

“Now I’m not going to let go until you wake up. So go to sleep.”

I lay there, feeling her large breasts pressing against me, her hand holding my cock. And I was supposed to sleep? Hell! A dead man couldn’t sleep if she was wrapped up against him like this. And I certainly wasn’t dead!

Morning, and I yawned and felt like crap. I needed more hours of sleep. And I needed to get off. My dick was still hard. And her hand, though not closed, was resting on it.

Her hand. I was close. Maybe…maybe…I tilted my hips slightly.

Oh, fuck! Her hand closed! And it felt so fucking good! It felt like a vagina! I tilted my hips again and again, slowly pushing my cock into the circlet of her fingers, felt the warm flesh of her palm against my bulging veins.

“Good morning.”

I froze.

She yawned and stretched, then hugged me again, and her hand ran into my iron cock. She giggled.

“Oh, that’s nice. You wake up like this and I know you love me.”

She began to stroke me, and pinch my nipples, and I groaned. I was going to get off…I was close…almost…almost…and…

RING RING!

The phone! At this time of the morning! Who the fuck…

The only thing Misty loves better than shopping is talking on the phone. She leaped over me and grabbed for her cell.

“Hello?” Was it my imagination? Or was she trying to sound a little…whispery? A little sexy, drawing her vowels out and…

“Oh, sure. I’ll be there in a half hour. Bye!” She put her phone down.

“What?”

“That was the company. They need me for a photo shoot.”

“This early in the morning?”

“Apparently my channel is taking off and they want to do some publicity photos. Isn’t that great?”

“Uh…can we, uh…finish?”

“Oh, honey! I’m sorry, but I’ve got to go! I don’t want to be late for fame and fortune, right?”

And, a few minutes later, as she went out the door, “You can watch my channel today, but remember…no yankie yankie!”

Oh, crap in a toaster. I NEEDED to whack off!

I went to work, and it hurt all day long, and I kept trying to focus on work, but it was hard! Hard working. Because of my hard. You get it.

But it was Friday, so I took off a little early and went home to watch Misty’s channel.

I sat down and powered up the computer and tuned into the youtube channel. Misty’s channel. And there she was.

Oh, fuck.

She was so beautiful, and her tits were so big, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her lips, her red lips, whispering into the camera.

“Fuuuuck….IIII neeeeed yooooouuu! Myyyyy tiiits arrrre hoooot!”

They did a close up of her lips and I leaned up tot he screen. I stared at those lips that i knew so well. I stared at the redness, of the plumpness. I imagined kissing them, licking them, plastering my own lips against them. My dick was like a rod in my pants and I unconsciously divested myself of them. I sat there, naked from the waist down and lusted after my wife. I needed her. I wanted her. My ball sack felt full and tight. My balls were full of unexpended semen, and I needed to expend.

I found myself stroking. Stroking. God, she was beautiful. I wanted to hold her, feel those beautiful breasts. I wanted to…and I was getting close…my cock was rigid, hard, little bits of pre-cum flicked off the tip. I was almost there. I licked my own lips and gasped for breath and I was almost…almost…

“JOSHUA!”

Fuck! I jerked back and let go, and one, single drop of semen came to the slit and hung there.

She was home, Misty was home, and I almost sobbed.

She grabbed the back of my swivel chair and turned me around. My culprit dick stuck out, and she gasped and pointed at it. “What do you call that?”

I looked down at the single drop of sperm hanging, elongating, ready to drop. “A start?” My voice was choked up.

“You bad boy!” She slapped my dick. I yelped and it bounced up and down and the little drop of semen flew off. It didn’t fly downwards, though, it flew upwards, and back, and hit me right in the mouth.

“Gah!” I blurted.

Misty stepped back in shock. “And you’re eating it! You’re eating your own…your own…”

“No!” I was starting to panic and I wiped my mouth off. “It just flew up and hit me! I don’t do that!”

She took another step back, was outside the room. Her eyes were wide. “You really are a pervert.”

“Honey! I’m not!”

