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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Ah, the Great Hunt.

Usually it is men hunting for women. The whole date and courtship and ownership thing.

Except, what if women don’t want to be owned? What if they wanted to be the owners?

Now the Great Hunt takes on a different flavor.

Men pursued, and changed into what women want.

Isn’t that the way life should really be?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


We Feminized a Hunter!

He was big and strong,

but we made him a Bambi!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hold it right there!”

Leo froze.

“Put the deer down.”

Leo slowly bent at the knees, he placed the deer on the earth and slowly straightened up. He could see the rifle barrels following him.

“What is this?” He turned his head and squinted his eyes trying to see who was behind the barrel.

“Shut up.”

Uh oh. The second voice came from behind him. More than one, What the heck did they want?

Leo was wearing camo clothing and expensive waffle stompers.

“Remove your rifle with your left hand and place it on the ground.”

He couldn’t see who it was, he could only see shapes, but they were in the dark and he was in the light, and he made it a practice not to argue with people with weapons.

He followed directions and gently placed his Savage 220 rifle on the earth just this side of the deer.

“Back up.”

“I have a license.”

“Down on your knees and put your hands behind your head.”

Slowly, Leo complied.

“I’ve done nothing illegal. Who are you? What authority do you represent?”

“We represent the Fluffy Creatures of America.” Now that he was complying the voices spoke softer. They were women.

He wanted to turn and see who it was, but he didn’t dare. Now that he knew what to look for, however, he could make out the shape of the person in front of him. She was wearing a bulky jacket, but he could still make out breasts, and long hair.

“What do you want?”

He felt the woman moving up behind him.

The woman in front of him said, “Don’t try a thing. One twitch the wrong way and people will be able to see right through you.”

The woman behind him clicked a handcuff over one wrist, brought his arms behind him and clicked the other cuff on his other arm. She stepped back, and the woman in front of him stepped forward.

She was a looker. Long, brunette hair, but pulled back tight with a scrunchy. Dark make up outlined her eyes, and she was wearing camo make up on her face. Her body was killer. Large breasts, flaring hips,  and she was probably about six foot. A couple of inches taller than him.

He looked down at her weapon. It was a Ruger American Go Wild. A solid rifle, but not usually used for taking people hostages.

“I’ve got a hunting license. You should check it. In the front left pocket of my jacket. Check it. Then you should let me go.”

The girl behind him moved around him. She was another knock out. Good chest, pretty face with a pert nose and plump lips. And she was also slightly taller than him.

She was holding a Browning X-Bolt Western hunter. Another solid rifle. Both guns were good for hunting, but these girls, now that he could see them in better light, didn’t look like hunters.

“He’s a bit scrawny.”

Leo blinked. “What?”

But neither girl was set up for hunting. They had binocs, canteens, rifles…but they didn’t have the look. They looked more like models. Their clothes were clean, and even fashionable.

“Check his paper.”

Leo waited while the second girl moved up and unbuttoned his top pocket. She brought out the license and examined it. “Leo Tunstall. Yep. Everything is legal.”

“Excellent. Come along Leo. It’s only a short way.”

One of them nudged him with her rifle and he struggled to his feet. She pushed him down the trail with the barrel of her rifle.

“What about the deer?”

The first girl said, “I suggest you shut up before you piss me off.”

Leo walked, careful not to trip on a root, and headed for the nearby parking lot. The ground was leaf thick and slick, and he stepped into the parking lot and looked around. Two cars. One was a Jeep with a winch. His. The other was a brown van.

“Where are your keys?”

“Front right pocket.”

A hand reached into his pocket, wiggled around and actually bumped his dick. What the fuck?

“Okay, head for the van.”

He walked across the parking lot.

One of the girls must have touched a fob because the side door slid open.

“Listen carefully, Leo. Get into the van and lay on your belly. Stay in the center and put your head towards the front. You got that?”

“Yeah.”

It was awkward not using hands, and he grunted as his belly hit.

One of the girls stepped over him, he heard a ratcheting sound, then a chain was hooked into his handcuffs.” A motor, much like his winch, whirred. Suddenly his hands lifted up and he found himself hanging just off the floor. He groaned at the pain in his shoulders.

The girl outside the van stepped in  and knelt and lifted his hair. She looked him in the face. She had dark, green eyes. Her make up was heavy. He realized that these girls must have been waiting for him. Or for somebody.

“This is against the law, to hold somebody against their will.”

“It’s against God’s law to kill innocent creatures.”

“Bambi would feed me for three months.”

She slapped him in the face.

He knew, then, that he was prisoner of anti-gunners. People who believed that wildlife was sacred and man was second place on the food chain.

“If you let me go I won’t tell anybody.”

They ignored him. The girl who had slapped him got into the front seat and started up the motor. the other girl got out and closed the side door. He heard her walking away in the direction of his Jeep.

“You like music, Leo?”

For a moment he didn’t say anything, then he realized he should let these girls know he was a human being. “Country western.”

She turned the radio on and Nathaniel Rateliff came on. He was preaching about the dangers of booze and yelling ‘Gimme a drink!’

The van started up, and before they were out of the parking lot he heard the grumble of his old Jeep.

He tried to get his knees under him, but the girl had looped a rope around his ankles and stretched them out. No way he was going to stand up. No way he was going to get loose.

They wound through the countryside, and a few minutes later they turned onto the interstate.

Leo kept trying to flex his muscles and take some of the pressure off his shoulders. Every bump in the road, however, brought a shot of agony to his muscles.

The woman drove for a couple of hours. She didn’t respond to questions, just turned the music up louder to drown out Leo’s voice.

Leo was in agony. He remembered reading about John McCaine being tortured so badly he couldn’t raise his arms Now he knew what McCaine felt like.

THey stayed on the interstate most of the time, towards the end she left the freeway. For about fifteen minutes the van swayed through a series of curves, then it turned off on what felt like a fire trial, and it got rough.

Ruts, potholes, bumps and thumps, and Leo was sure his arms were going to be ripped right out of the sockets.

Finally, the van rolled to a stop. The woman turned the van off and sat for a minute. Then a glow of another set of headlights appeared and Leo’s Jeep pulled up next to the van. The girls got out of their vehicles and talked between the van and the Jeep for a minute.

Leo groaned, he tried to work his muscles, but the slightest move was bringing him pain.

Suddenly the van door slid open and light flashed in his eyes.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Aw, poor baby.”

The ratchet sound and he laid down. his arms lowered, and even that caused massive and sharp pain.

They grabbed him and pulled him to the edge of the van, then pulled him again and he fell to the ground. Body slam. Face plant. But that was nothing to the shrieking pain in his arms.

“But think how Bambi feels, eh, Leo?” One of the women muttered as they reached behind and pulled his arms up.

He rose to his feet and had only a moment to glance around.

He was between the two vehicles. He was on earth that was wet and slick. Not mud, but damped by the early morning dew. To the right, in front of the cars, was a cabin. It was made of logs and looked sturdy. Behind the cabin was a thick forest.

He managed to glance over his shoulder. A long, rutted road through more forest. A smaller car, maybe a Subaru, but probably four wheel drive.

They pushed him past the cars and he mounted three steps to a porch. On one end of the porch was a couch, besides which was a cooler. Probably beer.

On the other end of the porch was a tangle of fishing gear.

The door was opened and he was shoved into the cabin. The lights went on and he blinked and tried to see more.

A spacious living room with what looked like a hand woven rug. It was built of a variety of colors, and maybe constructed of used clothes.

A stairway leading up to the second story. Pictures of fluffy bunnies and raccoons and such on the walls. A leather couch, well worn.

A TV. Did they have cable? Or some sort of dish? Or what?

“Sit.”

He was shoved onto the couch. His arms were still in pain, but he was starting to feel things again. He hadn’t realized how numb his hands were.

On of the women went to the right and into a nook that was actually a pretty well packed kitchen. Big fridge, modern sink, coffee pot on the counter…and everything looked modern, clean and in good shape.

“We still have that veggie burger. Want to share?”

“Sure.”

The woman came back from the kitchen with two paper plates. The plates held a half a burger each and some chips.

“What is going on?” Leo asked, as the girls sat down on chairs across from him and started eating.

“You hungry, Leo?”

He said nothing.

“Bambi’s probably still back whee we left her.”

He started to say something, but stopped.

“Go on. We’re opposed to beating people on general principles…”

“Unless they really piss us off.”

“So go ahead and ask your questions.”

Leo hesitated, but since their hands were full they likely wouldn’t mistreat him. At least until they finished eating.

“Why did you kidnap me?”

The one on the right, the brunette who had first accosted him, said, “Crimes against the planet.”

“Killing a deer? I’m sorry, but I really do hunt for meat. That deer would provide food for several months.”

“You could grow vegetables.”

“Man needs protein, and fat. It’s necessary.”

The girls glanced at each other. They had tired expressions on their faces, as if they had heard these arguments before.

“Do you have names?”

The brunette said, “I’m Misty, and this is Foofoo.”

Obviously fake names, but, what the hell, it was a start. Leo had read extensively, and he had an interest in law enforcement and war, and he was familiar with the Stockholm Syndrome. People who are kidnapped will eventually empathize with their captors. But along with that was the theory that if you made your captors recognize you as a human being, if you made them empathize with you, then you stood a better chance of survival.

“Well, Misty and Foofoo. Can’t say as how I’m glad to meet you. This isn’t my idea of dinner and a movie.”

“He’s a smart ass.”

“He’s trying to schmooze us.”

“He’s pretty good, too. No panic visible.”

They spoke quickly, intelligent people.

“Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?”

“Crimes against the planet.”

“I’m guessing this is because I shot a deer.”

Foofoo gave a quick nod of her head as she scooped up chips. The sandwiches were pretty near gone and Leo’s belly hurt. He hadn’t eaten anything but a sandwich at noon the day previous.

“Does it matter that I have a legal license? That I’m shooting for sustenance?”

“Nope,” said Misty.

There wasn’t much to say to that. These girls were obviously but cases.  He actually wanted to talk a. bit more, try to get them on his side, but he doubted he could do that. They were true believers. It spurted out of him: “What are you going to do to me?”

The girls smiled, looked at each other, then back to him.

“We’re going to hunt you.” And they began chuckling.

In spite of the fact that this idea, them hunting him, was in the back of his mind, Leo was shocked.

He liked movies where people hunted people.

He had a copy of ‘The Most Dangerous Game,’ a flick starring William Holden, and probably the first movie to depict a psychotic big game hunter hunting humans on an island.

He loved versions of ‘The Island of Dr. Moreau,’ and he had a bootleg of ‘Shoot,’ the incredible Ernst Borgnine vehicle in which two groups of hunters go to war.

But that was all fantasy! He had no real desire to hunt, and especially not to be hunted.

“You’re going to kill me.”

“You might think so, but you might end up thinking death is fun.”

The girls giggled.

“I’m assuming you girls get the guns, but what do I get?”

Misty bit her lip to keep from laughing. “You get your dick.”

He blinked.

Foofoo smirked. “You ever want to shoot anything with your dick?”

He shook his head. He had thought things were resolving, that he understood what was happening, but there was something here that was beyond his understanding.

The girls finished eating and Foofoo took their plates into the kitchen and dropped them in a garbage can. She brought back two opened beers and handed one to Misty. They sat back on the couch and regarded Leo.

“I’m sort of glad he’s scrawny. The big, fat ones are harder to work with.”

“Yeah. He’s got nice eyes, soft skin. You go hunting often, Leo?”

“Once or twice a year. I need…it helps with food expenses.”

“Yes. that’s right. You kill for sustenance, not for pleasure.”

“But it does feel good, doesn’t it, Leo?”

Leo gave a slight shake of his head. “Does what feel good?”

“Pulling the trigger. Watching your victim jerk when the bullet hits it. Seeing the blood splatter.”

Leo had been leaning forward, now he sat back a little. He was actually surprised by the viciousness int he girl’s eyes. “No. I’m hunting because I need to. I don’t get any particular joy out of the act.”

“Bullshit.” The girls glared at him.

“What do you do with the antlers?”

“What about the skin.”

He protested, rather helplessly, “I don’t do anything with that stuff! I just have a butcher handle the deer.”

“What? You don’t like to get your hands dirty?”

“Get all that blood over them?”

“No! No! It’s not like that.”

The girls didn’t believe him. They glared at him.

“Look, I can see that you’re upset about hunting, but I swear I do it only for the food. Have you seen the prices of meat in the market these days?”

“You could go vegan.”

He took a deep breath. “I don’t want to be vegan. People, and I mean especially men, need a. certain percentage of protein in their body. Eating nuts and things isn’t enough.”

“It’s enough for us.”

“We’ve got different bodies.”

Misty looked at Foofoo. “Next thing you know he’s going to be lecturing us on how men are hunters and women should stay home and cook.”

“Yeah. The barefoot and pregnant thing.” she turned back to Leo. “You think I should stay home and walk around with a kid on the hip? You want to me to dress a certain way and shut up and go to the PTA?”

“What are you…”

“That’s exactly what he wants.”

“He wants us pregnant. Men!”

“And he wants to make us pregnant.”

Leo was stunned. They had been talking, and they had been angry, but how did they suddenly go off on this tangent?

“I don’t want to make—“

“Shut up,” snarled Missy. “We know what you want. You want to fuck us.”

“Suck our tits.”

“Eat our pussies!”

They rolled over each other, totally shutting him up with their complaints and assumptions.

“Look…”

“You look, asshole. Leo the Asshole! You look at us, and remember this as the day you got your comeuppance.”

“Yeah! You’re coming up.”

“But what have I…why are you getting all mad?”

“He kills Bambi…”

“A crime against the planet…”

“…and then asked what he’s done.”

“Okay! I won’t do it again! Let me go! I’ll never hunt again! I won’t even walk in the woods! Just let me go?” He felt a desperation welling inside.

The girls were silent for a second, but their faces were still twisted in rage. How two such pretty faces could look so ugly was a marvel.

Suddenly Misty unzipped her Jacket. Foofoo looked at her, grinned, and unzipped her own jacket.

The jackets came off and their very sizable bosoms were revealed. Large mountains with large, erect nipples supported by sturdy bras.

They stood up and undid their pants, stripped them off. They wiggled out of  their panties.

Leo stared, wondered what the fuck was going on.

“Misty turned and took Foofoo in her arms. Neither woman gave way, neither bent back, and there was an equality in their postures.

They kissed, a long, passionate kiss. A kiss of plump, sexy, moist lips, and their hands began to roam. They felt each others breasts. Mistty bent her head and sucked on Foofoo’s nipples. Foofoo groaned and arched her back. Misty reached down and grabbed Foofoo’s mons with a hand. She squeezed, and now Misty bent forward, put her head on Foofoo’s shoulder and groaned.

They fell on the couch and seemed to struggle for top position, but it was a friendly struggle, filled with giggles and groping hands.

Somehow, Misty ended up on top, her knee between Foofoo’s legs, pressing into the woman’s pussy.

They continued smooching, Foofoo’s breasts flattening out on the bottom, and Misty’s hanging down and touching Foofoo’s chest.

Misty slid her hand into Foofoo’s pussy. She rubbed, titillated, and finally stuck a finger into Foofoo’s vagina.

Foofoo gasped and bent to press her body upwards. Misty began finger fucking her, and was quickly up to three fingers. She ran those fingers in, creating. heat and moisture. Misty grinned and went to four fingers. Her thumb was up and Foofoo gasped and looked up at her. “Yes,” she said. “Do it.”

Misty pulled her hand half out and lowered her thumb. She moved her hand forward and foofoo held on, groaned, and wiggled her hole against Misty’s fingers.

Misty’s hand slipped inside Foofoo’s pussy. Foofoo couldn’t move, tried to hold on, but couldn’t even do that. Misty began to run her hand in and out. The sound of fapping filled the room.

Leo was caught. He was a straight arrow. He wasn’t sexually oriented, but he was heterosexual; he wasn’t enamored of Lesbian couplings.

Yet he stared, his mouth open. This was, in spite of his attitudes, the hottest thing he had seen.

He watched Foofoo began a grunting series of orgasms, Misty driving her hand in and out ruthlessly.

Then Foofoo gave way. She crested, and Misty waited a moment, then gently took her hand out.

Foofoo lay on her back, dazed and exhausted. Misty wiggled around and faced Leo. Her legs were open revealing a very, good looking pussy, and she showed her teeth to Leo. “What do you think, Leo, would you like to get some sex?”

Leo knew it was a trick question. There was no way this woman, this lesbian, was going to give him sex, and the idea of making love to a lesbian…he gave an internal shiver.

“Not your cup of tea, eh?”

Misty came off the couch and knelt in front of him. Her face was inches from his, her beautiful face.

Foofoo got up on one elbow and watched.

Misty leaned over to the end table and picked up a folding knife.

She unfolded it, careful not to break her nails. She grinned, reached up and began sawing into Leo’s jacket.

His jacket was thick, but the knife was sharp. The good news and the bad news was that Misty knew how to use a knife. With efficient slices the rendered the thin into pieces. She slid the knife up his sleeves.

Leo sat, frightened at the proximity of the knife, frightened that Misty might slip, maybe even on purpose.

She cut off his shirt next. Sliced the sleeves, removed the material in little patches and squares.

“How you doing, Leo?” she asked.

“Not too good,” he didn’t recognize the sound of his own voice.

“Oh, that’s too bad.” She reached for his belt.

He tried to bend out of her way, but she pushed him back, she was very strong, and sat on his lap. “If you fight it I might slip and make a mistake. You don’t want me to make a mistake, do you?”

“No.”

“Then hold still. Maybe I won’t castrate you.”

Leo managed to hold still. She grabbed his belt and sliced upward. the belt came loose. She pulled it out of the loops and tossed it on the floor.

“Why are you doing this?” Leo’s voice was even, but he was begging, and tears were on filling his eyes.

“For the planet.” She began slicing his pants.

Leo closed his eyes and she got off him. She moved around him, wielding the knife carefully, and within a minute his pants were shredded and all he had on was his Irish Setter VaprTrek Camo Boots.

“Nice boots,” Misty laughed, and she sliced down through the laces. She pulled the boots off easily, then left his socks on.

She sat back on the couch. Foofoo was sitting up now.

Leo sat quiet on the couch, his arms handcuffed behind him, wearing just socks, and was painfully aware that his dick was getting hard.

“Hey, look! Little Leo likes it!”

He wasn’t little, actually. He was a good eight inches.

“It’s being naked,” he whispered. He felt a deep shame to being exposed like this.

Foofoo knelt in front of him. She reached for his penis.

Leo tried to move back, but she held him firmly. “Don’t be like that, little Leo. Tomorrow you die, so today you should party. Right? Isn’t there some quote like that?”

“Some kind,” he muttered. He was embarrassed, but his eyes were open and he stared at the woman, his dick was throbbing in hr hand.

She stroked him gently. “Oh, little Leo, you are so caught. You love it and you hate it. Don’t you.”

“I hate it,” his voice gave a little sob.

“Sure you do, and you hate it. To be so powerless. To be handled like meat.

He felt it coming then. It came from Misty.

“Helpless, like Bambi.”

Leo didn’t know what to say, but he had to say something. Tears squeezed out of his eyes as he said, “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry that you killed one of God’s creatures? Or sorry that your cock is happy in my hand.”

“Please leave me alone.”

But she wouldn’t. Misty moved up next to Foofoo. She reached out and grabbed Leo’s nipple. She twisted it slowly, then harder, harder.

Tears fell from Leo’s eyes as he tried to move with the twist, to somehow lessen the pain he was feeling.

“How do you think Bambi felt when your bullet ripped into her? Like this?”

She was digging in her nails now, squeezing, twisting, and there as nothing he could do but suffer.

Then the girls both sat back. They folded their arms, emphasizing their large breasts, and glared at him.

“What else have you hunted, Leo?”

“I don’t know…things…” he was sobbing lightly and his nipple felt like it needed medical attention.

“Bunny rabbits? Little duckies? Moose?”

“No. I don’t know. Leave me alone.

Foofoo got up and came around and sat down next to him. She was turned towards him, pressing her breasts against his arm. “What if we let you go. Would you promise not to hunt again?”

Misty snorted.

“I know you said you would before, but things are getting serious here, Leo. Would you sell all your rifles? Get the Impossible burger at Burger King? Could you do that?”

He nodded slowly, tears splashing on her arm, which had snaked into his groin and was once again holding his cock.

His traitor cock, stiff and erect.

“We tried that, you know. Our first prey. We reasoned with him and he promised, and you know what he did?”

Leo shook his head.

“He sued us. Sued us! Can you believe it? And after promising us!”

“I won’t be that way,” Leo promised.

“Of course he didn’t win,” put in Misty. “All he got was laughed at. He was the big, strong man and we were the sweet, innocent, little girls.

“But it was terrible, having to go through that.”

“Fortunately, we found out where he lived, and after the trial was over and everything had died down, we paid him a call.”

“We showed him the error of his ways.”

Leo was moving his head back and forth between the two women.

“What’d you do to him?”

“Same thing we’re going to do to you.”

“Yeah. We’re going to show you the error of your ways.”

The girls sat and glared at him.

And damned if Leo’s dick didn’t just keep bobbing and throbbing.

The girls were done with him for now. A short while later they walked up the stairs, arm in arm.

“You haven’t gotten m off yet, Misty said.”

“Don’t worry, honey, I’m going to bow your mind.”

“I was sort of hoping you’d blow something else.”

They giggled. At the top landing they turned to Leo.

Leo lay on the couch and watched them.

“Nightie night, Leo.”

“Do’t go away.”

And they laughed as they disappeared from his sight.

He listened, and heard the sounds of love making.

They had turned off the lights and he was laying in gloom. There was an eyebolt in the floor and they had run a chain from his handcuffs to the eyebolt. The couch was soft so he wasn’t entirely uncomfortable, but he still had his hands cuffed behind his back. He was also naked.

It was warm in the house, there was electric heating. He lay silent, quite aware of his cock sticking out, drilling the air. Why did penises have to have their own minds?

The sound of lovemaking faded. A board creaked, settling with the seasons. He heard the far away sound of an owl talking in the night.

He was trapped. He had been kidnapped and was being held prisoner.

But what did the two girls want?

What were they going to do to him.

He lay awake for an hour, unable to stop thinking. then, blessedly, he slept.


PART TWO

“Rise and shine!”

“He’s already risen!”

Leo awoke to find the two girls laughing at him. And at his morning wood. They were both naked.

“Fuck,” he said, sitting up. “I gotta go!”

Misty handed him a pan, “Kneel, serf, and address your mistress.”

She put a pan on the floor and Leo slipped to his knees in front of it. Foofoo knelt and grabbed his cock and aimed it.

Leo peed, and it was a relief, and an embarrassment.

“Whee!” giggled Foofoo, spraying his urine around the bottom of the pan.

A minute and he sighed and was empty. But he was still hard. Foofoo saw to that. She jacked him and grinned. “Bet you like that, eh?”

Suddenly Misty sat on the couch behind him. She grabbed his neck and pulled him back.

“Suck that hog, baby!” she shouted.

Foofoo went down on him. She held his balls and fondled them as she ran her mouth up and down his dong.

“Fuck!” cried out Leo.

Misty had him bent back and she ran her hands down to his nipples. She kissed his ear, nibbled on it, as she gently raked hi nipples were her long fingernails.

For a minute Leo made sounds, protested, then he gave in. It felt good. Heck, he might be a prisoner, and they might be lesbians, but what man could resist a soft mouth on his penis? Gentle hands playing with his privates?

“That’s a boy, honey,” Misty teased him. “Just relax and let us have a good time with you.”

He gulped, and suddenly felt his cock start to throb. He was going to squirt! But he didn’t want to!

“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

Foofoo withdrew. His cock was red and the blood pulsed through it.

“Oh, honey. You didn’t think I was going to let that bad boy spit in my mouth, did you?”

They let Leo go then. They got up and went into the kitchen. Shortly the smell of bacon and eggs wafted through the cabin.

Leo was starving. It felt like his belly button was rubbing on his spine.

The girls chatted in low voices, filled their platters with hot eggs and sizzling bacon. Slices of toast, slathered with butter and grape jelly, appeared on the edges of the plates. They filled two tall glasses with fresh squeezed orange juice. They came back into the living room and sat down in the two chairs they had sat in the night before. They ate hungrily, and Leo gulped and watched.

“Aw, poor little Leo, he’s hungry!”

Foofoo laughed. “You want some food, little Leo?”

Leo said nothing. But his eyes spoke volumes.

“I’ll bet you Bambi wants some food, too.”

“Oh, that’s right, Bambi isn’t with us any longer.”

“Poor Bambi.” There was an edge to Foofoo’s voice that gave harsh warning to Leo.

“Oh, give him something to eat,” Foofoo.

“Maybe I should.”

“Sure. He’s been a good boy.”

Foofoo stood up and came to him. She was holding her half eaten plate in one hand, her breasts were large and loomed over him. “You can eat, but if you bite I’ll cut off your balls.”

She put stepped up on the couch and, one holding the plate, she pushed him back with the other hand. She walked forward and placed her knees on the back of the couch.

Her pussy was in his face. He wanted to shriek, to cry, but all he could do was watch her hairy slit come down on his face.

“Come on, baby!” yelled Misty.

She smushed her vagina down, slid her slit onto his nose, ground her labia down and moved her clitoris all over his face.

Leo had a hard time breathing.

“Eat, you bitch!” she shouted cheerfully.

He had to eat. He had never been one for cunnilingus, but he had to eat, if only to move around and get his mouth free enough to breath.

She ground her pussy down, and he could tell she was really getting off on this.

“Please,” he gargled from underneath her.

She kept grinding her pussy onto him as she ate from her plate.

He pushed his face forward, then pulled it back suddenly. He turned his face so he could gasp a bit of air. He was lightheaded and ready to faint when she finally straightened her legs and backed off.

“He’s not bad. Pretty sloppy, but sometimes that’s a good thing.”

“Ooh, I have to get some,” and Misty moved forward.

They attached ropes to eyebolts in the far walls, then to Leo’s hands. They pulled the ropes until the were tight, then Misty undid his handcuffs.

He was sore, slow to move, and he didn’t have a chance to struggle, let alone effect an escape.

They pulled on the ropes until his arms were stretched out, then they tied the ropes off and did the same to his legs.

Misty held a spray can and began coating his arms and legs, his torso. The two girls quickly smushed the goop into his flesh. When they were done he was covered, especially the groin, but not the scalp, with the stuff, which started to foam.

Leo was trying to figure out what they were doing, and they laid a tarp under him. Then they placed a couple of buckets of water on the ground under him.

Misty had to push his dick aside when it slapped her in the face.

“Damn. The gift that keeps on giving, eh?” She stroked it for a while.

Leo grunted. He was getting close again. He wished he had some clothes. He wished he was home watching TV. He wished anything but to be there.

Suddenly he felt the heat.

“Hey!” This stuff is burning me!”

“Whee! We’re burning the bad, old witch!”

But they immediately grabbed sponges and began wiping his body.

The goop came off, along with his hair.

“What’s happening?”

“Nair, baby.”

They chuckled and kept rubbing his flesh. The hair under his arms came off, on his back, and…in his groin. He looked down when they were done and he was baby butt nekkid down there.

“Why?” he asked, totally puzzled.

“So you can be a Bambi.”

That certainly confused him. He knew these girls were nuts, but…how nuts? This made no sense!

When he was clean they began to dress him.

They wrapped a garment around him, fastened it with velcro. There was a piece hanging down, almost like a loin cloth, and the pulled it up and attached it to the belt part. He was snug inside the weird underpants, and his cock kept struggling to get free.

They brought out a gallon jug of something, and began injecting it into his chest. Injection after injection. His eyes open in horror, he saw small mounds appear out of his pectorals. The mounds grew larger and larger.

“You’re giving me tits?” he gasped.

“Boobies, baby. Breasts. And they are going to be the cat’s meow when we’re done.

“Better put the bra on him. He’s sagging pretty badly.

Misty ran a bra around his belly, fastened it in the rear, then flipped the cups up and tugged the bra up. His new boobs fit into the cups and she pulled the straps over his shoulders and ran the ends through the sliders and rings. She adjusted him until his boobs were firmly encased.

“Don’t worry. This is good material. It won’t break when you start running.”

“Running? Why would I run?”

They wrapped a dress around him. They pulled it tight so that his figure was showing. In the reflection from the front window he could see how feminine his body was. He had big boobs, his waist was cinched by the dress, his hips flared out.

“Hey, he’s pretty cute.”

“Not like that redhead we caught back in October.”

“Oh, yeah…the redhead. He was a looker.”

“She.”

I stand corrected She.”

“You’ve made men into women before?” Leo looked at them.

“All the time. Then we turn them loose, and then we go hunting.”

“”You hunt…men?”

“You’re my Bambi, honey. I’m going to hunt your ass.”

“But this is crazy! This is murder! You can’t do this!” He struggled, but he was caught and the girls just stood back and watched him, big smiles on their faces, until he was exhausted.

“Isn’t this what you did to that deer? Hunted her down and killed her?”

“It was a buck! And it keeps the deer population down!”

“I’ll bet it does.”

Foofoo took a moment to grab his dick, which was popping through the fold of the dress, and stroked it. “It’s bad to kill innocent, young things. Wouldn’t you agree?” She kissed his mouth then.

He jerked back, but she had just splatted him, then grinned. “Ever kissed somebody who just ate pussy?”

He wanted to go ‘EW!’ but he didn’t. He just stared at her as his mind ruptured and struggled to come to a level keel.

“Okay, Bambi, we’re going to do your nails now. If you move your fingers we’re going to prick you with a pin.”

“A prick for a prick,” laughed Foofoo.

They prepped his finger nails, then glued long fake nails over them. Finally, they painted them a bright, red color. He turned his head from side to side, watched them as they worked.

“Look, his dingle is donging again.”

It was true. His penis was undergoing erection.

“I can’t help it,” he blurted.

“I’ll bet you can’t. There’s a little bit of the sissy in you.”

“There’s a little bit of the sissy in all men.”

“Do you remember that big guy? The really big guy?”

“The one with the beard?”

“Yeah.”

“How could I forget! It took me an hour to shave him.”

“And he was ugly under that beard.”

“That beard was just an excuse to hide how ugly he was.”

“Bambi here doesn’t need a beard.”

“No. She’s a cutie pie.

They coated his fingernails with lacquer, and it was a weird sensation to move his fingers, to feel the long nails touching.

“We gonna do his tootsies?”

“Sure.”

They sat by his feet, pulled off his socks, and went to work. Again, he stared down at one foot, then the other. His toes became red and shiny in short order.

“Okay,” said Misty, as the girls stood up. “It’s face time.”

“Face time?”

“Got to make you pretty if we’re going to hunt you.”

“Now don’t move your face. We don’t want to make you ugly.”

Misty cleansed his pores, running a little sponge over his flesh, then Foofoo primed his skin. As they worked they joked, talking of men they had made up, of men they had hunted.

“You remember Bob? The muscle guy?”

“He was a kick. When we shot him he struggled so hard.”

“But he also learned to love it.”

Misty stopped applying foundation and looked at Leo. “What’s with it with men? We put a little make up on and…” she moved her leg and his cock was pressed to the side. It had been continually bouncing against her body as she worked on him.

Leo turned bright red. To have make up put on him. Oddly, it was more scary to have make up applied to his face than the idea of being shot.

They worked on his eyes, gave him color, curled his lashes.

Misty pulled a wig over his head. It was blonde, and she took it off so Foofoo could attach a skull cap to his head. Misty moved back in and glued the wig to a strip of material running around the skull cap.

The hair settled down over his shoulders.

Foofoo took his face in one hand and rolled lipstick onto his lips. She stood back and smiled.

Past her shoulder Leo could see his reflection  in the window.

He was a woman. As good as.

The dress material around his waist had pulled out a little, but some women do have a little chub around the waist.

But that chub was offset by his big boobs.

“What have you done?” he whispered, which caused the girls to howl in laughter.

“He wants to know what we’ve done!”

“Misty moved up to him then and in a low voice growled, “It’s about what we’re going to do to you.

Leo stared at her, and he felt fear building.

Once they were done with him, had him feminized, they went upstairs and got dressed in hunting camos. They came down carrying gun cases.

“You can’t do this. This is murder!”

“Yep. But not completely.”

“What?”

“We’re going to give you a chance.”

“A bigger chance than you gave Bambi.”

He struggled a little, but he already knew struggling wouldn’t get him anywhere.

They put the gun cases to the side and sat down on their chairs.

“Well, little Leo, we’ve come to the end of the ride.”

“What are you going to do?”

“We already told you. We’re going to hunt you down and shoot you. When we get done with you you’ll never hunt another deer again.”

They smiled happily.

Leo tried. “My life is worth more than that of a deer. I’ll never hunt again anyway. This is absolutely insane. I’ve got family! You can’t do this!”

He blathered on for long minutes, and they watched and were content to just listen.

Finally, he ran down.

Misty smiled. “I guess those were his last words.”

“I guess.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Why not? You could shoot Bambi, why can’t we shoot you?”

“I’m a human being.”

Misty turned to Foofoo. “I think he’s about to go on another rant. Shall we get on with it?”

“Yes. They day is getting on, and I’d like to get done. Maybe we can catch a movie tonight.”

“Oh, I’d like that.”

“Or we could binge watch Breaking Bad.”

“Even better.”

They turned to Leo.

“Okay, our little Bambi. Time for you to make a run for it.”

Leo was almost blubbering.

Misty unfolded a map. She held it so he could see it.

“Here’s the cabin right here,” she pointed at a red X on the map. Follow this squiggly line to a big rock. Go around the rock and there’s a trail that will lead you across this stream, down a hill, and you’ll be able to see your Jeep over here. It’s not much of a parking lot, but the keys are in the Jeep. If you make it to the Jeep we won’t shoot you.”

Leo looked at the map. “Why can’t I cut across? Why do I have to go around.”

“Oh, you could. If you don’t mind the swamp and the snakes and things.”

His eyes went back and forth between the girls.

“And you’re going to be chasing me.”

They smiled.

“Why can’t I have a gun?”

“Oh, Leo! Don’t you know? Bambi’s don’t have guns. That’s what makes them so much fun to hunt. Right?”

There was nothing he could say to that.

The girls went to the sides of the cabin. They each had a sidearm in holsters, and they took them out.

“Don’t try to get to us, Leo. We’re both pretty good shots.”

They loosened the ropes. Leo untied his hands, rubbed his wrists.

“Out the door, Bambi. Run for your life.” Foofoo’s voice was cold and hard.

He walked to the front door, turned the knob, opened the door. He turned to them.

“Did you have something to say, sweetheart?” Misty cooed with a grin.

“If I make it…”

“We know. You’ll hunt us down and make us pay.”

“Or suffer. Sometimes they want to make us suffer.”

“Suffer, pay, whatever. The sun isn’t standing still, Leo.”

Leo went through the door and the race was on.

Leo figured they would give him until he was across the clearing, but they didn’t.

He trotted across the porch and down the steps, then raced, as best he could, across the clearing.

He had no shoes and socks. He was wearing a dress and if he fell there was no protection for his hands or knees.

Still, he had to make tracks. Halfway across the clearing, however, Misty called out, “Run, Bambi! Run!”

Crap! They weren’t waiting at all. He risked a glance over his shoulder and saw they were opening their gun cases. They wouldn’t get a shot off before he was out of sight, but only if he hurried.

He ran over the clearing, lifting his feet up whenever he placed his feet on a piece of gravel or a sharp rock.