But she turned and fled down the hallway. I followed her, and was just close enough to hear the bedroom lock click.

“Misty?” I tapped on the door.

“Go away!” I heard her crying. “Just go away and…and jack off!”

Fuck. Now I couldn’t jack off. I was in trouble for jacking off. No way I was going to get in more trouble.

I finally left the bedroom door. I got out some blankets and prepared for a long night on the couch. At least she wouldn’t be pressing her glorious body against me. (Sob!)

I settled in to watch some TV. I wanted to watch Misty’s channel, I was feeling really horny after that, but I was afraid to. I was afraid I’d lose control and masturbate.

It was about nine o’clock when I finally heard the bedroom door open. I sat up and watched the hallway, and she came out of the hallway and entered the room.

She was naked—oh God!—and she came around the couch, grabbed the clicker and turned the TV off and sat down on the other side of the coffee table. Her eyes looked red, and her mascara had run. I had made her cry.

“Honey,” I began. “I am—“

She held up a hand to stop me.

I stopped, but it was difficult looking at her in the eyes. She was naked. I think I mentioned that. But I was getting frazzled and unable to think.

“Joshua, we’ve got a problem.”

“Yes, I know. I—“

“Please let me finish speaking.”

I closed my mouth and listened. Sometimes this was good. She would talk for a while, get over her upset, and then we would have wonderful make up sex.

I wasn’t prepared for what she was about to tell me, however.

“Joshua. You are a masturbator. And…I saw you with semen on your lips.”

I started to protest but she held up her hand again. Which made her boobs bounce, and that certainly shut me up.

“Obviously I can’t be married to a masturbator. I’ve got standards. I’m a public figure with a large following. I’ve got murals.”

I started to tell her the word was morals, but stopped myself in time.

“I talked to the company, to my bosses, and they offered me a solution. I think the solution will work.”

“Of course. Sure.”

She frowned, I shut, and she continued.

“First, we need to do something about your penis. It is entirely out of control. All you want to do is play with it. That has to stop…”

“Of course. I promise—“

“…with a chastity belt.”

My jaw dropped. My eyes blinked. My heart went ‘what the fuck?’

“With a chastity belt we can stop you from abusing yourself, and you will be able to watch all the programming of me you want. In fact, my bosses have said you should watch all my programming. It is the best way for you to get over your preversions,” I didn’t correct her, “and they’ve even agreed to do special programming just for you.”

“What?”

“They are preparing scripts for me to read that will address your problems specifically.

“Isn’t that wonderful, Joshua? Isn’t that kind of them? They will create programming that will specifically help people who have the jacking off problem, starting with you!”

“I…I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to know what to say. You simply agree, or we will not stay married.”

I think, at that point, my mind broke into a thousand pieces, and the thousand pieces all got lost in some terrible hurricanic wind.

I loved my wife.

I was horny.

I needed my wife.

I was horny.

If I wanted my wife I had to wear this…this chastity thing.

But I was horny.

So, what can I say, I had no choice but to agree.


PART TWO

I was able to spend the night in the bedroom, which was a mixed blessing. On one hand I was forgiven, sort of, but on the other hand she had her arm around me and held my weenie.

I don’t think I slept at all.

But Misty slept wonderfully. She even made sucking sounds, like she was chomping on my dick.

She awoke at 6 in the morning. Fresh and rested and ready for her youtube show.

I had big bags under my eyes.

She got up and fixed a big breakfast. Of mush and orange juice. Gah.

I had a couple of spoons of the glop, then got ready for work. Tying my shoes I was thinking about stopping off for a bag of donuts on the way to work, when…

DING DONG!

6:30 in the AM? Who the fuck could that be.

I opened the door, one shoe off and one shoe on. My fly down. “Yeah?”

“Special overnight delivery. Sign here.”

Blinking, hardly awake, my eyes not awake enough to even read the return address, I signed, then brought the small box into the house.

“Who is it, hon?”

“I don’t know?” I started opening the box and Misty entered the room.