Down the fire trail driveway. He had to slow down and pick his way carefully. Those damned pebbles were killing his feet.

The map had been out of scale. Where he should have seen a big rock was just more trees. It had to be further.

He realized he had been holding his breath because of the rocks under foot and he forced himself to breath.

In spite of his frantic race, it was a beautiful morning. The air was crisp and the sun was already starting to heat up.

He crossed a dribble of a stream, had to place his feet carefully. He thought he heard voices—were they this close to him—and ran harder.

The trail went up and down slightly, not enough to wreck him, but enough so that he had to change his gait frequently.

He stopped, listened, nothing.

Okay.

Two miles further on he came to the rock. Okay. Three miles to the rock from the cabin. Maybe four circuitous miles to the stream, then two miles to the parking lot. He could do it. He had to do it.

He rounded the rock and found himself struggling up a short hill. At one point he had a view of the fire trail he had  just been on. He stopped for ten seconds to catch his breath and looked back. Nothing. No sign of the girls.

He ran on, and now he began to slow down and time himself.

He had been a runner in school. 440. Long enough to know how to pace himself. Short enough to know when to spurt.

The little trail was actually easier on his feet than expected, and there were times when he could put on a quick sprint. But there were a few parts when he had to pick his way, ouching as his feet took a beating.

He crossed the stream, and he felt better. He had heard nothing, there were no signs of pursuit, but he didn’t slow down.

Down the hill, maybe another mile or so…then he heard the sound of traffic. It was an acoustic oddity. The freeway had to be miles away, but he could hear it plainly.

As long as he didn’t hear the two maniac girls.

And, finally, his heart pounding, gasping for breath, his legs starting to shake, he came to the parking lot.

Fuck! He had made it! He was going to get away!

The parking lot was chip seal, which made it terrible on the feet. He could feel bits of tar sticking to his feet, and pebbles stuck to the tar. Half way across the parking lot he realized he should have run around the place.

Still, nothing to do but keep going. Biting his lip and trying to ignore his hurting feet, he closed the distance to his Jeep. Twenty feet, ten feet. He was there!

He exulted, looked behind him, then pulled the door handle. The door came open and he froze.

“Hello, Bambi.”

A thousand thoughts flashed through his mind. They had tricked him. Maybe they had driven, maybe they had cut across the supposed swamp with its snakes. Maybe they had a fucking helicopter.

Misty was on the other side of the car, the passenger door open. Her rifle was laid on the passenger seat and she had a perfect bead on his chest.

He was going to die. In a last ditch effort he screamed and tried to twist out of the way.

His scream was harsh, a ripping of the throat, and he heard the gun.

PHHT!

He blinked.

Phht? What kind of a gun goes Phht?

He looked down at his stomach. A feathered dart stuck out from his abs.

He looked up at Misty. “You…you…”

Misty smiled. “You aren’t going to go to sleep, Leo. You’ll be awake and aware, just unable to move. You’ll feel everything as we shoot you.

“But you just shot me?” What goes Phht?

Foofoo came around the end of the car. She moved quickly and pushed Leo forward so he collapsed on the front seat.

Lep managed to half turn a little, looked up at her, but his voice had left him. His eyes were open, however, and he watched as if from a distance.

“Poor Leo. This is just a tranq. We haven’t really shot you, yet.”

“Bu…” slobbered out of his mouth.

Misty appeared next to Foofoo. She helped get Leo out of the driver’s seat and walked him back towards the rear of the the Jeep. They placed him on the ground, his head slumped, his back against a tire.

“Leo, you are so pretty. this is going to be so much fun.”

While Misty talked Foofoo opened the back of his Jeep. The two girls pulled out a weird sort of horse. It had a wide plank up the center and little platforms for his knees and elbows. They placed it behind the Jeep and came back to Leo.

“Leo. We’re going to shoot you now, but you have to make a choice.”

“Wha…?”

The girls started to take off their clothes. They slipped out of their jackets, then their shirts. They stood exposed in sturdy bras, their large breasts swelling out of the cups.

Then they undid their zippers and lowered their pants.

Misty held up a rifle in one hand. A real rifle, not a tranq gun. “Do you want to be shot with this?” She presented the rifle. “Or with this?”

She reached down and waggled the strap on dildo jutting from her junction.

Leo tried to think…he could think…things made sense…but it was a slow process.

“This?” said Foofoo holding her rifle up. “Or this?” she waggled her plastic penis.

Leo was trying to think. he lifted a hand, it was like swimming in mud.

“This…or…”

Leo’s hand flopped down on Misty’s cock.

Leo was out of it…yet totally awake, totally feeling everything.

The girls stood him up and walked him over to the horse. They helped him onto it. He lay on the slightly curved plank and his butt was up in the air. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms and they fastened them down with leather strips that had velcro ends.

Leo lay there, trying to think. They had tricked him. They had tricked him and trapped him, and he had never had a chance. From the first time they held a gun on him to right now.

He was a Bambi. And for the first time in his life he realized what a deer must go through. Always aware, always alert, and yet, a hunter finds her. The deer raises its head, terror, loud noise, and a bullet pierces her hide, her flesh. Terror gone…Bambi gone.

And he was nothing but a Bambi. They stalked him, and he looked at them with terror in his eyes.

He was a Bambi.

Misty drove the van into the clearing and parked next to the horse. She brought out a jar of lube and began greasing Leo up. She smushed goo into his asshole and ran a finger into him.

He was unable to move, but he felt the incredible pleasure as her fingers explored him and opened him up.

Foofoo sat down next to his head. She was drinking a beer.

“You see, Leo, my little Bambi, it is unfair to shoot something that can’t shoot back.”

He said nothing, felt Misty pulling her fingers out and putting more in. He thought she had three fingers in him now, and it felt so good.

“We tried reasoning with a hunter, but he reported us. We barely squeaked out of that one. We had to act like airheads, though, and that was sort of demeaning. Now, however, we have it down to a science.”

Misty slid four fingers into him. Her thumb was straight up. She turned the fingers and his asshole accommodated, and all his nerves were exploding with sensation.

“We catch a hunter, we show him how unfair it is, then we fuck him. I suppose it’s dreadfully emasculating, maybe it’s not, but…to have a big dick up your ass. But would you rather make love or make war?”

Misty pulled her thumb down. She had her whole hand in him now. She moved it back and forth and he could feel her fingers inside him. He was having a hard time breathing because she was taking his breath away. He had never felt anything like this.

“We actually got the idea from a blog somewhere. The blogger was saying that people should shoot wildlife with cameras, not guns. But we took it a step further. We shoot them with our dicks. Oh, we thought about shooting them with cameras, but where’s the lesson? Where’s the embarrassment and emasculation.

Misty pulled her fist out of him and he finally felt the tip of her dick nibbling at his rectum. She held it with her hand and rubbed it against his button, then she slid it into him. Even though he was mostly paralyzed he gasped.

Foofoo smiled. “Isn’t that fun? Of course, you will be ashamed for awhile, but at some point you’ll get over that. The paralysis of your muscles isn’t long lasting. By the time I fuck you you’ll start fucking me back. That’s a good sign the tranq is wearing off, when you start pushing your ass back and trying to get more dick.

Misty slid in and out, in and out. She corkscrewed him, and he felt the end of her pecker rolling around inside his rectum. She reached under him and began massaging his balls in time with her thrusts.

Leo groaned.

“After we fuck them for a while we turn them loose. You would be surprised at how many come back.”

Leo’s eyes raised sightly towards her, and she saw it. “Oh, yes. We actually have a reunion of sorts. We try to schedule if for a long weekend. We have hunters from all over coming back to be hunted. And we even have a group like us who can’t do this full time like Misty and I. They volunteer to come out on the long weekends and lend their ‘expertise’ to the festivities. I tell ya, it’s a real blast. We’ll put you on our mailing list if you want. We only charge a hundred bucks, and you get a whole long weekend, but you do have to bring a lot of beer. Everybody likes to drink beer.”

She leaned down and looked into his eyes, pulled his cheek down so she could look into his eye better.

“Hey, Misty?”

“Yeah,” Misty grunted, pounding into Leo’s asshole.

“He’s starting to wear off. You want to give me a turn?”

“Sure.”

With that Misty pulled out and Foofoo went to Leo’s backside.

In an instant Foofoo was plastic balls deep in his asshole, pumping and humping. She was fresh rested and Leo’s asshole woke up and celebrated.

Misty sat down and opened a beer. “Can give you any alcohol, not with the tranq in your system. But I’ll enjoy it for you.”

Leo was able to move enough to watch her guzzle the beer.

She lowered the beer and smiled at him.

“So now you’re a Bambi. How does it feel?”

“Unh…unh…”

“Oh, sorry. Give it another few minutes.”

Foofoo had a hold of his hips now. His dress was over his back and she screwed her dildo into him like there was no tomorrow.

Misty reached under him and grabbed his penis. “Okay, Bambi. It’s not all torture. Sometimes there’s good with the bad.”

She jacked his cock, slapped his balls, and Leo instantly felt the urge surge. He needed to cum.

“I know, Bambi. Let it out. Once you’ve cum with a dick up your ass it’s all over for you.”

The feeling got closer and closer. Misty’s hand flew up and down. She squeezed his balls and even kissed him.

“Oh!” He shouted, his first intelligible words since being tranqed.

“Fuck!”

He began to shoot. Misty grinned and kept stroking him. Foofoo kept pounding his ass, and the semen came out, and out, and out. Big squirts, a series of dribbles, then he was done.

Foofoo gently pulled out of him and he lay on the horse. He was conflicted. He liked it. He liked getting his ass fucked.

But he was a man, and he had some adjusting to do.

“Okay, honey, we’ll get you out now.”

They released the straps and helped him off the horse. He stood on quavering legs and looked first at one, then the other.

“Well, Leo, how does it feel to be a Bambi?”

Leo didn’t say anything for a second, then he gulped and nodded slowly. “Pretty good.”

The girls yipped and high fived.

“Another convert!” yelled Misty.

And Foofoo looked at Leo. “All right. Come on, Bambi. Let’s go get some dinner and put you on the mailing list.”

“Maybe we can even fuck a bit. Would you like that?”

Once again, Leo nodded.

END
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PART ONE

George Kingswell stepped into the bar at 5:15 in the afternoon.

It was a sunny day, and the sun had a couple of more hours to shine.

It was after work, and George had just met his deadline. He was a writer for ABC, putting out lies which were regularly consumed by the public. No big deal, everybody knew the newspapers/news media lied.

The bar was in Silverlake, right across the five on the east side of Los Feliz. It had an old fashioned red padded door with bolt heads in diamond patterns.

Inside the bar it was cool. There was a parquet walkway along the bar, and on the right side of the building was thin carpet in swirly patterns and a dozen tables and booths.

Twenty years previous it was a biker bar.

Then it became a gay bar.

Now it was sort of who ever cares bar.

George stepped up to the bar. “Whiskey and chaser.”

The barkeep was a slender man with a pencil thin mustache. The mustache was like Salvadore Dali’s. The head was like Kojak’s, and he wore a buttoned up, red jacket. Below the bar he was wearing shorts.

Hey, it’s LA, baby.

The barkeep, whose name was Henry, brought the drinks and George tossed the bourbon down like he knew what it was for, then took the beer to a side table.

Henry polished glasses.

George thought about getting a writing gig for a magazine, maybe make it to editor. It didn’t pay as much, but he didn’t like writing what he was told to by ABC.

The president might talk baby talk, goo goo ga ga, to the United Nations, but he had to ignore that. But if the Senator from Arizona shook hands with a girl from Phoenix he had to make a scandal out of it.

What kind of a life is that?

Paid liar, that’s what he was.

He noticed the two men and the women who enter the bar.

One of the men was built like a whip, had a mean face and dagger eyes.

The other man was the muscle. He was six two, built like the gym, and had a low forehead.

The girl…George smiled.

She was Latin. Long, dark hair with  a kink of curls. Dark eyes that looked like it was midnight all the time, and bosoms that entered the room first.

Man, what a knock out.

George tried not to stare, but it was hard. He could see the swell of her bronzed bust. Her legs went all the way to her high heels and up again.

And she smiled like she was getting into bed.

George smiled to himself, then turned back to his own business. If he sent a couple of letters out, made a few connections…he had that friend that was working for Home and Garden. Maybe he should call and…

“Okay if I sit here?”

He looked up to the girl and, man, he was in love. She was so fine, but… “What about your friends?”

She turned to the guys who were at the bar talking to Henry. “I’ll be over here, Richard.”

The slender fellow, he had the body motions of a bull fighter, waved a hand without turning around.

George felt a little nervous. He wasn’t ugly, but beautiful women didn’t normally single him out.

“I think…”

She sat, and smiled.

He looked at the two at the bar.

“Don’t worry about them. They’re just my friends. What do you do for a living?”

“Uh…oh. I’m a writer.”

“Really? What do you write?”

“I write for television. Well, actually the news.”

“Not like for ‘Children Ruin Everything?’ Or ‘The Sex Life of College Girls?’”

“No.”

He smiled, looked at his beer, then up. “What do you do?”

“I do this…I do that.” She shrugged, then laughed. “Mostly I have fun.”

“How’s the pay?”

And she laughed.

For fifteen they talked, and George was having a good time. He gave her his name, and she told him her name was Shirley.

After fifteen George thought about leaving, he had this little trickle of weirdness way back in the north forty of his mind.

He started to get up, but Shirley placed a hand on his forearm.

“I’ll get the beers this time.” She stood up and sauntered over to the bar.

George thought about telling her he was going to leave, but another beer did sound good, he had the time, and…and she was so fucking good looking.

Shirley asked for Henry for two beers. She said something to Richard, and he laughed, turned and looked at George. There wasn’t a trace of malice on his mean, little face, and he waved in a most friendly manner.

George waved back.

Shirley sauntered back to the table with two, big frosties in her red tipped hands.

“Here ya go, handsome!”

They clinked mugs, and George took a gulp.

Man, that was good. He was thinking, Cold beer, hot girl.

He took another sip, and resumed his conversation with the girl.

And they talked, and the bar felt rosy, and the afternoon disappeared into night, and somewhere in there George stopped being aware of who he was.

For a while he talked of this and that, but it was all on automatic. He was drunk, then past drunk, then he put his head down and slept.

“Uh…”

George wondered where he was. Then he remembered his name, and who he was. But where was he? His back was curve and he was slumped with his head lolling.

A bathtub. He was in a bathtub. It was a cheap thing, the kind you find in an old apartment house. Built in the thirties, a little sliding door in the kitchen for the ice man. He thought about Laurel and Hardy.

He hurt. His head hurt, and his belly hurt, and his nuts…they really hurt. He felt like he had been kicked in the testicles, and then hung up by the testicles, and then…

“Unh…” he groaned again, and this time there was a little bit of George behind it. A little bit of the hurt pushing the sound out of him.

His arms were hanging over the sides. He raised his head and put his arms on the sides.

He had to get out of the tub.

He tried to push, but nothing happened. His arms were just too noodly.

He lay for a second, then he realized his eyes were closed.

He opened his eyes, and wished he hadn’t.

He was looking down the bathtub, and saw his body reclining, and the red blood all over his groin.

What?

Blood?

Why?

The alarm bells started going off in George’s head.

Blood. He had been hurt. He felt pain. What the heck had happened to him.

He had been talking to some girl in a bar…over in Glendale…and…then he was here. What had happened.

He leaned forward, his head protesting greatly, and lifted his shirt.

He wasn’t wearing pants. His penis was there, limp, tired.

He was scared, but he reached down and felt his dick.

Nothing was wrong. But…something was wrong.

“Help!” He yelled. It was a feeble yell. Barely qualified as a yelp.

“Help!” He was louder, but nobody would hear it outside the apartment.

He looked at the old fashioned sink and toilet. He listened to the sounds of traffic.

“HELP!”

Nothing.

He tried to imagine other apartments, people in them, people who heard him.

He waited.

“HELP!

“On about the twentieth ‘help’ somebody knocked on a door in the front room.

George lay in the hospital bed. He was on drugs, and that was the only thing that saved him.

He wanted to jump up and run out the window and fall a few stories to his death.

Nurses waited on him, and he imagined that they were all smirking, laughing at him.

Doctors kept their tongues in their cheeks.

Knock knock. “You feel up for a talk?”

It was Detective Benson, a lady cop from the LAPD.

A woman. One more person to snicker and tell jokes about the guy in the hospital…the guy who had his nuts stolen.

But, nothing else for it, George nodded.

Detective Benson entered the room, sat down on a chair next to the bed.

“How you doing?”

George wanted to scream. He was reading sexual innuendos into everything. How are your nuts doing. Nuts to you.

“I’m okay.” As long as I’m drugged to the gills. I’m no longer a man and you’re asking these stupid questions!

“We think we know who the girl is.”

George looked at the detective. She was good looking, short skirt, tailored jacket, keeping the professional look even while a cop.

The kind of girl that he once would have gotten a boner over.

“The bartender actually knew her, that was why he wasn’t alarmed when they took you out for the Uber.”

“Was there an Uber?”

“Nope. They just took you out to their car, drove you to the apartment house over in Chavez Ravine and…operated.”

“Stole my testicles,” George whispered.

Benson didn’t respond to his whispered comment.

“Unfortunately, she didn’t know who they guys were. They paid her forty bucks, dropped her off in Los Feliz, and took off with you. She thought they were just going to take you home.

“Forty bucks,” he whispered. Twenty a testicle.

“You know, we’ve had a few cases like this, and we will eventually catch them.

“For whatever good it does me.”

Again, she didn’t engage that line of comment.

“Anyway, we’re working on it, and you’ve got my number. You can call any time. Have you thought about counseling?”

“I’ve thought.”

She nodded, bit her lip and frowned. “You know, it’s not the end of the world.”

“In a way, it is. I can’t have kids. My sex life is going to be curtailed.”

“I asked the doctor and he said you could have a sex life.”

“Sure. I can get erections, and I might even be able to have orgasms, but there won’t be any sperm. No little wigglies to crawl up and tap on an egg or two.”

She said nothing. She just made a moue and stared at him.

“What if you do find them?”

“They’ll be charged with mayhem, kidnapping, other charges.”

“And what are the chances of finding my nuts?”

She blinked.

“I mean, my two pearls are out dancing in some other guy’s nutsack.”

“I don’t follow.”

“If you find my nuts, do I get ‘em back.”

Now she was confused. This was a weird concept, it was not in the usual considerations that knock on wood cops had.

“Well, I don’t know. I suppose you could sue, and—“

“So a couple of but thieves go to jail for a few years, and some bozo who paid top dollar for my nuts says he bought ‘em in good faith and he wants to keep them.”

“George, I don’t think…”

“Never mind. I’m just being maudlin.”

He dismissed her by picking up the controller and pressing it. It was supposed to shoot more morphine into his system, but he knew it was probably a fake. Something to calm his mind without doing anything.

Detective Benson stood up, had her last word. “I’ll drop by again, and I’ll let you know if anything develops.

He didn’t say anything as she left the room.

Losing a testicle is traumatic. Losing both testicles is doubly traumatic. Still, life must go on.

Two days later George was given clothes—his own were shredded and blood stained and useless—and a wheelchair ride to the street. He had a wallet that was empty, not even a credit card, and nothing else.

He Ubered home and asked the landlord to let him into his apartment. He got out his own clothes, through away the hospital stuff, and had a drink.

A drink had gotten him in this mess, it was only right that a drink start getting him out.

He was nutless, and the first thing he noticed was that he felt a space between his legs. When he walked he didn’t have the familiar feel of little round golf balls between his legs. He walked with a space, and that was weird.

The second thing he noticed was that his underpants didn’t work. Yes, his penis laid in the material like a banana, but he didn’t have a package to be supported.

He could have worn panties and they probably would have felt better.

He went to work, and nobody noticed that he was walking funny, didn’t get boners, and sat differently.

He could cross his legs at the thighs and be quite comfortable.

And he thought about the people who had done this to him.

He might not have nuts, but he was seething inside.

Those were his nuts. He wanted them back. At the very least, he didn’t want somebody else enjoying them.

The doctor had said that if he found a donor he could get an operation that would make him a man again.

Oddly, there was a pill of bitterness in him that derided that.

And, he began to think about ways to find his balls.

He worked for a week, and he was very uninspired. He contributed what he could to the team, but his heart wasn’t in it. He wanted to be on the hunt.

He asked for his vacation time. He was owed a month, and ABC was so big they wouldn’t miss him. So a couple of weeks after his ‘accident’ he walked out of the studios with a month of freedom.

He bought a gun.

It didn’t take much research to learn that a Glock was a good bet. Ammo was plentiful, and he could get a large capacity magazine.

Of course, it was frowned upon by California, so he went to Vegas. A day trip, and he came back with a gun, cleaning kit, holster, and a tee shirt that said, ‘I’ve got your 2nd amendment right here!’

He would have been instantly fired if he wore that to work.

He spent a couple of days learning how to care for the gun. Cleaning was surprising simple, shooting was fun, and he became used to the feel of the weapon under his arm.

He wore a loose jacket and the gun was well disguised. Nobody would know it was there until he used it.

He spent the evenings walking around his apartment in shorts and a tee, practicing his draw.

And he wished he was a member of the gun culture.

Well, he was now. At least for awhile.

Shirley lived in an apartment in Hollywood. It was five stories on a cul de sac. The back of the apartment faced the 101 freeway.

She had a job during the day, worked as a para legal, but after dark she was a wild soul.

She liked to drink, she liked to fuck, she liked to drink and fuck.

She was 25 years old and looked like 30. She was in her prime. She wouldn’t be there long, given her lifestyle, but she was making hay while the sun shined.

She was unaware that she was being followed. She was unaware that George knew her name and was smart enough to track her down. But he did research for ABC news as a writer, and Bendson had told him the bartender knew her, so it was child’s play to find her.

He couldn’t find Richard and the bully boy, but he could find her.

George followed her for two days, then entered her apartment while she was at work. He just waited until somebody went out and he went in. The lock was easy. It was an old apartment and he turned the knob until it snapped. He sat in a corner behind the door and waited.

Shirley sauntered down the hallway. She  wanted to change from her work suit into an evening dress. She grabbed the knob of her door and twisted, and the knob turned with the right pressure. She was unaware that the mechanism was totally stripped and that George was holding the knob so it would turn with a bit of resistance.

She opened the door and walked in. Closed the door, and would have lurched for the knob and run out because suddenly George was standing in front of her.

“You!”

“Sit.”

It wasn’t much, compared to their conversation of a couple of weeks previous, but it was laden with significance.

He didn’t draw his pistol, he just stared at her, and the dead eyes in his skull did the work of a couple of Glocks.

She sat on the couch. “What happened to you. I heard…”

She faded, and he took over.

“You heard I lost my nuts.”

“Oh, my God! I’m sorry. I heard, but…I’m sorry.”

“You’re going to help me find Richard and…?”

“Butch. The big guy was Butch.”

“Yes. Butch. Where did you meet them?”

She was quiet, and George knew that she knew. She might have told the cops she didn’t know them, but she was lying. Probably to protect herself, but lying.

“You’re going to have to tell me.”

“I can’t. You don’t know those guys.”

He snorted. The idea of being scared of somebody was silly. He had lost his fear of people when he lost his marbles.

She saw it in his eyes. She wasn’t in danger, but Richard and Butch were. Still. If Richard and Butch got him, then they would come for her.

He went into the kitchenette. He had tossed the apartment when he had first entered, and he knew where the bourbon was. He got down a bottle, opened the fridge and found the Pepsi. He poured liquids over rocks in a glass and brought her a glass.

She was frightened.

Oddly, not from the threat of violence, just from the violent ambience he was emitting.

Whiskey helped.

“So where are you from?”

“Alabama. Don’t you remember?”

He was blank.

“We talked about this at the…” she trailed off.

He wasn’t upset at being reminded. He lived with his condition, and his rage.

“Must have been after the drugs took effect.”

“I didn’t see them put anything in your drink.”

He smiled. “Shouldn’t lie.”

“I’m not!” But she was, and he knew it, and she knew that he knew, but what’s a girl going to do when the atmosphere, and her immediate future, seemed to be getting darker.

“You have a pair of panties?”

“What?”

“I want to try on a pair of panties. Drink your drink.”

Now she was terrified. Panties? The look in his eyes? Why did he want to get her drunk?

She took a sip, then went into her bedroom and came back with a pair of green panties.

He stood up and unbuckled. Dropped his slacks and toed out of them.

He wasn’t wearing tighty whiteys because they no longer felt comfortable. He often wondered if it was all psychological, but when he pulled on her panties he knew it wasn’t. His nutless sack fit into the panties and for the first time since he had been divested of his manhood he was comfortable.

He sighed and sat down.

She stared at his green panties.

“What’s it like?”

“Losing my nuts? Bad. It doesn’t hurt much, but there’s a knowledge inside me that keeps biting.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Find Richard and Butch. Find out where my nuts are.”

“What for?”

He looked blank.

“They’re going to kill you.”

“Yeah, probably, but then I won’t have this feeling inside me.”

She didn’t ask what feeling. It was in his eyes.

“I’m going to come back and see you,” he said.

“What? Why?”

“I like you. I don’t see many women. You’re the last one to see me as a man.”

“They’re going to kill you.”

“Then you don’t have to worry about them coming for you.”

And they drank.

An hour later she was loopy. Giggly. Talked freely about how scary he was acting.

He was sober. Dead, cold sober. But he laughed at the right times, and his laughter was even sincere.

If she hadn’t been drunk she would have been terrified.

“They hang out at Charley Coyote’s.”

“The bar sort of restaurant place on Santa Monica.”

She nodded, and licked her lips. “Can I feel you?”

“Sure,” he said, not caring, but perversely curious.

She stood up, looked down at him.

“You’ll have to stand up.”

He did. His jacket momentarily billowed and his Glock was visible for a second.

She gasped.

“It’s for them,” he said. “I need it.”

They were standing two feet apart. He was wearing the green panties.

“Go ahead,” he said. He wonder what it would feel like for a woman to feel his testicles. Where would be that old thrill?

She moved slightly forward, bent at the knees, and placed her hand over his crotch.

She could feel his dick. It felt like a chub, half sized.

“You can take my panties off,” he murmured, watching her eyes glinting with some weird kind of excitement.

She hooked her thumbs into the panties and pulled them down.

His penis hung loose, and she took it in one hand. With the other hand she felt his sack.

It was empty, just a bag of skin, and sort of shrunken.

“You can feel the cut they made, the hospital just left it as is, on the back of the skin.

She felt it, rubbed the ridge of healed flesh between thumb and forefinger.

She looked at him. “You don’t feel anything?”

“I’m going to live longer. Maybe 15 or 20 years. I think about how much hate a fellow can feel in that length of time. But I don’t hate.”

She could feel his rage, so carefully tamped down and packaged into his bitter soul. So well held in check that unless you knew what to look for you’d never see it.

It was exciting. She realized that he wasn’t dangerous to her. He was just dangerous.

Oh, she could make the wrong move, try to get his gun, but unless she did something stupid like that, he meant her no harm.

“Can you get hard?”

“Yes.”

He watched her like a snake watches a particularly stupid mouse, but without any judgement.

“Can I make you hard?”

“I don’t know. Can you?”

She began rubbing his cock, and he felt it. He responded. His shaft didn’t spring up, but it slowly grew.

“It’s nice.”

“It used to be nicer.”

“Did you use it a lot?”

“Every chance I got.”

She jacked him, was breathing hard.

He added, “Which wasn’t a lot.”

Now she was sexually excited. Now she felt that pulsing wetness between her legs.

She went out and fucked a bit, but this was different.

It was almost like she went out and fucked because she had to.

Now she wanted to.

“Do I want you because I can’t have you?” she asked.

“You can have me.”

She was not scared now, but the high, tight feeling in her chest should have scared her. She had never felt this level of excitement in her life.

“Will you fuck me?”

“Yes.”

She held his dick in one hand and slowly backed up. He followed, gazing into her eyes, wondering what was happening.

She backed into her bedroom, turned him around, pushed him, and he sat. She pushed his chest and he lay back on her bed. His panties were around his knees. His jacket had flopped open so his gun was visible.

He had no balls, and he was the most dangerous man she had ever met. And it excited her like no man had ever excited her.

She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties off. Their eyes were locked in the gloom of the room.

She knelt on each side of his legs and knee walked forward. She lowered herself on him and sighed, and didn’t take her eyes off him.

“Fuck,” she whispered, hardly able to breath.

“That feels good,” he said. “It’s not like I remember.”

“What do you remember? She began to rise and fall, her hands on his chest, feeling his pectorals. She closed her hands on his pecs and he pushed up into her.

He said nothing.

She said, “I wish you had tits.”

He gave a weird grunt.

She ground her hips on him and groaned, and sat up straight and felt her own tits.

He flipped her over, was on top, and she gasped. He was stronger than she thought.

He began to move in and out of her.

His dick wasn’t super hard, it was sort of squishy, but it did the job. It rammed into her, and she liked the way it felt. It was like fucking a sponge in the shape of a dick.

“Don’t you wish you had balls?”

He said nothing. He was watching her, and he loved her.

He had spent a lifetime having occasional fucks, this was unique.

He had no hope of getting her pregnant. He didn’t have to wear a rubber. He could just fuck and fuck and fuck.

Many minutes later she was getting a head of steam. The softness of him was making her hornier and hornier. It was like the hint of something great, and if she could just…but she couldn’t and he couldn’t, and she became wetter down there.

It was the most excruciating fuck she had ever had in her life.

She came. A grasping, flapping, flailing of limbs. She squeezed her legs and groaned, but he stayed in her. Ninety percent hard and with no signs of slackening.

He didn’t enjoy himself…he enjoyed her. He enjoyed the. look on her face. He wondered if he had ever had a look like that on his face. Orgasms were a memory now, so he didn’t know.

She came again.

He picked her up, turned her, and took her doggy style.

“I read,” as he humped her, “that eunuchs were desired lovers. They lasted longer.”

“Guh…guh…” she responded, her eyes rolling back in her skull.

“If you had known it would be like this…would you have cut off my nuts?”

She began to sob uncontrollably.

They sat at the table and ate bacon and eggs. He didn’t care about food much, he had lost a bit of appetite when he had lost his manhood, but with a plate of food before him he did it justice.

She ate, and was exhausted, and exalted, and watched him with her glittering eyes.

“I’ve never fucked like that. Heysoos.”

“Neither have I,” and they both knew the truth of that.

“Are you sore?”

“No.”

“Do you want more?”

“Later, I do. Right now…I’m fucked out.”

He soughed. “Fucked out. Right.”

“Are you going to kill them?”

He shrugged. “I just want my nuts back.”

“How come?”

He looked at her with an obtuse look on his face.

“You can’t reattach them.”

“The doctor said I could.”

“He just wants a fancy operation.”

“I don’t have much money, and he said he would do it anyway, if I could find a donor.”

“He just wants to be in the medical journals, the man who tried to reattach testicles. He’ll get fame from that, go on the lecture tour, be a traveling consultant. Lots of bucks.”

“How do you know?”

“I’m a paralegal. We’ve handled many a malpractice suit. Doctors are like vultures.”

He grunted.

“I want you to wear a bra.”

He tilted his head.

“For me. Like a knight would wear his lady’s scarf when jousting.”

He nodded.

“Let me get one.”

He sat and waited. He studied the traffic shooting by far under the back window of the apartment. Too bad she didn’t have a balcony. He could see himself doing a swan dive onto the freeway. What would kill him? The fall…or the cars smacking into him, running over him, turning his body into a gelatinous mush?

Then he chuckled. He thought of an old joke. It’s not the long fall that hurts, it’s that sudden stop.

“What are you smiling about?” Shirley came back into the kitchenette and placed a bra on the table.

He picked it up and looked at it.

“Nothing.” The smile was gone from his face as if it had never been.

The bra was a sports bra, designed to compress boobs. It would be flat on his chest.

“Oh. Well, you’ve got a nice smile.”

He smiled, but it wasn’t the same.

After eating, while she did the dishes, he took off his jacket and tee and holster. He put on the bra. It was tight, but it felt good. It gave him some weird kind of discipline. As if binding his body bound his mind.

He liked it.

He liked it better than thinking about doing a swan dive onto the 101.

Heput on his shirt, then his holster, and finally his jacket.

Shirley came back into the living room and watched him.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“For what?” Though he knew.

“I’m sorry for what Richard and Butch did to you.”

He shrugged. No matter.

“I live here.” Which was a stupid statement, of course she lived there, but the intent was plain.

“I’ll come see you some time.”

“I’d like that.”

He finished getting dressed and walked out of the apartment.


PART TWO

Richard and Butch were not easy to get to.

They hung out in a fancy nightclub, and they lived somewhere.

George didn’t want to shoot them down in the night club; he wanted information.

And he was afraid if he hung out around them too much they’d see him.

So he sat in his car and waited for them to leave.

At the end of the night they would saunter out into the LA smog. Mutt and Jeff. George and Lennie. Laverne and Shirley.

They would stand and smoke for a minute, watch the good looking women come and go, and act tough.

They would get in their car and drive away.

Tailing somebody looks easy in the movies. You stay three cars back and the hoods never catch on. Unless it’s part of the plot, of course.

George followed them for two blocks, then get caught by a traffic light. When the light changed he spurted after them, but couldn't find them.

He drove around for a couple of hours, wishing he knew where they were, then returned to his apartment. He slept.

He awoke in the afternoon. He wasn’t sharp, but he was focused, and sharpness came the longer he was awake.

He sat in his apartment, cleaned his gun, and his mind was blank.

What was he doing?

He wanted to watch Shirley have another orgasm.

He went out to his car and drove to Shirley’s house.

It was almost as if she had been waiting for him. She simply opened the door and he entered.

“I’ll fix dinner.”

“Later,” and he kissed her.

Again, he got almost hard enough, was hard enough to enter her, not hard enough to get off himself, and, again, she was put on the path of slow, tantalizing, excruciating orgasms.

That was the night she realized that she was in love. Any man who could do what he was doing to her…it had to be love.

Afterwards they had breakfast. Breakfast in the evening. It was somehow appropriate.

“Did you find them?”

He nodded. “Charley Coyote’s, but I can’t get to them.”

“They sit at that back table and they’ll see you coming.”

“I might be able to track them home, but it’ll take some time.”

“You’re going to need to alter your appearance.”

He nodded. He hadn’t thought about that, but it was true. “I’ll grow a mustache.”

“Nope.”

He looked at her.

A mustache won’t do it. Not even a beard will do it. You’re just not a mustache man.”

He waited.

“We’re going to feminize you.”

“Why?”

“Why feminize? Because when I get done with you you can walk right up to them and blast away. They’ll never see you coming. They’ll be looking at tits and won’t even see your pistol.”

The thought made him happy, though he didn’t intend to walk up and blast. He needed information.

Shirley started working on him that afternoon. She Naired him, manicured his nails.

“I’m sticking with a Metro look for now. Later, when you’re more comfortable, we can go whole hog.

It felt weird to have his nails done. There were men at ABC studios who were into the Metro look, a lot of them.

Metro was more of a half man, half woman look. It was soft, a minimum of make up, hair coiffed sexually.

At one o’clock he headed out. He parked across the street from where he had lost the two men and waited.

Time passed slowly. He watched cops cruise past in their patrol cars. He watched bums pushing shopping carts. Some kids sauntered past, trying to look tough with cigarettes in their mouths.

The radio played Radar Love:

The road has got me hypnotized

And I'm speedin' into a nude sunrise

He knew the truth of that.