Inside the box was another box, and inside that box was a black, velvet bag. And inside the black velvet bag were…I poured the contents out on the coffee table.

A banana shaped piece of plastic, several rings. A lock. “What the hell—“

“It’s your chastity belt!”

“That’s not a belt.”

“It’s a tube. Wasn’t that nice of my bosses to overnight us a chastity tube?”

“I…” I thought they were king-sized assholes, but what could I say? “I think…yeah. It was nice of them.”

“Take your pants down.”

I did, and my boner was right there, saluting Misty like a private salutes a general.

“So much for that,” I tried to hide my glee.

Misty frowned, then went into the kitchen. She came back with two bags of frozen peas. She placed the bags on each side of my penis and held them there.

“Ow! What the fuck!”

“Language, Joshua. Now take these and hold them. I’m not going to work until you have the chastity tube on. And you don’t want to make me late.”

I sat there, almost crying, as the peas froze my pecker. Slowly my boner shrunk, then shriveled, and shortly I had one of those little dingers that you get after swimming in cold water all day. Shriveled like a raisin.

“Excellent,” crowed Misty. She picked up the tube and fit it over my cock. It slid on easy, lots of room. Then she put a ring around my package. A couple of tries and she had the right size. Meanwhile, my cock was starting to grow.

She fit the ring and the tube together, inserted the lock and snapped it shut, and, voila, I was rendered incapable.

In capable of fucking. In capable of jacking off. And, truth be known, incapable of even getting a hard on.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, as my cock filled the tube. Soon it was pressing almost painfully against the sides of the thing.

“Ooh, look how it’s trying to squeeze through the little air slits. It looks all angry.”

“Wouldn’t you be angry if somebody tried to stuff you in a cigar box?”

She giggled. “You silly, that doesn’t look anything like a cigar box. Besides, that tube is smaller than a cigar box.”

“You’re telling me,” I scrunched over and held myself and willed the pain to go away.

“Now then, you go to work, and make sure you come home early enough to watch my show. Remember, it is aimed at preverts who masturbate too much.

“I can’t jack off at all in this,” I whimpered.

She smiled. “That’s the point. Now, I’ll see you tonight, don’t wait up I might be late, and make sure you don’t abuse your little peeny.”

She walked out the door and I was left all alone. To whimper and cry. To feel my cock trying to grow big, getting hornier for trying to grow big, and then trying even harder to grow big.

Sadly, I went to work.

Work was half disaster, and half…something else.

The something else was that I threw myself into my work, tried to force myself to forget about my ever struggling cock.

The not something else, was that mid morning Bill Saunders came up to me and glanced down and whispered. “Looks like you’re springing a leak.”

I looked down at my pants. Sure enough, I was leaking. I was so horny the pre-cum was oozing out and soaking through my pants.

Now came one of the most embarrassing moments of my life.

I snuck into the ladies’ room and stole a tampon. I wanted a kotex, but they only had a stack of free tampons.

I then went into the mens’ room, and into a stall, and pulled the tampon apart, and stuffed it into my underpants.

It worked, the spread out tampon soaked up my juices, but…it felt weird.

Needless to say I spent the rest of the day hunkered down at my desk, my pants out of sight, and focused on work. And there’s the good side again, I got a LOT of work done.

I was leaving when Chuck Evers called me into his office.

I sat down, put one leg over the other, realized that showed a bit of a wet spot, so I sat straight and took off my jacket and put it on my lap.

Chuck watched me for a moment, seemed a little confused by my goings on.

“What you need, Chuck?”

He focused on me, took the puzzlement off his face. “Oh, I just wanted to compliment you on your production, you’re working really hard, but I noticed you’re taking off a bit early. Any problems at home?”

Problems? Oh, fuck yes there were problems. My wife is on a sex channel and I’m wearing a chastity tube and I haven’t had a cum in…in…I didn’t know how long.

“No…no. I just…” I dwindled out.

“You’re sure, because if there’s anything we can do…”

“Well, I am sort of scrunched about something, would it be possible for me to do some of my work from home?” I had to get out of here. I felt like my pants were probably soaked through by now.

“Well, sure. We can try that. Company actually has a whole program designed for that. The Covid thing, you know.”

“Oh, great.”

“Tell you what, you have a good week end, relax, and I’ll give you a call Sunday night and let you know.”

“Oh, that would be great,” my relief was evident.

“Excellent. Anything else we can do?”

“I think that’s it, it sure would be a big help. Thanks.”

“No guarantees yet, but…” he shrugged with a grin.

I got out of the car and looked down at the car seat. It was wet. I had actually dripped so much that I was leaving damp spots wherever I sat. NowI knew how women felt when they had their periods.

I walked into the house, changed clothes, and looked down at my prisoner. Mr. Happy squirmed within its cage. He was sort of multi-colored. Purple for the most part, but white where he was trying to sneak out the little openings on the sides of the cage.

And my balls hurt. Not bad, sort of like they had been kicked, but only by a midget. I could walk straight up, but I felt like I wanted to bend over and hold my balls all the time.

I went into the computer room and called up Misty’s program, and my eyes bulged.

Yesterday she had had a few thousand followers for her channel. Now she had…A FEW HUNDRED THOUSAND!

Fuck! The world was tuning in to see my wife’s body, to see her whisper obscenities and show off her boobs. But what could I do? I tuned in the program itself.

There was my wife, and she was in a new realm of excitement. She was talking into the camera, but her eyes gleamed with…with sexuality, almost like she was going to orgasm.

And her lips, so many close ups of them opening and closing, and looking like they were sucking on a dick, just from the simple act of talking.

And her tits were actually pink! They were glowing.

I watched, helplessly enraptured, as she said, “Fuuuck myyyy juuuuuicy hooooole. Eeeeeat meeee oooout! Stiiiick yoooour tooonguuue iiiintoooo meeee.”

Suddenly I felt like the hairs at the back of my head were standing up. It felt weird, but powerful, and…and good. It was a nice sensation, and I felt my dick trying to erect even harder.

Oh, shit! This was supposed to be a program about not masturbating? It was making it harder and harder and…and if I didn’t have the stupid cock cage on I knew I would be pounding my pud frantically.

I watched her beautiful lips kiss more words at me.

“Jaaaack ooooff. Preeeeteeeend yooour haaand iiiis myyy puuuussyyy! Preeeeteeeend IIIII aaaaaam suuuuckiiiiing yooou.

The feeling at the base of my scalp grew worse. I felt a delightful shiver shoot up into my skull, making my head feel light and airy and filled with glowy good feelings.

“IIIII waaant tooo loooove yoooou wiiith theeeese tiiitss.” She cupped her breasts and held them up to the camera. “Suuuuck theeem. Leeeet meeee fuuuuck yooou wiiith theeem.”

The feeling of shivers crept down my spine and I suddenly felt like my back was expanding.

I found myself sitting, helpless, and I felt a big splotch of water splatter on my caged cock.

I looked down, I was drooling. I was actually slack jawed, I had lost control of myself, and I was drooling like a baby that didn’t know what its mouth was for.

Misty’s lips moved, her breasts were on fire, her words went into my ears and caused a great soothing to enter my brain.

DON’T JACK OFF! The words appeared inside my cranium, flashed there as if made of neon. I should masturbate. I shouldn’t…and my cock was so hard, struggling to be heard…and I had the feeling that my cock was screaming out that it didn’t want to be masturbated.

What? But my cock always wanted to be masturbated!

“No, I don’t,” a voice said.

I blinked and looked up. I was no longer sitting in front of my computer. I was in a small, grey room. It looked like one of those interrogation rooms you see on cop shows. I was sitting at a table, my hands inside big chastity tubes, and the tubes fastened together by a length of chain at the tips. The chain went under a ring in the center of the table. I shook my arms, but the chain just rattled.

“Don’t bother,” somebody was speaking to me. I squinted my eyes. Who.  was…who was…and I saw, on the far side of the table, sitting in a chair, my cock.