At two thirty they came through the intersection. Just boppin’. Heads forward, smoking, eyes looking forward.

They had no idea he was coming for them.

He followed them to La Cienega, headed for the airport.

Lost them at Martin Luther King when they turned.

He drove home.

The next night he came for Shirley. Met her at the door when she got off. Kissed her madly, not feeling the passion, but feeling an intensity of sensation that drew him on.

How can a eunuch make love?

Here’s how. I don’t need to cum…I just need the soft, warm pussy to tell me it’s going to be all right.

He pushed her through the doorway and backed her into her bedroom. Her arms were around his neck, she was making hungry, mewling sounds, then he was ripping off her clothes, pawing her breasts, and emotionlessly putting his cock into her.

Mind fuck. No testosterone flooding him, his mind was making it happen.

Did he think, on some level, that he was going to get off?

Maybe, and maybe he would get off. The doctor had said it was possible.

She lay under him, held her hands to his metro biceps, looked into his eye lined eyes. In the midst of the grunting fever she realized that she needed to work on his eyes.

Then she wasn’t thinking anything, because her orgasm was massive. It lifted her up, made her forget who she was, and it felt. like molten lava was exploding from her pussy.

They ate. A ritual. She worked on his make up. She gave him a skirt and blouse. She wanted to give him a dress, but the holster worked best under a jacket, and she didn’t have a jacket for a dress.

He felt curiously fulfilled, looking at himself in a mirror.

As a young man in college he had looked into all sorts of sexual aberrations. He had read studies of men who cross dressed. He wondered what the studies would say about a man who actually changed sexes.

He walked down to the car, lipstick on his mouth, colorful eyes, and looked up at her apartment.

She was looking out the window at the end of the hall. She blew him a kiss.

He smiled, a flat thing of no lust, and got into his car.

He followed Richard and Butch into South LA. He drove slowly behind them, and the traffic waned. But he wasn’t worried about them seeing him. They were pretty much on a straight line.

They turned right and headed down one of the sub streets.

They turned into the driveway of a small house, and he drove past.

And drove home.

Tomorrow.

The next night he drove to Shirley’s, and they fucked like demented rabbits, their lust on display and unquenchable. Although she was finally quenched, he would never be quenched. He was tightly wound. He couldn’t stop thinking about Richard and Butch.

After fucking they sat and ate, and she knew. “You found out where they lived.”

He nodded.

“You’re going to go see them.”

He nodded.

“Are you going to kill them?”

He pushed his chair back a bit, made a small screech on the vinyl, and looked up.

And thought.

“Probably not,” he finally answered.

It felt like he had been thinking about whether to kill them for a year. In reality it had only been about ten seconds. His mind was moving that fast.

He left Shirley’s early. He was wearing a dress, because she had found a Navy peacoat in a closet, and high heels.

Well, low heels.

He liked it. He liked the panties and sports bra. He liked the dress and the heels. And he liked the way the Glock set in the holster under the peacoat.

He waved to her again, and got into his car. He looked at himself in the rear view mirror, and was surprised at how much he liked what he saw.

She had really worked on his hair, given it highlights, and his cheeks had light blush.

He looked sexy. He looked like a woman. He felt the constriction of the bra and wondered what it would feel like to have tits.

Weird, probably.

Shirley wanted him to have tits. She had said so. “If you survive tonight I’m going to get you boobs. Real boobs.”

He hadn’t said anything, but he had felt a splitting open of warm deep in his chest.

He must like the idea.

He was early, and he parked around the corner from their house.

Big bonus, there was a back alley.

He avoided street lights, walked calmly down the alley, then turned into their yard. Across a bare patch of ground, up some worn steps, and into the house.

They were so tough they didn’t even lock their doors.

It was a two bedroom house. He made sure the drapes were drawn tight, he arranged furniture so two comfortable chairs were on one side of the room, and the uncomfortable straight back was on the other.

Facing each other.

Then he sat down in the straight back chair and waited.

Waited. The inevitable clock ticking. Something brushed his leg and he almost shot his foot off.

Cat.

Who would figure two tough guys like Richard and Butch would have a cat?

He stroked the back of the cat and its tail rose up and brushed against his wrist.

He waited, listened to the silence, thought about what had happened to him, thought about what he was going to do.

He wanted his nuts back. That was the bottom line.

But what was he going to do to Richard and Butch?

He was going to do something, but…what?”

Cars driving past.

He thought about the dangers of gunshots. Neighbors might hear.

Might not. In spite of being in a poor area, these houses had been built in an era which promoted solid construction. They had thick walls, lathing, probably the number of wallpapers piled on would stop a lot of the noise.

He waited for two hours, but it felt like ten hours. His mind was moving that fast.

But he was content.

He was going to get his nuts back.

A car slowed. Lights in the driveway. They were home. George got up and went into the kitchen.

The sound of doors opening and closing. Footsteps on the porch. Murmurs and snatches of conversation, then the front door opened.

Richard entered first, felt for the light switch, but it wasn’t working.

“Fuck,” he said. “Lights burnt out.” He started across the room and Butch entered. Closed the door.

Click. Light flooded the front room.

For smart, tough guys they were a bit slow. They turned towards George, blinked, mouths open, and saw the Glock held in a steady hand.

“Sit in the chairs.”

Richard had six feet to go to get to the back room, he knew he would never make it.

Butch was just stupid, and had nowhere to go.

But it was the coldness in George’s voice that convinced them. Colder than an Alaskan fart. Colder than a polar bear’s turd.

Cold enough to die.

They didn’t even look at each other. It was one gun, and they were two, but George’s two eyes were like shotgun bores.

Richard sat in the chair on the right.

Butch sat in the chair on the left.

George walked in a large circle, the Glock fixed on them, and sat in the straight back chair.

To them he was a girl. A woman. A bitch. A pussy.

But with a gun.

“What is this?” whispered Richard, his eyes narrowed.

George knew they didn’t recognize him. Heck, they hadn’t spoken back in Glendale. They had carried him into the apartment house to cut off his nuts. They never really looked at him.

“Last time you saw me was in a bar in Glendale.”

They were blank.

“Then you stole my testicles.”

It hit them. A sucker punch that went in at the belly and came out at the spine. Eyes widened. Mouths dropped.

“What the fuck?” muttered Butch.

“Where are they?”

“What…what do you mean?”

“You stole them, sold them. Who’d you sell them to?”

They blathered for a moment.

George raised the gun and pointed it at them.

“I’m going to shoot you. How badly I shoot you depends on your answers. Who did you sell my nuts to?”

Nothing. Did they not believe him? Or was it just so surreal they were incapable of logical thought?

They were in comfy chairs, the kind that you have to lean forward and leverage yourself out of.

He aimed at Butch’s foot.

BANG!

The sound wasn’t too bad. Butch’s scream was worse. He didn’t leap forward, he picked up his foot and stared at it. Blood seeped out of the top of the Oxford.

Richard started to move forward, but the gun shifted to him. “Who did you sell my nuts to?”

“You son of a bitch! You—“

BANG!

“AIEEE!” Richard looked down at his foot and contorted in the chair.

Butch was crying.

“Who did you sell my nuts to?”

“We sold them to a doctor!”

“What’s his name?”

“I don’t know his n—“

BANG!

“FUCK! STOP THAT!”

“What’s his name?”

Both Butch and Richard babbled.

“Dr. Richard Crenwell. 416 Daisy Dr in Beverly Hills. His phone number is—“

George waved the gun and they both flinched and shut up.

“Don’t need that.”

Richard: “What are you going to do?”

“Get my nuts back.”

George stood up. Three shots, he had nearly a full clip left. That was a lot of feet.

BANG!

Screams. Terror. Blood. Now both men had bullet holes in both feet. The floor was welling with the red stuff, and they were pleading and crying.

They weren’t so tough, after all.

“Now, Richard, Butch, if you tell the police who shot you you’ll have to admit to kidnapping and stealing my testicles and all that sort of stuff. So what are you going to tell the people at the hospital, the cops, when they come a’callin’?”

“Nothing.”

George mused. “If you get shot and won’t tell who shot you…do they charge you with anything?”

Richard and Butch both stared at him. Blubbering, crying, but stopped by the insanity of the question. But it was also a legitimate question.

Can you be arrested for being a victim?

“Well, I guess you’ll find out.” George said.

He walked out of the house, ass swaying, looking sexy, and wondering if he had enough money for breast implants. He did have some money saved up. He wondered if Shirley would help out.

416 Daisy Dr was easy to find. George simply tapped the address into his cell phone and followed the directions.

The house was on a dark street on the outskirts of Beverly Hills. It was a well kept thing of sandstone and stucco. Probably five or six rooms. There was a Lexus in the front and a Harley Davidson. An expensive hog with all the bells and whistles. Not a biker’s bike, but a biker wanna be’s bike.

It was just past three in the morning now, and George parked his car and walked up the curvy path to the front door.

No lights in the house, but it had the feeling of somebody home.

George rang the doorbell.

DING DONG!

And waited.

And rang

And waited

And rang.

Then…footsteps.

The lights went on, somebody looked through a curtain at the side of the door.

George looked like a woman, no alarm there, so the door swung back.

George stepped in and aimed his Glock right at the nose of a fifty year old, white haired man with glasses on. “Anybody home?”

So nonchalant, and yet so cold.

Dr. Crenwell—Richard—shook his head as he backed up. He was trying to figure out his chances of running into the kitchen, but the eyes in the gloom stopped him.

“Why? No family?”

Richard was not stupid. He was a doctor, and he had written books and case histories and all sorts of things.

And he had committed illegal operations on unwilling people.

People like George.

“Divorced.”

“Into the living room, Dick.” George allowed himself the luxury of emphasizing ‘dick.’

Crenwell turned into the living room. The drapes were all drawn, and George motioned him to a chair.

“What is this about?”

“A few weeks you operated on a young man in a bathtub. You harvested his testicles and, presumably, sold them. I want them back.”

Crenwell blinked. He figured it out quickly.

“Why?”

“They’re mine.”

“But they’re doing well, and—“

“Heysoos pissed on a rock but I want to shoot you in the groin.”

“I’ll have to check my records.”

“So check.”

Crenwell moved through the house. George followed him.

“Should I change my name to Georgia? Or Georgette?”

Crenwell said nothing. In his professional opinion George was certifiable.

They entered the doctor’s study, and Crenwell went to a safe and started fiddling with the dial.

“Better not be a gun in there.”

Crenwell stopped. He had been planning, but those plans were now worthless.

“There is.”

“Turn till it’s unlocked, open it, take the gun out using the tips of your left fingers.”

Crenwell did as directed, and shortly George had a six shooter in his possession.

“That’s an antique,” said the doctor. “Be careful.”

“I will. Who?”

Crenwell opened a folder, flipped through contents, then handed the paper to George.

George took it, motioned Crenwell to a chair across the room and waited until the doctor was seated.

“John Wellington.” George read. “Why’d he need my testicles?”

“He lost his in a boating accident.”

Now George was curious. The doctors at his hospital had talked about reattaching his nuts, but if Shirley was right, they were just scamming him.

“Do they work?”

“So far.”

“What do you mean ‘so far?’”

“No adverse effects, Johnny says he is able to orgasm easily. And it’s only been a short while. We have yet to assess his ability to impregnate.”

“How much did he pay?”

“It was mostly arranged by a third party who—“

“How much?”

“$100,000.”

George smiled. That was more like it. He hated the idea of his nuts only being worth twenty a piece.

“Can you take them out and put them back in me?”

Crenwell shook his head.

George sighed.

In a way, it was the end of the road. Something in him had been hoping. But…

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

A long moment of thought, then George said, “You realize that if you tell anybody about me you’ll be admitting to black market operations?”

“I’m aware.”

George shot him in the foot and walked out. The doctor’s screams were music to his ears as he shut the front door.

Johnathon Wellington didn’t live that far away. Just a hop, skip and jump, across the freeway in Brentwood.

OJ land. Where rich people allegedly slaughter beautiful young women and get away with it.

Brentwood. How thick are your sins?

It was getting light in the sky now, a false dawn, and George drove up a long and winding road. There was a monastery up here, or some kind of girl’s school, and it was very difficult to find the right address. Not only did the road wind about, but the driveway did.

It was 5:30 when he parked his car on the street outside a large hedge.

John Wellington. Rich enough to buy testicles at $50K each. Well connected enough to arrange a black market operation with people who, presumably, were so rich they didn’t need the money.

He rounded the hedge and walked along the curve of a driveway. He came to a gate, but it was just a gate. He stepped up a hillside, nearly slipping in his low heels, and jumped back to the driveway.

It felt weird. Normally nuts bounce, and you feel things.

He felt nothing.

He continued walking, the sun was touching the tips of the trees and the world was lighting up.

He came to a large parking area. The garage door was open and a man was putting golf clubs in the back of the car.

He heard the click, click of George’s low heels. It wasn’t a loud click, but the man turned, and George could see his frown in the growing light.

“Can I help you, young lady?”

George pulled out his Glock and aimed it.

The man turned ashen. “What is it? Money? My car? What do you want?”

George said the thing that had been percolating in his mind these last weeks. “I’d like my nuts back.”

John Wellington trembled, and everything flashed through his mind. He had thought about the nuts he had had transplanted into him, and he had wondered from whom they had come. Now he was face to face. with his worries. His knees gave way. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry!”

“Be sorry if you want, but I want my nuts back.”

“Okay.”

And it was that simple.

And it wasn’t.

George lowered the gun. “Let’s talk.”

Wellington had a wife and three kids, he didn’t want to talk in the house, so they went to a brick bench under a tree and sat down.

George holstered his gun.

“You’ve got children. Why did you need my nuts?”

“It wasn’t that…I need…I need to feel like a man.”

“Didn’t do much for my manhood.”

“I didn’t know where the testicles came from. I…in my mind…I thought they were donated. Or…at least…maybe from some fellow who died in a motorcycle accident.”

“Hunh.”

“I never dreamed…I know I was delusional, but I was desperate to be a man again. The look in my wife’s eyes, the pity from people who knew, you can’t—“ he stopped.

“I can’t know what it’s like,” finished George.

But Wellington had the apology on his lips.

“No. It’s okay. You’re right. People can’t understand.”

“What can I do to make up for it? Whatever my delusions, what I did is wrong.”

George held up his hand to forestall more speech. He was sticking on what John had said, ‘What I did was wrong.’

And what he was doing was wrong.

Oh, he was probably justified in shooting all those people in the feet, but his nuts were gone, nothing to do about it.

Well, he could shoot Wellington in the foot, and the cops would probably let him off with a warning.

And he could get his nuts back. Have them put in their rightful pouches. In spite of all the juggling around they might even work again.

But what was that going to do to Wellington?

Could he continue this cycle of violence he had embarked upon?

He sighed.

“What can I do?” repeated Wellington.

George said, “Well, I could shoot you in the feet, steal your—my—testicles, press charges…”

“Oh, God. I really fucked up.”

“But maybe there’s another thing we could do.”

John looked up hopefully, and George began to talk.

John came home to Shirley’s apartment. She was just getting ready for work, and he kissed her, hugged her, and went in and crawled into her bed.

She stared at him, dressed like a woman and snoring.

She wondered what had happened.

Had he killed anybody? What had he done?

But, whatever he had done, he was asleep now. And she picked up on the significance of him coming to her apartment.

He wanted to be here. More than any place else.

And, truth, she wanted him here.

She closed the door gently on the way out.


EPILOGUE

“This is certainly new to me,” he said, walking in the door.

“How do they feel?”

“Big. My sense of balance is off. And this bra…wow.”

Shirley grinned at George. “They sure are beautiful.”

He grinned, “And free.”

Shirley shook her head. “I can’t believe Wellington paid for your new Chyna 2000s.”

“It was that, or give me back my nuts.” He grinned.

“What are you smiling for?”

“If he manages to get his wife pregnant they have to name the baby after me.”

Shirley shook her head, but was grinning.

“And ABC studios is okay with you?”

“Haven’t you heard? They love trans people.”

He poured a couple of drinks and they moved to the little balcony patio in his apartment. She had moved in with him, his apartment was so much nicer than hers.

They sat next to each other, and she took advantage of the moment to feel his new boobs. “Wow, these are state of the art nice.”

“You can say that again.”

“Wow, these are—“

“Okay!” He raised a palm and they laughed.

Then she was sitting on him. Kissing him. And in between they sipped bourbon and Coke.

“I’ve got the strap on ready.”

He looked at his watch mockingly. “Is it that time already?”

“It is if you want to be a real woman.”

“I guess it is that time.”

Their drinks done they adjourned to the bedroom.

“How do you want me?” he asked.

“Just lay on your back on the bed. Dress up, and lose the panties.”

He followed her directions and lay on the bed, watching her, waiting for her.

She smiled as she lifted her dress, took off her panties, and pulled the strap on into place. Now she had a big dick, the back of which was nestled against her pussy.

“Do you really think you can get me off?”

“Oh, yeah,” she nodded and chuckled. “I’m going to pop you like a balloon.”

He smiled, his arms behind his head.

She came to him, a jar of lube in one hand. She pushed his legs up and said, “Hold them up.”

He grabbed his legs, and she swiftly inserted a goop of lube right into his hole.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Cold?”

“Feels good.”

“It’s going to feel better, big boy.”

She swirled her finger, spread the lube through his anus, then moved forward and pushed his legs up over her shoulders. She smiled down at him, held his dick up, and penetrated his asshole.

He yelped, and his eyes got a far away look in them.

“How is it, lover?”

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “This is heaven.”

“You betcha.” She pushed in and pulled back and established a rhythm.

He grunted with the pleasure.

“Now take your time, relax and let it happen.”

He nodded. It was getting hard for him to speak.

In and out, smiling down on him. Side to side, watching him gulp.

He felt it coming within five minutes, and his eyes opened and focused on her.

“That’s right. Let it happen.”