I know it was my penis. I recognized the shape of it. Hell, I had stroked it so often that I should recognize it.

“What…who…”

“I am your penis, Joshua…” the skull bent towards me and the slit turned into a mouth. A mouth with red, red lipstick. Lipstick the color of Misty’s. And the lips looked like Misty’s. It had two eyes, and the eyes looked like Misty’s. “You’ve been a bad boy, Joshua. You’ve been abusing yourself. You’ve been abusing me.”

“What? No! I…you…”

I was looking around frantically. this had to be a dream, a nightmare!

“Don’t struggle Joshua, or I will make you cum.”

The big penis sitting opposite me  had a hand, and in the hand was a remote. The finger pressed the remote and I shivered and had an orgasm.

“Oh…oh…!” I looked down, semen was oozing out of the end of my cock cage. Just drooling out, never ending. “What is happening?” I sobbed.

“You’ve been bad, Joshua, and if you don’t stop cuming I will go away. Your penis will go away, and there will be nothing left down there.”

“This is crazy…this is insane…I can’t…”

My dick pressed the button on the remote again.

I felt a fresh batch of goo slither out of the end of my cock. I looked down. It was a massive amount, and it ran down my legs and pooled on the floor.

“Stop cumming, Joshua. Stop being bad.”

I was sobbing, and my hips were jerking, and the semen wouldn’t stop pouring from my dick.

“If you don’t stop I will go away. No more me. You will be left with nothing.”

Again with the button, and more and more semen emitted from my caged cock. The floor was awash with my spunk. The floor was a shiny pool of white sperm.

“Stop, Joshua…stop…”

I kept crying, and she kept pressing the button…

“Joshua.” My shoulder was shaking. “Joshua, wake up.”

My eyes opened and I stared around wildly. The computer was off. No more Misty whispering her kisses at me. Telling me to stop masturbating…telling me I was going to lose my penis.

I turned, and there she was. In the flesh. I sobbed and grabbed for her. I put my arms around her waist and sobbed like a little baby.

“There, there…” she stroked my hair and held my face against her boobs. “You’ve been bad, but it’s over. It’s over now, Joshua.”

I couldn’t stop crying, and I held her. She let me, for a while, then she pried my arms loose. “Hush now, Joshua. Go fix dinner.”

She left the room and I quickly followed her, my arms out, wanting her touch to reassure me. Oddly, my cock didn’t hurt. I didn’t even look down at it. But I was aware, in a vague, back of the mind way, that it wasn’t struggling anymore.

She turned around and face me. She pointed towards the kitchen. “Dinner. Now. Then you must clean the dishes and do the laundry. This house is a mess, and you can make up for being bad by cleaning it. Now, go.”

Refused her touch, I found myself following her orders. I went into the kitchen and began fixing dinner. I chopped vegetables and mashed potatoes. I put on a couple of lamb chops.

As I worked I looked at myself in the reflection in the window.

My hair was long, longer than it had been, and it hung half way down my face. I brushed it out of the way and continued preparing dinner.

And my face was softer. And my eyes were somehow doe-like, innocent.

I blinked, and perceived my body…my body…I lifted my tee shirt. I had little mounds on my chest, over the pectorals. And my nipples, they were bigger, and they were erect.

What was happening? But I automatically knew what was happening to me.

That dream…my penis talking to me…it…it was doing something to me. Something physical.

“Joshua, you have to control yourself.”

Misty was standing int he doorway. She had showered and changed into a sexy dress. Funny, I wanted to see her naked, like on her youtube channel, but…but…

“Can you take off your clothes?”

“No, you silly.” Then the strangest thing happened, she was standing there, arms folded, watching me, but it was like there was another one of her, bigger, behind her, over imposing on reality. And this bigger one said, “If you don’t stop having those bad thoughts your penis is going to fall off.”

I shook my head and the other Misty disappeared.

“What is it, Joshua.”

“I…I…”

“You can talk. Tell me what is wrong.”

“I saw two of you…and the other one told me my penis was going to fall off.”

“Well, it will, silly Joshua, if you don’t stop having those silly thoughts.”

“What silly thoughts…” I was so confused…nothing made sense.

“Finish preparing dinner and I’ll tell you. I’ll be waiting to be served in the dining room.”

I blinked, the dining room. I had to prepare a setting for her.

While the food cooked I took plate and cutlery out to the dining area. I poured a glass of water with a lemon wedge on the lip and took it out to her.

“Thank you, Joshua.” She looked so gorgeous sitting there, at the head of the table, rolling her red, red lipstick on to her most perfect and plump lips.

I served dinner, and stood by the side and waited to make sure everything was perfect.

“This is delicious, Joshua. Thank you.”

I glowed inside. I had never felt so happy.

She ate, finished, sighed and pushed her chair back. “Sit down, Joshua, it’s time we had a talk.”

Grateful, and feeling so proud to be allowed to sit in her presence, I took the chair she had indicated.

She sighed again, and watched me. “Joshua, Joshua, Joshua.” Each word was like a benediction, and made me want to please her more and more.

“I should tell you about my new company.”

I adored her.

“ASMR is designed to change men. These are implant programs, but they work on a physical level. You will have noticed that you are physically changing. And there are other programs which are designed to change women. That first day they had me watch a program, and I started waking up.

“I had been living a life to please men. The clothes I wore, the way I acted, it was all for men. I fixed you dinner and did the laundry, and it was all for you. Nothing for me.

“And while I slept in servitude the world went to hell. In a hand basket. Literally.”

God, did I love her.

“So I watched a special ASMR for women and I awoke to who I was, what my true potential was. I was no longer the air-headed, big-titted bimbo living just to wait on my shallow husband, to suck his cock and lay down so he could cum in my pussy.

“And I found that I was not just a woman, but a special woman. I had talents which could be utilized to help change the world, to rid it of male enslavement, to right civilization, to resurrect a women ruled world, as it should be.

“The good news, I know that, you are happy to find yourself part of this new world order. You are loving the certainty of knowing your place.

“You like to serve women, you like it so much that you are becoming a woman. It’s all in the ASMR implantation. You will change. You will grow large breasts and begin to color your lips. Your penis will disappear and you will live to serve me. You will make my life easier as I make the lives of the men and women of the world easier.”

I wished she would let me slide out of this chair, crawl to her and suck her beautiful, red toes.

“Now then, Joshua…there will be many changes in the coming days, but all you have to do is keep watching the ASMR. Receive my message, and you will be happy. Is that understood?”

I wanted to kiss her red toes, and stroke my dick until I squirted all over them.

“Is that understood?”

Oh, with a shock I realized I was supposed to respond.

“Yes.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled, and I about swooned.

“Then you may cum.”

She snapped her fingers and I fell on my side, right out of the chair and onto the floor, and cum started pouring out of my little penis. I didn’t have an orgasm, but i did release a large amount of spunk.

I stared in surprise at my penis. It was now so little it didn’t really fill the cage. And my breasts. They were small, but they hung sideways on my chest, and I knew they were growing. And I felt so happy.

I looked up and Misty was still smiling down on me. She patted my long hair and said, “You won’t need that chastity tube for long, but you will enjoy it. And it is necessary that you lose the ability to jerk off…the implantation program will work better if we control your juices.”

I smiled, I loved the feeling of being deprived! But…but…”I’m cumming…but I’m not…there’s no feeling…no orgasm.”

She shook her head, “Joshua, Joshua. Don’t you understand? Those days are over. You will have an orgasm, eventually, but not until we tell you to. You may go now.”

I struggled to a kneeling position and started to stand up.

“Like that. Leave like that.”

I knew what she meant. I might be allowed to walk upright later, but right now, in this moment of servitude being enforced, I was required to crawl. Like a dog. Like a pet. Like a person who, if they didn’t serve well, might well end up in the back yard, in a doghouse, chained to a pole and allowed only to bark at intruders.

A MONTH LATER…

I scurried through the house checking myself.