She stroked his penis, rubbed his nipples, and the sensation built bigger and bigger.

“Oh, my God! I’m going to cum.”

“Told you so.”

Then the first waves hit him.

It was different than a male orgasm. It was a prostate orgasm, and it came from a deeper place, took its time, and he found himself lifting his hips, trying to get his legs down.

Shirley had the position though, and she kept him in his. She scoured his innards with her dick, and he started to jerk. His eyeballs rolled back and he forgot all about who he was. He was just lost in the most wonderful sensation of golden heat.

She watched him, and thin gruel erupted from his penis. Not a big, hard shot, but a serious drizzle. He expended his fluid for a while, then his hips slowed down, the orgasm waned, and he came back to her.

“Wow,” he said.

“You can say that again.”

So he did.

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


Feminization on Lesbian Island!

Men were hunted down and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Floating on the ocean for 73 days is not fun.

No shade but what the occasional cloud offers.

No water except for squalls and storms, and then you lay on your back and open your mouth and drink enough to last until the next squall.

Your eyesight becomes fuzzy and the world becomes ill defined shapes.

You look at your mates, the other four poor souls who survived the sinking of your ship, and you see pork chops. Literally, cuts of meat upon which you wish to dine.

You imagine ships picking you out of the brine, of being seen by a plane 30,000 feet up.

And when you finally get a glimpse of an island you think your problems are over.

They’re not.

They’re just starting.

“Land!” Jimmy croaked. He was the strongest of the five men. He could still sit upright and gaze across the thousands of miles of empty sea.

“Fuck you,” whispered Danny, through cracked lips.

Johnny and Jerry ignored the weak signal. They had all but given up hope. They were sure death would simply creep over them in the night and that wold be it.

Bob, who was second strongest, pulled himself upright and gazed over the gunnels. “Land!” he whispered, which caused a stir.

Could it be? Were they going to get rescued? Or was this one more foul trick played by fate upon them.

CAW! A bird sailed by.

Heads rose. Even the weakest of the men responded to that faint hope.

“Slowly, hands pulled sailors up, and they stared at the island.

It was actually a fair sized hunk of land. Maybe a mile wide with a peak in the center. Coconut trees rose up out of a jungle and waved in the wind.

The sound of monkeys screeching occasionally wafted over them.

In those first few giddy moments the island seemed the answer to their prayers. The men waved their arms and even slapped salt water into their mouths, not to drink, but to moisten the tissues that they might speak properly.

“My God!”

“We made it!”

“What do you think it’s called?”

“Lesbian Island!”

The others looked at the one who had spoken.

“Because with out luck any women on the island will be lesbians.”

Everybody smiled. Even a bad joke could be appreciated now.

And so it was christened. Whatever name the little atoll actually possessed was pushed aside in favor of: ‘Lesbian Island.’”

The only problem was that it was a couple of miles away.

The sailors stared across the expanse, the roll of waves and white caps as the ocean broke over a coral reef.

“We got to row,” blurted Danny.

Lacking the strength to argue, accepting the logic of desperation, the five men began to scoop with their hands.

The oars had been lost during a storm and all they had was their bony fingers slicing through the water.

Still, Lesbian Island was hope, and hope awakens the beast in any man’s soul, so they lined the sides of the lifeboat and began pulling water past them.

The boat was sluggish. They hadn’t bailed out the last storm, and the extra weight sloshed around on the bottom of their vessel. It wallowed as the waves lifted it, glanced off it, slowed it.

They pulled, their eyes gleaming, their skinny arms going forward, pulling back, going forward, pulling back.

Slowly, like molasses flowing in winter, the boat angled towards the island.

It would be a close thing. The current was pulling the boat slightly sideways, and they were in danger of being slipped around the side of the island.

It was Jimmy, Jimmy Ahern from Chicago, never been to sea and the first time he goes he is shipwrecked, who made the difference.

“I’ll kick us!”

He slid over the stern, held to the back of the boat with his hands and started kicking.

The boat picked up just enough speed to escape the current. The men gave small shrieks of delight, and because they were looking toward the island they didn’t see the sharks swarming in the calm water of the coral formed lagoon.

“AAIIIEEE!”

Four men turned as one, then looked down, saw the two foot bodies, scores of them, nibbling at poor Jimmy Ahern.

They rushed to the rear of the boat, reached for his arms, but it was too late. Bitten to pieces, blood frothing in the water, he sank below the surface where the sharks had more access to his flesh.

The four men, stunned, stared as Jimmy became a torn rag of bloody flesh, screaming even under the water, flailing at the sharks. And they sharks ignored his protestations as they ate him alive.

The men watched, were not sickened for the simple reason that there was too little spirit left in them. It was the judgment of the sea, an eternal judgment, and there was nothing they could do.

One by one they turned to the island. It still beckoned, but not so happily.

They were afraid to put their hands in the salty water now, and they took off what was left of their shirts and slapped the water, pulled with tangled, ripping thread, and once again the boat moved, more drifted, towards the sandy beaches.

Inch by inch, the day whiled, and the boat drifted.

Every once in a while one of the men would, pushed beyond reason, reach their hand into the water, risk the snapping sharks, and give a pull.

Then fear would overcome them.

Still, they progressed, and when the water was but a foot deep the sharks were not a bother. The men staggered out of the boat and onto the shore.

The sand was white, like powdered sugar.

The shore had been been bleached, likely for millennium, by the sun. It had been scoured by wind and rain. It was soft, trapping the foot.

Twenty yards, then the jungle started.

The jungle, with screeching monkeys, parrots, and perhaps larger creatures.

The men lay on their fronts and backs and gasped for breath. They were alive! They had made it!

And only slowly did the sound of the screeching disturb them.

“Buggers,” groaned Jerry. “Won’t they ever shut up?”

“How you think they got here?” mumbled Bob.

“Sailed a boat themselves. Buggers.” Came the answer.

After an hour or so, the men stirred. They were on solid land, but they still needed food and water. They still needed to survive.

One by one they got to their feet and walked towards the jungle. They trailed into the cool shade of the foliage, and there their prayers were answered.

Just twenty yards in was a pool of clear water. Storm water dripped off the fronds, pure and delicious.

They fell to their hands and knees and immersed their faces. They drank, feeling the cool liquid trickle down their throats, sooth their cracked, parched throats.

They lay on the edges of the pond for a half hour, just breathing. Just thanking God.

Finally, Jerry crawled to a tree. At the base of the tree were the cracked husks of coconuts. The meat eaten out of the things, the milk evaporated.

He looked up, and a monkey looked down.

It was a spider monkey, not much mass, just a scrawny stick of a figure.

But there was meat in the coconuts up high, and the idea that there was meat on that little monkey’s frame drifted through their senses.

Food.

Jerry started to climb the tree. It was slanted a bit, and he dug his fingers in and clasped his arms around, and he reached a cluster of coconuts.

One by one, he ripped the coconuts free of the grip of the tree. Coconuts dropped, and the others each grabbed one and began bashing them on the rocks set in the sand.

Jerry descended, picked up his own coconut, and cracked it open.

They sat, four men, and drank the milk and chewed the chewy meat.

It was their first real food in more than two months. They had run out of rations. They had lived off fish they had caught, until they lost the line. But now…now…Lesbian Island had provided.

Bob threw up. Waited a while, and continued eating.

At the far end of the small pond was a bush with berries on it. Danny was recovered enough to explore, and he headed for the bush.

Another source of food.

He reached up and plucked a berry, and the limb holding the berry bent with his pull.

The shades of color, the shape of the foliage, it all resolved until Danny saw the eyes.

“FUCK!”

Danny jumped back and let the limb slap back into the bush.

“What?”

“There’s somebody here!”

The men got to their feet. They advanced as a group; there is strength in numbers.

They gathered at the berry bush. Danny pulled the limb back.

Nobody.

But there were footprints in the sand at the bottom of the bush.

Small footprints.

It was Jimmy, horny Jimmy who used to masturbate on the deck late at night and let his seed spew into the ocean, who made the connection.

“It’s…it’s a woman.”

The men looked at each other in wonder.

They had been rescued. They had food and drink. And now…women!

They stuck close to the shore. They caught lobsters and ate them. Danny made fire with a stick and a block of wood, spinning the stick between his palms until he caused a bit of coconut fur to ignite.

Bob found a mango tree and brought in an armful of the delicious fruit.

They had berries. And they could fish…if they wished to eat shark.

But they looked up at the trees, saw the chattering monkeys swinging from tree to tree, and they wanted meat.

It was Jerry who came up with the idea.

“Cover me with fronds,” he said.  He nestled down in the sand and the others covered him with large leaves. On his belly they placed three, juicy Mangoes and a handful of berries, and a coconut split in two.

He could feel the juice of the coconut on his belly. He could smell the coconut’s peculiar smell. He could see strips of light through the fronds.

He waited.

The men retreated to the beach and waited.

It didn’t take long. The monkey ate from the trees, but the sight of a dinner all laid out, was something a curious monkey could not resist. To not even have to pick their dinner!

One monkey, braver than the rest, scampered around Jerry. He plucked at a big leaf, ran away.

He smelled something, but…all that food!

He came closer. He reached for a mango.

Jerry clapped his arms together and caught the little thief.

The monkey bit, but fortunately he only bit into frond and the tattered remnants of Jerry’s shirt.

Jerry swung the monkey as he sat up, managed to trap his limbs in a way that the monkey couldn’t bite him.

“Hey! Hey!” He yelled.

The others burst through the jungle and stopped in front of the grinning Jerry.

Monkey!

Food!

Meat!

A feast for starving men!

Protein and—

“Let go.”

As one, four heads swiveled. Across a short expanse of sand, across the pond, in front of the berry bush, stood a woman.

She was moderate heigh, maybe five foot six. She was naked, and her brown skin shone in the sunlight. Her hair was long, probably never been cut, and it curled down over her shoulders to her waist.

Her breasts were large and her hips round. Her lips were full, plump and soft and moist looking.

Her eyes were dark pools of liquid brown.

“Let monkey go.”

Jerry wasn’t about to let the monkey go. This was their first meat in over two months. He held it, keeping the frantic, little creature’s teeth away from his forearm.

“Gawd!” said Danny, his eyes captured by the woman’s curves. His penis began to erect.

Johnny reached his hand down. His pants were so ragged his hard on burst through the mangled material.

Jerry, even while he held onto the monkey, grew a boner. “Fuck!” he whispered.

Bob still had enough pants left that his excitement was concealed.

The woman circled the pond, her delicate feet lightly touching the edge of the pond, leaving a slight ripple. “You let monkey go. No eat.”

Jerry muttered, “Lady, we’re hungry.”

The woman was close now, and she suddenly slapped at Jerry’s arm. The sudden impact loosened his grip just enough that the monkey could escape. It fell to the ground and scampered back to a tree. In a moment it was 20 feet up, shrieking and complaining at the men who had so cruelly trapped it.

“Hey!”

The men started after the monkey, but only took a few steps. Bob turned and growled at the woman. “That was our dinner, bitch!”

The woman snapped, “Eat berry, eat bush. Eat fish. No monkey. Monkey forbidden.”

SCREEEEE!”

The men jumped at the sudden shriek.

Behind the woman two leopards slunk out of the undergrowth, they approached, as if stalking, but only took a place at the woman’s side.

The woman patted the heads of the big cats. “No eat leopard.”

The men looked at each other. Leopard? No fucking way they were going after a leopard!

The woman nodded. “Eat monkey…leopard eat you. You eat berries, fish, coconuts. No eat monkey.”

She turned quickly and marched back around the pool.

“Hey!” Jerry yelled.

She turned at the bush on the far side of the pond.

“Who are you?”

“Amphitrite.”

“How’d you get here? Can you get us off here?”

She watched them and there was a humorous quality to her eyes.

“You stay. Eat. Fish. Play.”

“Play?” Danny muttered. “We need to go home.”

Amphitrite’s lips curved gently.She stepped into the bushes, the leopards, growling , followed her.

The men immediately started discussing her.

“God! She’s beautiful!”

“Where’d she come from?”

“I’m more interested in where she’s going!”

After a minute the men followed her.

They looked for footprints, but there were lots of footprints, and they couldn’t be sure which were the ones she had just left.

For hours they traipsed through the jungle, but there was no sign of her. Just screeching monkeys, and the occasional scream of a leopard.

And once…the throaty growl of a gorilla. At least, they thought it was a gorilla. It could have been some other kind of beast. But gorilla came to mind, so gorilla it was.

Finally, they had rounded the mountain and come to the ocean on the other side of the island. The blue waves marched away, little white caps here and there. Clouds in the distance.

No sign of the women.

The four men sat down and made a fire. Food was now no problem. they might get tired of mangos and berries and fish and such, but they wouldn’t starve.

“She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” muttered Danny.

Johnny nodded. “But where did she go?”

“How did she get here? She’s got to have a boat or something.”

But there were no answers. The night arrived, the sun set, and the men leaned against trees and talked. And, finally, went to sleep.

Two weeks later they talked about getting another monkey.

“I’m tired of coconut. I want meat!” griped Bob.

In truth, he had another idea percolating in the back of his skull. The woman had shown up when they had threatened to eat a monkey. Maybe she would again. And, at the very least, they would have a meal of roasted monkey.

The others weren’t excited about the idea. They were thinking about pleasing the woman, they didn’t want her mad at them. They had only seen her for 30 seconds, and already they were in thrall to her.

Bob wandered off into the brush. He knew the others were going to catch lobster today, but he wanted monkey.

He found an isolated spot, collected long leaves and spread them over him. He piled a bit of fruit on his belly, and he waited.

The monkeys chattered in the trees. He heard the leopards, but he wasn’t worried about them. The leopards seemed to be in hiding. They had yet to see one.

He heard a monkey complaining in a whiny voice, he felt the thing approaching him, then the monkey sat on him, right on his chest, and picked up a piece of fruit.

Bob clamped his arms together and the monkey screeched.

Bob sat up, holding the little things arms out, avoiding his sharp, little teeth.

He sat, and waited. Either the woman was going to show up, or he was going to have a meal of monkey meat.

Time passed, and just when he thought he was going to have to bash the little creature’s brains out and cook it: “Let go monkey.”

He turned and saw the woman. She was half behind a bush, staring at him with those deep, knowing eyes.

“No.”

She frowned. She tilted her head. “You want monkey? Or you want me?”

Bob’s breath caught. He stared at the woman and his penis was suddenly feeling like it was ten feet long.

The monkey stopped struggling and look at the woman, then at Bob, then at the woman.

The woman said, “Put monkey down. Come me. We go…we…” she apparently didn’t have a word for fuck, but that was obvious in her look.

Bob let the monkey go, and the woman held out her hand.

Bob rose, brushed himself off, and took her hand.

She led him through the jungle, towards the center of the island, towards the peak.

Bob followed along. He could smell her. His boner was thrust out. His heart was pounding.

They moved slightly uphill, at the base of the small mountain. The woman glanced back at him from time to time. Her look was mysterious, enigmatic.

Then they were climbing up the scree. She led him around a large boulder, and behind the boulder was the entrance to a cave.

Into the cave, and the light faded.

Her hand was light, but controlling. “Watch head.”

He put his other hand up and realized the low roof.

They wound through the tunnel, and Bob knew he would never be able to find his way back. There were other tunnels branching off. Every once in a while he caught a glimpse of light twisting through the caves.

Then the voices began. Soft whispers with an edge. Exclamations of alarm. Like people woken up suddenly, shocked to awareness, and their voices complained and filled the cavern, and his ears.

Voices that were ancient. Languages that had been forgotten. Yet their meaning was clear. Fright, terror, fear. Bob held to her hand harder, and he felt like she was smiling in the darkness. Showing teeth that could not be seen.

After a half hour they came out on a small ledge. It was not visible from the rest of the island, but Bob peaked over the edge. He was on the far side and he could see his friends, his fellow castaways, on the beach. Scrambling among rocks, looking for edibles. Clams, lobsters, even eels.

One need not go hungry on the island…if they stayed away from the monkeys. And whatever else is here, Bob thought, and was actually a little scared of the concept filtering through his mind.

“Come.”

He turned, and she stood in front of a cave. Naked, her breasts out thrust, the look in her eyes demanding, hungry, wanting him.

He crossed the little area and entered the cave.

Her bed was a stone slab. The slab was worn smooth by…what? The motions of her body over an eternity of sleep and rest? Motions of hips wiggling, buttocks pressing down as an eternity of men wiggled their dicks into her.

She sat on the slab and motioned to him to come to her, to sit next to her.

He pulled off his threads, ripping worn material in his anxiety. His penis was as hard as the slab she was sitting on, and he wanted to put it in her.

Yet it was a fight to fuck her. He took her in his arms and she wiggled free. Her arms were like oiled snakes and her legs were vines thick as elephant trunks that tripped and twined at him.

He held her face and tried to kiss her, but she laughed and pulled his arms aside and snuggled in against him.

He grabbed her hair and pulled it back. She yelped and laughed and pulled his hands from her hair.

It was like fucking a Tai Chi master, her eternally giving way, never presenting a target for his lustful attacks.

“Please…please,” he begged.

Then she had her hands on his face and her lips to his. She kissed him, chewed on his mouth until he had no words. She pushed his arms out to the side and mounted him.

He felt like a cloud of swirling juices had engulfed his manhood. He struggled, felt like he was on a raft that was sinking into the ocean.

Yet he kept begging. “Please…please…”

His voice died out, muted, and his arms became thin and spindly.

He came, but it wasn’t like it was supposed to be. He was supposed to give up his essence, spit in her, and instead, she lifted him by the arms, his spindly, little arms. She walked out of the cave, to the edge of the clearing. She turned and whipped him into the air.

Flying…drowning…circling through the air, his penis flinging off little dribbles of squirtem.

Then he hit the jungle, the trees, and gripped a branch.