My nails were done, long and red and quite perfectly polished.

My make up was done to perfection, and my long, lush hair was coiffed in the French style. Only a few wisps allowed to dangle about the ears.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the hall mirror.

My breasts were large and jutting, perfectly presented by my maid uniform. The maid uniform was tight about my waist, and the top was a  thin, puffy blouse. My boobs jutted forth most deliciously.

The neatest thing, however, was my high heels. My heels were tall,  my red toes peeking out the end, and my freshly shaved calves were curvy and woman powerful.

It had been such a hard month, not because I struggled against the changes, but because I tried to hard to keep up with the changes.

I was a woman now. My vagina had finished forming, my dick was no more, and I lived to serve.

“Josie!” Misty called.

“Yes, ma’am,” I hurried down the hall, my high heels clicking on the wood floor that I had lavished so much attention on.

I had lavished attention on everything. The grass was cut so that all blades were a scant half inch. It looked more like a carpet than a lawn out there.

The floors were washed and polished to a glossy shine.

The windows were sparkling clean. The drapes had been brushed, the furniture polished, and…and everything was perfect.

“Yes, ma’am,” I stepped into the living room and stood at attention.

“Is everything prepared?”

“Yes, ma’am. The kitchen has been cleaned. The shrubs have been trimmed, the…” I ticked off items on my fingers.

Misty listened, and I marveled at how she had changed.

She was a bit taller now, actually taller than me, and I knew this trend would continue. Her hair positively glowed with health. Her eyes possessed a sparkle that warmed the world. Certainly warmed me.

And her body, already amazing, was even more amazing. Her skin was glowing, her muscles had shifted and she was totally statuesque. Really an amazing example of womanhood.

And there was not even the slightest hint of the air-head she had once been. Not in looks, nor in speech, nor in action.

“Excellent,” she said, when I was finished with recounting the tasks I had completed. “Remember, best behavior. My visitors are very important, and I wish to make a good impression.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

KNOCK KNOCK.

She motioned with her head and I ran for the door. Through the living room window I caught a glimpse of the large, black truck parked in front of the house. A bevy of security vehicles surrounded it. Out of the security vehicles poured a veritable army of women.

Tall women in strict uniforms. Tall women with large breasts, long hair tied back, body armor that couldn’t conceal their robust charms.

I opened the door and four of the women entered. Glanced at me, and one frisked me, which gave me quite a thrill, then they spread out through the house, and more women entered.

I stood to one side and watched the women sitting in the garden. We had a large backyard, and a suitable house, so we had been chosen for this meeting.

Among the women sitting was my wife, looking so incredibly beautiful Surrounding her were more women like her. Leaders of industry, celebrities, all stunningly beautiful.

At points around the yard the ladies of the security detail held their posts, watching over everything.

Suddenly there was a stir, a few heads turned, and excitement ratcheted up.

“She’s coming!”

“She’s here!”

Oddly, I didn’t know who was coming. Just that she was a very important person. I had been working too hard to even think about who our illustrious visitor would be.

Four security guards entered through the side yard, took places, and then she walked into the backyard.

She was eight feet tall. Maybe taller, and a more gorgeous specimen of womanhood I had never seen.

She must have weighed 400 pounds, but she was perfectly formed. A 6 foot woman might be 36 by 24 by 36. She was at least 48 by 36 by 48.

Her face was large, her lips huge, but merely perfectly shaped and appropriate for her size.

Her hair was long, golden, almost glowing with health and goodness.

Most amazing of all, however, was her presence, her ambience. She exuded a glow that touched all, elevated all. Just to be around her was to feel her uniqueness, her goodness.

I found that my legs were trembling and my hands were shaking. I felt her goodness reach out and touch my heart. I would have collapsed, except…she wouldn’t let me. Her presence required that I stay and remain aware. Fully aware. More aware than I had ever been.

There were a few handclaps, soft things, but more mutterings, soft whispers of appreciation.

The giant woman walked past the gathered women and stood in front of them. She needed no dais as she was head and shoulders taller than all.