He screamed at her, his chattering, little voice echoing up the sides of the mountain. But she no longer stood at the edge. She had gone back to her stone slab. To sleep, to masturbate, to dream of flying, little monkeys that did her bidding.

Bob Johnson, who was once a shipwrecked sailor, was now something else.

There were three men fishing for lobsters and clams and what not.

“I heard you can eat seaweed.”

Johnny looked at Jerry and snickered. “Well, knock yourself out. Eat hearty.”

Danny said nothing. He was standing on a rock that was a yard from the shore. Beyond the rock the lagoon was calm. Sharks would occasionally swim through the little space in front of the rock.

They had caught a couple of sharks, but almost by accident. They didn’t have a way of netted them, or hooking them.

Jerry had been standing in the shallows and a shark had swum past and he had just bent over, grabbed it, and thrown it to the beach.

It had wriggled for a long time, gasped, and died.

Shark shish ka bob that night, and it wasn’t bad. They chewed on the tough pieces of meat and renamed the dish ‘shark ka bob.’

Now Danny stared at the sharks swimming below him. A simple jump and he could grab one, but he didn’t dare. He would have to carry a wiggling bag of snapping teeth, teeth that could sever an arm, back up on the rock, or around the rock, and every shark in the lagoon would be after him.

He thought about a spear, and made up his mind. He would spear the little darlings. Yes. Spear them and flip them onto the beach.

So thinking, he went to the jungle, broke a straight limb off a tree, and sharpened it by scraping it on a rock.

Shark ka bob. Yes. When his weapon was properly sharpened he made his way back to the rock and waited.

“Where’s Bob?”

The others didn’t know. They focused on tearing pieces of meat off the little shark.

“Why the monkeys?” asked Jerry. “Why not the sharks?”

Danny and Johnny knew what he was asking: why were the monkeys sacred.

Suddenly a mango hit Johnny in the head.

“Fuck!” He leaped up, picked up the fruit, and looked into the trees.

It wasn’t quite dusk, and one monkey was scampering in the trees above. It was chittering and screaming at them.

“Eeee. Eeee.”

It was almost like it was trying to talk.

“Hey! That’s part of Bob’s shirt!”

The scampering monkey had a ring of collar around his neck. The collar looked like Bob’s It was the same blue color that a sailor’s shirt was, and it was worn, like Bob’s had been.

The three men stood and stared at the monkey.

For long minutes the monkey swung through the trees above them. It screamed it’s little shrieks. It shook its tiny fists. It acted like it wanted to tell them something, but was forbidden.

The men chuckled.

“Hey, Bob. What you doing there?”

The monkey stared at Johnny. Then it shook its head and disappeared into the treetops.

The men sat down and resumed their meal.

The subject of Bob would come up again, over time, and the men discussed the disappearance of their mate, but there was no conclusion to be had.

Bob had disappeared. He had swum into the sea and been swept away. He had tempted the lagoon and met the sharks. Or perhaps that screaming leopard had caught him alone.

Whatever. Aside from a point to obsess on, the disappearance of Bob held not much significance for them.

They had their own survival to think about.

“I don’t think we’re on the shipping lanes,” Johnny put forth.

“Probably not,” said Johnny.

They stared at the fire on the beach. The weather was mostly pleasant. Every once in a while it turned cold for a couple of days, and once there had been a hurricane. They had climbed the mountain and hid behind rocks to avoid being blown away.

When the hurricane was over there was almost no damage to the forest. Just a little trimming of trees, a little sweeping away of debris.

“I’m going to hunt the woman,” Jerry announced.

Johnny and Danny studied him.

“She’s got those leopards,” observed Danny.

“Don’t care.”

“What if she’s got other animals? Maybe a gorilla, or some other other kind of monster?”

Jerry scoffed. “Monsters. If there was monsters on this island they would have eaten us by now.

The other two weren’t convinced.

“You can do it alone.”

Jerry nodded. He had expected that.

Jerry left camp with three spears. The wood was good, the spears were sharpened, and he thought he was prepared. He could penetrate shark’s hide with the spears, so why not a leopard’s skin?

The ship wreck victims stayed mostly on the beach. That was where the fishing was, and the trees and fresh water just inside the jungle. That left a lot of island unexplored, and that was where the leopards were.

Jerry pushed through the brush. Being on the hunt relaxed him, reassured him. Now he was doing something about the situation on the island. Find the leopard. Eat the leopard. Wear his skin for a coat. Ooga booga.

He wasn’t in the deeper jungle for more than a minute before the monkey with the blue collar passed overhead.

He looked up, studied the little beast.

“Hey, buddy.”

The monkey ran down a tree and sat down in front of him. It chattered. It shook its head. It made wild gesticulations.

Jerry wasn’t interested in hunting the monkey. Something about that woman…let the monkeys be.

But what was this little character carrying on about?

“Nice talking to you, buddy, but I’ve got to be going.”

Jerry advanced, and the monkey danced out of the way. It climbed a tree and screamed at him. Then it threw a bit of fruit at him.

Jerry turned and drew his arm back. He didn’t intend to kill the monkey, just frighten him, and frighten him he did. The monkey ran screaming through the jungle.

Jerry continued through the jungle. He came to the foot of the mountain and began circling it. He heard shrieks, screams, as of leopards, and a couple of times he heard the deep, throaty grumbling of what he thought were gorillas.

He held to his spears and worried, but kept going.

He made his way through a thick bit of brush, came out on a stream that was coming down from the heights of the mountain, and stopped.

On the other side of the stream was the woman. Naked. Large breasts and deep, deep brown eyes. Eyes almost black. Peering at him. As if they were looking right through him.

“Hey, baby,” he whispered.

She shook her head. “No hunt cat.”

He showed her his teeth. “Why not, honey? Big cat would be good eating. Want to go to dinner with me?”

He stepped into the stream. It was shallow. He crossed, stepped onto her side of the stream.

He was taller than her, yet there was a confidence exuding from her that was…powerful.

“Monkey mine. Leopard mine. Everything mine. You eat fish…you eat berry off tree. Monkey and Leopard mine.”

Jerry reached forward and gripped her arm.

She glanced down at it, then smiled. She had clean, white teeth, and he felt a wonderful desire rise up in him.

His dick had been hard from his first sight of her, and now, touching her, seeing her smile, his penis felt gigantic.

“We…you and me?” she asked, her eyebrows arching up.

“Yeah, baby. Now we’re talking.”

“You come me.”

She peeled his hand off her upper arm, held it in her own, and turned and walked through the jungle.

He heard monkeys and leopards screaming, he even heard what he thought was a gorilla, but he didn’t care about all that now. He followed her up the base of the mountain, and there was a cave behind a large boulder. They entered the cave and it grew dark.

Whispers. Dull murmurs, forgotten voices. Ancient languages that no one knew. Guttural promises. Warnings that curled his gut.

Yet she held his hand, and he thought that maybe he couldn’t get loose, and he followed her through the darkness.

“Watch head,” she said at one point, and he kept his head low.

They traveled through underground grottos where giant leopards lay on shelves. The leopard’s eyes glittered as he, a real meal, walked under them.

Yet they bothered him not. Perhaps they merely looked to envy the woman. Jerry didn’t know, but he was frightened in a way that mere sharks and leopards couldn’t scare him.

They came out on a ledge, and behind the ledge was a clearing.

From the ledge, so close to the top of the mountain, he could see the endless waves rippling unto the horizon.

“Come. You and me.” She showed her very sharp teeth.

Yet he saw a darkness in that smile, a promise of torments.

But he couldn’t not go with her. He was enthralled. He could not turn back.

Besides, even if he traveled back down through the tunnels and caverns, he had a feeling the leopards wouldn’t be so friendly now.

So this was it.

She walked into a cave and inside the cave was a slab of stone. The stone was worn shiny. He could imagine her writhing on the stone, screwing hapless sailors endlessly.

Yet, he smiled.

She sat down on the slab and beckoned to him. “Take off clothes.”

His clothes were mere threads and tatters, and he stripped them off easily.

For a brief second he thought of the monkey with the blue collar, then he shrugged the thought off.

He came to her, and she opened her arms. She kissed him, felt his penis and stroked him.

“Oh, yeah,” he mumbled, losing himself in her brown skin, her black hair, her endless eyes.

He felt her arms around him, squeezing like an octopus, squeezing the life out of him. He breathed in her hair, winsome tornadoes of strands that encircled him like a black fog.

She held his balls and chewed on his lips. She leaned down and kissed the tip of his penis, then engulfed it with her mouth.

“Oh…oh…”

It had been long, and she was so  beautiful, so he came fast.

An urgent spitting of seed, then she was pressing him back, bending him over. His legs folded back, reshaped, and he felt fur growing out of his flesh. He looked at his fingers and they turned into talons.

He curled on the slab of stone, he screamed a scream of anguish and didn’t understand.

Then she picked him up by the scruff of the neck. She danced out of the cave, holding him, spinning him in a circle, and she approached the edge of the clearing.

He screamed, and the air came up to meet him. He plummeted, automatically twisting his tail, his spine, trying to land on this feet.

A fall from that height should have killed him, but it didn’t.

She didn’t want him to die. He was hers. He landed, scrabbling frantically, on the scree, and slid all the way down into the jungle. He screamed yet again, then he was bounding through the jungle.

He was terrified.

His name was Jerry Slater, and he had never been owned like that.


PART TWO

“Something’s wrong,” Danny said.

The two sailors sat across the campfire and nibbled on lobster and munched on mangos.

Jerry hadn’t come back from the big leopard hunt.

“He tried to eat something that ate him,” observed Johnny.

There wasn’t much Danny could say to that. He wasn’t about to let up, however. “First Jimmy, then Bob, now Jerry. Something is wrong on Lesbian Island.”

“This island is dangerous,” Johnny agreed. He picked apart the lobster with his fingers and ate it. “Still, as long as we stay out here, maybe a ship…” He shrugged.

“I don’t think a ship is coming.”

Johnny frowned. He couldn’t disagree.

“I’m going to take a look see tomorrow.”

“Look for what?”

“I’m going to find out what happened to the others.”

Johnny thought about it. He didn’t like the idea that the others were disappearing. He also didn’t like the idea of exploring. If only there was a way to find out what was happening without…having whatever happened happen to him.

“There’s got to be something out there.” He jerked a thumb towards the jungle. Signs of a struggle, abandoned spears. Something.

After dinner the two men lazed around, watched the sun set, and talked about exploring the island, hopefully without getting killed.

Danny held a sharp stone in one hand and a sharpened stick in the other. The stick was for protection. The stone was for marking.

He walked through the jungle, and to any observer he looked like he was touching tree trunks for balance. He was actually making a quick scrape on the trunk. Very unobvious, but plain to see if the person following knew what they were looking for.

He made his way through the thick growth, picked some berries at one point, and fed himself.

A hundred yards behind him, walking much softer, and carrying a couple of spears, Johnny followed.

He skulked, tree to tree, trying to stay hidden and yet still see the little marks on the trees.

Monkeys chattered. And, at one point the blue collar flew down from a tree and struck Danny on the shoulder.

He looked up. Monkeys. He thought he saw the one that had been wearing the blue collar, but he wasn’t sure. Monkeys looked all the same.

Still, that one monkey seemed intent on yakking at him and gesticulating wildly.

Two minutes later Johnny came across the discarded bit of cloth. He toed it aside, frowned, and kept going. Every once in a while he could hear Danny making noises, shaking bushes, and the foot prints were easy to follow.

For an hour they made their way through the jungle, then Johnny caught up to Danny.

Danny was in a clearing, and on the other side of the clearing a leopard crouched.

The leopard shifted its head and Johnny knew he had been spotted. He stepped out of the foliage and took a place next to Danny.

“What’s happening?”

“This bugger is stopping me. Watch.”

Danny took a step. The leopard gathered muscles under its hide, its tail twitched nervously, and it growled.

Then, amazingly, it shook its head. A very human motion, a warning motion.

Don’t come forward! Stay back!

What the fuck?” whispered Johnny.

“Move to the other side of him. Let’s double team him.

Johnny stepped sideways.

The leopard shifted, squirmed, was suddenly unsure.

And it kept waggling its head as if in the negative.

Danny lifted his spear, and the leopard darted into the undergrowth. Like that, he was gone.

Then, a moment later, a scream.

The two men looked at each other. Danny shook his head. “Weird.” Then: “I’m going to keep going.”

Again, the two slunk through the jungle. Danny led the way and Johnny trailed along, following the signs and making no noise.

Danny came to a stream. He could hear birds in the trees. The monkeys had receded, and it was suddenly silent.

On the other side of the stream was Amphitrite. She was naked, her breasts high and her nipples erect. Her flesh was lush, and she stood in a spread legged stance which exposed her vagina.

Danny licked his lips and felt his boner rise up. Too loudly, warning Johnny, he said, “Hey, baby. What are you doing here?”

“You go back.”

“Go back where? It’s an island. Don’t see too many super highways around here, or grocery stores.”

“You eat fish. Eat berry. Leave monkey alone. Leave leopard alone.”

“Sorry, sister, but I want to know what’s going on here.”

She frowned, was silent, and Danny crossed the stream. When he walked he dug his feet in and made sure he left foot prints. He stopped in front of Amphitrite.

She stared up at him, her flesh so flawless, her eyes so deep they were downright magical. As in a daze he reached out and touched her hair.

She smiled, reached down and touched him, stroked him, felt his testicles. “You want me?”

Danny couldn’t help himself. He wanted to find out what was happening on this island, but he couldn’t refuse the request. No matter how much he wanted to keep exploring, to solve the mystery, the heat of this girl in front of him was toasting him.

She turned and led him by the penis through the foliage.

Not ten seconds later Johnny appeared. He had heard part of the conversation, and he read the footprints. Fucking Danny was going to go get himself laid!

Still, he had a duty to his friend. Something bad might happen, even with the native girl, so he followed the footprints.

Danny was exalted. His cock was roaring with blood. His heart was pounding out of control. Still, he dug his feet into the sand, and every once in a while he scraped the rock against a tree.

Amphitrite didn’t notice. Or perhaps she didn’t care. She held to him, pulled him, and Danny found himself on the edge of orgasm.

Yet, he couldn’t get over the edge. Something in her grip stopped him. A subtle tightening when he got too close. Something.

She led him up a slope of rocks and behind a boulder. He was swallowed by the darkness of the tunnel, yet he couldn’t loose her hand. He had to follow her.

She led him through the tunnels, and said, “Watch head.”

He ducked, and the roof of the tunnel scraped his hair. She could walk upright, but he had to walk bent over. Like a caveman, or some lesser creature.

He heard a sound. He knew that Johnny was following him, yet that was the last thing in his mind. All he could think about was the firm grip on his handle, the way he could hardly breath. Taking step after step behind this siren.

They passed through caves with ledges and leopards glared down at him, licked their paws, and he wondered, in his sexual delirium, whether he was just being set up to be lunch.

Then, out onto a ledge, and behind the ledge, up a slight slope, was a clearing.

From here he could see the vastness of the ocean. The eternity of the sky. That he was a lone figure in a never ending cosmos.

She led him across the clearing and into a cave. In the cave was slab of stone, well worn from fucking. Actual indent marks from buttocks sliding back and forth and humping.

The woman sat down, pulled him to her, and swallowed his penis.

He stared at how his root disappeared into her throat, and his legs shook so he could hardly stand.

Just when he was about to loose his load she whispered, “Off clothes.”

Trembling, he took off his rags. He was a scrawny man, ribs showing, yet in good health. His hair was grown long, as was his beard. But the most remarkable thing was the way his penis bounced and throbbed.

“Come,” she said, patting the slab, and he went to her.

Johnny followed the path through the jungle. They were moving faster than him, but that was okay. As long as he could read the trail….

The trail led up to an expanse of stones that had gathered at the base of the mountain. Here the trail ended. The path led up through the tumble of stones where no tree could be marked, and the slide of foot was no longer visible.

But some twenty yards up the slope was a large boulder. Johnny decided to go that far.

He crept up the incline of stones, felt them shift under foot, and rounded the boulder.

His eyes opened. A cave!

He entered, the light faded, and the cave became a tunnel.

He could hear them now, walking through the maze of mountain, and he followed them by sound.

He bumped his head, felt it, and realized he had cut himself. He pressed where he thought the wound was and tried to make sure he wouldn’t bleed.

Then he came out in a large cavern. The cavern had slabs of stone, niches big enough to stand in, yet there was no sound.

Except the sound of Danny talking, and the whisper, as of the woman answering. But it all sounded like it was in his mind.

Johnny crossed the big cavern, then turned and looked behind him.

Green eyes in the dark. Glowing as if incandescent, slanted, hungry.

He hurried on.

He came out on a ledge and saw the waves forever. The sun high above. The march of clouds through forever.

Behind the ledge was a clearing, and at the far end of the clearing was a cave.

Johnny tip toed across a short swath of green. He crept up to the side of the cave and looked in.

Against the back of the cave he saw Johny bending a knee and crawling onto a slab of smooth stone. The slab was big enough, and it resembled a bed.

Amphitrite took Danny in her arms. She kissed him.

Danny made hoarse, guttural sounds. He was the man, he was supposed to be in charge, but as Johnny watched that did not happen.

The woman wasn’t tall, but she circled her arms all the way around him. She kissed his mouth. She stroked his penis, and Johnny gasped.

She wasn’t making love…she was sculpting!

She sucked on his mouth and the front of his face, the jaw area, was pulled out. She gripped his arms and ran them up his limbs, and where she touched grew larger, and grew hairy!

She gave him muscles, even as he delved into her and gave himself up. She made him taller, more massive.

She ‘gorilla-ized’ him.

Danny groaned, was captured by the intense sexuality of the moment.

At one point he spurted, and she gathered his goop in her hands and fed it back to him.

And he grew larger, more massive. His brow lowered and his nose flattened.

And…he was a gorilla.

The woman stood up and led Danny out of the cave.