She smiled, and I felt, as no doubt every woman in the backyard felt, that the smile was directed solely at me.

“Good afternoon,” her voice was a pleasing symphony of nuances and  bells.

“I am Silithia, and I welcome you all to our new world.

“You have already experienced the world that is coming, and our progress will be magnificent in the coming months.

“Men are being transformed, and worthy men, the true Alphas, are being herded for service.”

There was a quick murmur, and Silithia smiled.

“I know, it is so discouraging to have to make love to a beta man, but we will shortly have large dicked men at your service.

“Now then, the purpose of this meeting is to acquaint you with certain factors that will aid in the transition of the world. ASMR is only one of our magnificent programs, and…

She went on and on, and her words were a blessing. She explained about herself, and how we should respond to the coming changes. I began to understand that I wasn’t just a beta, but was even above an Alpha. I was being allowed to transform into the highest form of life…a woman.

A world where everybody knew their place, and were content with it.

Beta men to serve in the fields and factories. Alpha men to provide the real needs of love and sexuality. And people like me, allowed to ascend to womanhood.

Eventually I would be a real woman, and I might even be allowed access to the path that Silithia was laying out, to become a giantess, like her.

It was an amazing future, and I couldn’t wait for it. I couldn’t…Silithia stopped talking. The meeting was over and she was taking the time to do a meet and greet.

I moved to accommodate the flow of the crowd, to serve drinks and treats.

Silithia didn’t move much, at first. She was the center and the crowd crushed in on her. I was aware of her security forces taking a powerful stand, protecting her at all costs.

I kept returning to the kitchen for tray after tray of champagne. I stepped out of the kitchen at one point and froze.

Silithia was standing right in front of me, her back to me, and I started to back up…except I was frozen by her goodness.

She turned and smiled down on me. “And here we have a fine example of a New Woman.” Everybody was silent as she touched me with her presence. “Tell me, dear, how do you like being a woman.”

I began to cry, deep sobs of gratitude.

Silithia nodded. She reached out and touched me in the center of my chest with one finger.

“You have worked so hard, you deserve your first female orgasm.”

A burst of white hot heat through my chest, expanding outward, flowing through my limbs. I didn’t have a dick anymore, but I did have female plumbing, and it began to convulse. My pelvis shimmied and quaked, my knees gave way and I collapsed. I lay on the ground, a puddle of an earthquake of orgasm. I couldn’t move, I could just gasp as the massive sensation had its way with me.

“And that is how we treat the New Woman,” Silithia chuckled and stepped over me.

Other woman passed over me, around me, and I lay on the ground, helpless in the throes of the ultimate sexual experience. I hadn’t just had an orgasm…I WAS an orgasm.

Time passed, and I slowly came to myself. Dazed, I sat up and leaned against the wall.

Silithia was gone, along with her security guards and all the women. The backyard was empty.

Misty was sitting in a nearby chair, watching me.

“Oh…” I said.

She grinned.

“How was it?”

“I never…I never…”

“Well good. You did a good job, and you should be rewarded. And now you know your true place in the New World Order.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I struggled to stand up.

Misty stood up and came to me, helped me stand on my own two feet. “Who knows,” she mused. “They might even allot you time with one of the Alpha men.”

Slowly, I stopped shaking.

“Would you like that?”

“Oh, yes ma’am.”

“Good. And you may address me as Misty. You’ve changed, and while you are still in servitude, you have earned the right to address another woman by name.”

“Yes, ma’am. Misty.”

She patted my cheek, “Now clean up this mess.”

She turned and walked away, and I stared at her form, her curves, her large breasts and round hips. And I could feel her goodness emanating, touching all reality with the unique wonderful essence that is the spirit of an enlightened and transformed woman.

I was lucky. Once I had been a man. A sniveling, creepy perversion of masturbation and self satisfaction. Now I had a chance to be a woman, a real woman, and all that that entailed.

The world would now be a better place.

I turned to the backyard and began cleaning up.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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