Danny grunted, staggered as if he was dizzy.

Johnny stepped back quickly. Stepped out of sight behind a bush.

Amphitrite pulled the gorilla that had once been Danny out of the cave.

He had trouble walking, or maybe it was just trouble walking on only two feet.

Then he bent over, and his arms became longer, his hands curled into paws, mighty knuckles which could serve as feet.

She took him to the edge of the clearing, to the sheer cliff which fronted the cave and the clearing.

Aghast, terrified, Johnny watched as the woman grabbed one of Danny’s feet, then, holding by one front leg and one back, she sailed him, like an airplane, off the edge of the cliff.

Johnny covered his eyes and stifled a sob.

What was happening? What had happened?

He thought of the monkey, and of the leopard. And now the gorilla.

Was this what was happening? Was this going to happen to him?

Then sunlight struck his face as Amphitrite pulled the bush back.

Johnny backed away from her, falling on his butt, and still pushing away.

“No! No!”

Amphitrite smiled. A beautiful smile. Her hair gleamed in the sunlight and her breasts moved in harmony with her motions.

“Please, no! I don’t want to be a monkey.”

She tilted her head in question, but whatever the question was, it was silent.

“I don’t want to be a leopard or a gorilla. Don’t! For God’s sake! Don’t!”

Then she smiled and reached down for his manhood.

He was ensnared. His terror turned to lust. His penis dripped in her hand.

This was the monster who called to sailors across the sea, and he was no longer afraid. He just…wanted her.

“Come,” she said, pulling him, rousing him, into the cave.

She led him to the stone slab that was her bed. An ancient creature, she had no need of mattress or other comforts. Hard rock was cushion enough.

All she needed was an occasional meal. But her meals were not fish and berries, mangos and shark.

She took her nourishment in a different way.

He bent to her, and her lips met his mouth.

He felt himself dwindling unto her, his awareness shrinking.

For a moment terror grew, but she touched his cheek and said, “Shhh.”

“But…what are you doing to me?”

She smiled and nodded, then she pushed him back and sat on him, on his penis.

He felt himself swelling to an unimaginable degree. He felt himself contained. He felt not the dwindling of awareness, but the expansion of it.

She rode him, gloried in her meal, and she said, “Men like monkeys. They talk, talk, talk.”

He listened, rapt, ensorcelled by her magic pussy.

“Some people like leopard. Think they are king.”

He groaned and thrust his penis up into her.

“Some men like gorilla. The are king. They rule. But there is one creature they no rule.”

That was when Johnny started to cum. His mind turned white hot, his seed went into Amphitrite, his essence was absorbed.

She bent her head and kissed his nipple, and sucked.

He groaned. The pain felt good. And she sucked and pulled and shaped a breast out of his chest.

She took the other nipple in her mouth and pulled, and another breast appeared.

He was in a delirium, feeling his sex erupt, even as it shrunk.

Inside her his penis grew smaller, as if with every spurt some part of his flesh was delivered to her.

She smoothed her hands over his face, and where she touched his beard evaporated, and he was left with soft skin. She shaped his features, moved the angles of his face, made them smooth and rounder.

“Oh, God!” he cried. It hurt so much…but in HER presence pain was transmuted to pleasure.

She rose up off him, and his penis was no more.

She bent and put her hands into his groin, fashioned him a vagina.

“What are you doing?” he asked as his bones shrunk and cracked into new places.

“You no monkey. You no monster. But you be the most dangerous of all animals in jungle.”

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She kissed his lips, and when she pulled her face away his lips were soft and curvy.

She squeezed his waist, made it smaller. She pushed down and the mass that had been his male waist became round buns.

Then she moved away from him.

She held out her hand and took…hers.

Johnny was now a woman. Her face was reshaped so her once male honker was now a pert button. Her lips were plump and kissable. Her body was an hourglass, and her nipples were erect on her large breasts.

Amphitrite led Johnny from the cave by the hand.

She smiled reassuringly back at Johnny.

Johnny stumbled, was unsure of her suddenly sexy body. She felt so horny. Her pussy wanted to be filled. Lust was now part of her nature, more than it had ever been when she was male.

Amphitrite paused at the edge of the cliff.

“I make you in my image. Go forth and feed.”

Amphitrite leaned down and grabbed Johnny’s ankle. She turned, and Johnny arced about her like an airplane. Then Amphitrite let go and Johnny sailed into air.

Unlike the monkey, the leopard or the gorilla before her, Johnny didn’t scream. For in making Johnny into a woman Amphitrite had imbued her with eternal knowledge.

Johnny knew she would walk the jungle, and the animals would bow at her feet, bring her food, and worship her.

They would want her, even though they knew that, as animals, they could never couple with her.

But then that is the eternal cursing/blessing of a God.

Man shall desire, but never attain.

Man shall lust, but never come to conclusion.

And so shall woman reign, perfect in God’s image.


EPILOGUE

They paddled across the calm waters inside the coral reef. Somehow they managed to avoid the nibbling sharks, and they staggered ashore.

Seven men, no women, dehydrated, starved, wasted away to skin and bones. There they grew fat on shark and lobster, mongo and berry.

The captain, a robust man, a man of education named the island Amphitrite.

“Why that for a name, Captain?” asked the first mate.

The captain smiled and said, “Amphitrite was the goddess-queen of the sea, wife of Poseidon, and eldest of the fifty Nereides.”

The mate nodded.  He said, “Then we should be in good hands.”

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


Hunting in Femtown!

Men are caught and feminized,

then hunted down and emasculated!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ever see that movie? The Most Dangerous Game? It’s a hoot and a half, and not bad for a movie made in 1932.

It was remade a few times, I think with John Claude Van Damm, a few others, and I think the last remake was called ‘The Hunt,’ about a bunch of Democrats hunting Republicans, and the other way around. Starred Hillary Swank, I think.

So I decided to ‘rewrite’ it and, with a few changes, here it is.

A nice fellow named Tom stops at a bar and wakes up in a game, but this game isn’t about killing, it’s about sex and feminization and…emasculation.

So how would you do in such a game?

If you’re a guy, how far could you run to avoid castration?

And, if you’re a gal…would you have what it takes to push a man that hard?

I think it’s pretty surprising what humans will do to humans.

So enjoy, and…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

When Tom went into the bar he had no idea that there was anything strange.

It was just a bar on the edge of a town he was passing through, there seemed to be a lot of women, but, other than that…just a bar.

He pushed through the bat wing doors, which swished back and forth behind him. He walked across the plank floor, which was old and the planks were a little warped. He walked around wood tables. they were round and in a western motif with bent wood slats on the backs.

It was a bit dim, as most bars are, and he walked up to the bar and sighed. He had been driving for twelve hours straight, and he was done in. A quick beer, an ask for a motel, and he would crash for the night.

The bartender glanced at him, then sauntered lazily towards him.

She was five six and wearing tight shorts and a black, sequined halter top. Her hair was long and luxurious, the kind of hair that makes a raven jealous. “What’ll it be, cowboy?”

Tom smiled. Cowboy. But he guess he did look like one. Jeans and flannel shirt, a slightly battered cowboy hat.

“If I could have a beer?”

“We got all kinds. Any particular kind?”

“You wouldn’t have Golden Monkey, would you?”

“Yep,’ which surprised heck out of Tom. Nobody ever carried Golden Monkey.

She brought an over-sized bottle down with a surreal label. It was of a monkey with extra arms and an eyeball in the middle of its Buddha belly. She poured, filling a frosty mug, then placed the remainder of the bottle on the bar next to the mug.

“Not many people have Golden Monkey,” he grinned and tilted the mug.

The monkey slid down his throat and splashed in his belly.

“You passing through?” asked the barkeep with a happy grin. She was friendly, but her eyes were a little too sparkly. But she was probably at the end of a long shift. That might make a person’s eyes sparkly.

“Yep.”

“Going far?”

“Yep.”

He kept sipping the delicious brew, and, man, it was hitting the spot.

“Got a job waiting for you?”

“Nope. I’m just driving. I quit my last job, and I want to see the sights before I get to working again.”

“That’s a nice plan.”

“I want to see Mr. Rushmore, the Little Bighorn. Maybe head up to Canada for a while, I don’t know.”

The barkeep leaned against the bar and they talked. There were other customers, but the other barkeep, a good looking, slightly older woman, waited on them.

“What kind of work did you do?”

“What you think of this president?”

“How far is it to Mt. Rushmore?”

“Did you ever see that old North by Northwest movie?”

“It was so pleasant, and the girl was so nice, that Tom ordered a burger. She talked him into a big, old, greasy American cheeseburger. With extra onions. And bacon. And…

Then, when he was finished with the burger, and they were still chatting like old friends, she said, “Let me buy you a drink, just for old time’s sake.”

“Well, sure.” He was thinking that he didn’t have to go far this night, there was a motel right down the street, and who knows, maybe he’d get lucky. This girl sure was nice. She laughed a lot, her lips sure looked kissable, and…who knew?

He ate his last French fry and began working on a bourbon and Coke.

Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. The all American drink. He loved it.

It went down smooth, and he felt that wonderful burn in his throat. Woke him right up.

And put him right to sleep. Suddenly he was blinking and the world was blurry and shifting around. And he felt like the room was tilting. And he was gulping and wondering what the hell had happened.

“Long drive, cowboy?” asked the girl. Suddenly she was on his side of the bar, standing next to him, propping him up.

“I guess,” he mumbled, his mouth suddenly feeling full of cotton and worms.

“Well, come with me. We’ll put you up in the back room?”

Now Tom knew something was haywire. People don’t just put strangers up in their back room.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t walk straight enough to make it to the door. He’s take a step or two and find himself turned and angled back towards the end of the bar.

“Gotta go,” he said to nobody, and he was a step closer to the end of the bar, and a corner, and a room.

“Oh, you’ll go, honey,” chuckled the girl. She had a firm grip on his arm now, had wrapped her own arm around his, and was moving him down the length of the bar.

Bar patrons were watching him, chuckles on their faces. Good looking women, but they were laughing him, and he hadn’t done nothing. How had he got so drunk? One bourbon was nothing.

They reached the end of the bar and the old, round woman was right ahead of him, holding the door open.

“Doan wanna.” His head was flopping around and he was sure he was going to fall down. Oh, yeah. The girl was holding him up.

The girl moved him into the room. She guided him across it to where a couple of crates had been put together and a blanket laid across them.

“Wush yer name,” Tom asked, thinking maybe she would help him leave.

“I’m Amanda. Sit down here. Let me help you with your clothes.”

He tried to brush her hands away, but she was quick and dextrous. She unbuckled his belt, then undid his pants.

“Hey! Doan wanna…”

The slightly older woman sat down on a chair on the other side of the room. “He meet all the criteria?”

“Not in a hurry, no appointments, no where to go. Nobody will be looking for him.”

The old woman nodded. She turned to the side and picked a satchel off the floor. “Well, I might just as well get ready to get him ready.”

“Might just as well,” said the girl.

The girl, Amanda, pulled his pants down. Tom’s boner almost hit her in the face.

“Whee,” laughed Amanda. “I got a live one!”

“Not for long,” said the older lady.

“Hey, who knows, what if he makes it?”

“Him?” the old lady gave a critical once over of Tom’s frame. “He’s skinny, perfect for what we want. But he doesn’t have a fighter’s body.”

“I like him. He might surprise you.”

The older woman shrugged. She had opened the satchel and lifted up a syringe and gave a tiny squirt into the air. “Yeah, who knows.”

Amanda had Tom’s shirt off now. She placed a hand on his chest and giggled. He’s got the body for it.”

“For the boobs, yeah. But he ain’t gonna get away.

Amanda pushed Tom back on the crates. He lay there, the world spinning over his head.  Amanda took off his boots and socks and tossed them to the side. From somewhere in his head Tom heard a ‘clunk’ as the boots hit the floor.

“Wush you doing?” His voice sounded dopey.

The old woman came across to him and tied a rubber strap around his arm and tapped his skin. Dimly, he realized she was looking for blood vessels.

“Hey…doan do that. Doan wan no shot…”

The old lady ignored him, slid the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger, and pulled the needle out.

Felt the effects almost immediately. The world became dull and started fading away.

“Wad yu do?” Tom thought his voice was going to sleep.

“Don’t worry, cowboy,” whispered Amanda. At least it sounded like she whispered. But maybe his ears were just going to sleep. “You’ll be fine. Better than fine. And then we’ll have some real fun. Get ready.” Then she kissed his cheek and his body went to sleep.

Dreams are a funny thing. In the daytime you dream of getting rich, finding a beautiful woman, driving a fast car. But in the night time…ahh, yes. Freddy Krueger comes alive. You run screaming, naked, down a city street, and everybody points and laughs. You float over clouds with no means of support…then start falling.

When Tom reached the part of his dream where he was falling he woke up.

Sort of.

Woke up in a hazy, crazy way, the world spinning, and he knew this was more than bourbon and Coke. this was some crazy kind of drug. This was people committing crimes on him. this was…a nightmare.

“Unh…”

Yet he didn’t move. He just lay on a mattress, and thought, I’m on a mattress.

His eyes hurt. They were closed, but there was a pain behind them, like some tiny, Joe Palooka had stood behind them and used them for a speed bag.

Music. Far away. Because it was far away. At least, it wasn’t in the room he was in.

But what kind of room was he in?

He decided to find out, to risk opening his eyes, to suffer the pain and see what the world looked like.

He cracked his eyes open a thin slice. A ceiling. Warped boards and a slowly rotating ceiling fan. A light bulb in the fan assembly, but it wasn’t on.

His eyes still hurt, but the opening of them had allowed some of the pain to leak out.

He turned his head slightly. Walls. Then, an oldCoke machine? What the…?

He opened his eyes wider.

Yeah, a Coke machine from the fifties, one that you had to slid a bottle through a maze into a cage, then drop a nickel and pull it up.

Above the machine was a calendar. 1923. A hundred fucking years old?

To the side of the machine was a stack of old, rusted rakes. Then boxes. A lawnmower that you had to push. And other things.

He pushed himself to his elbows and blinked and tried to take it all in.

Trundle operated sewing machines, record players for 45s. A stand up Coke machine.

He could see light through the slats in the walls.

The floor was warped, and the bottom edge of the mattress…the…something wrong…his chest…he sucked in breath and collapsed.

His chest.

Tits.

He raised a hand and felt his chest. He had breasts. Big ones.

He sat up, all the way up, and held his tits. His mind was a scream and his eyes were now fully wide.

How the fuck had he gotten tits? What had been…he sort of remembered the night before, talking to the woman, then…taken to a room where an old fatty had injected him with something.

And now he had tits!

He got to his feet shakily. He stood. The room was gloomy, but now he inspected it thoroughly.

A storeroom filled with a century of stuff.

He was naked.

And he had a woody. Of course he did. It was morning and he had to pee.

He saw the door in the corner of the room, and he stumbled towards it.

He felt weak. And not simply hungry weak, but muscle weak. What was wrong with him?

He gripped the doorknob, turned, and pushed the door and stepped into the world.

He was standing in a yard strewn with debris. A couple of cars up on blocks. A trailer for a big truck. A broken down tractor. A pile of corrugated tin for roofs.

Just a big, old junk yard.

And a small shack.

A dog outside the shack. The dog jumped to its feet and began snarling and barking. It was a pit bull, and it was in a bad mood. Fortunately it was on a rope.

For ten seconds he looked around the place. The pit bull straining to get at him. Surrounded by thick woods.

Then the door to the shack opened and a half a dozen women came out.

He had the absurd desire to cover himself. But…they had to know about him. So he just stood there, his cock standing out.

He said nothing, and the six women trooped across the yard.

They were grinning. One of them was chomping on a stogie. They wore hunter’s outfits, and the outfits were tight, showed off bosoms and butts, but the way they grinned at him…it was scary.

What was even more scary was the guns they were carrying. Long rifles.

“Hey, Tom.”

It was the girl in the lead, the one from the night before. The one who had slipped him a Mickey Finn.

“What is this?”

“He’s not even dressed,” snorted a large woman with massive tits.

“It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just woke up. ‘Sides, look at his dick.”

The ladies smiled widely and inspected his package.

“There’s some clothes in the shack behind you, Tom. Go put them on.”

“I’ve got to use the bathroom.”

“Pee anywhere. We’re not particular.

Tom looked around. He turned and walked to the shack. His dick was straight out and had that achy feeling. He had trouble at first, this whole thing was bizarre and he felt so self conscious, but he eventually managed a stream. He sighed and emptied himself out.

Two of the women walked to the sides of him and stared at him pissing.

He shook his weeny, turned, and asked, “What…what is this?” He licked his lips, his mouth was dry.

One of the ladies chuckled. “He wants to know what it is.”

“Come on, Tom. Go get dressed.”

“I want to know what’s going on? This is kidnapping!”

“Jeez. We had to get a mouthy one,” groused one of the women.

“It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just hasn’t figured it out, yet. Now, Tom, if you go get dressed I’ll give you a ham sandwich. Would you like a big, old ham sandwich?”

The other five ladies cracked up.

Tom realized that he was going to have to get dressed. First, it was a bit nippy. Second, he wanted something to cover himself. He turned and re-entered the old store room. He hunted around and found…a dress.

His eyes opened. He picked it up and looked at it, a thin summer dress. Not much protection against the elements. He went back outside.

“You said there were clothes. This isn’t clothes.”

“Of course it’s clothes. I’ve worn one, all of these ladies have worn one, and now you get to wear one.”

“But it’s a dress.”

“Do you want your ham sandwich or not?”

He went back into the shack and picked up the dress, then he noticed the brassiere under it. Fuck. He needed that. He put it around his belly, fastened it, and slid it around. He flipped up the cups and snaked his arms under the straps, just like he had seen women do.

It was a good fit, but a little flimsy. His nipples stood out, and…they looked bigger. They must have done something to his nipples.

He pulled the dress on, and saw the high heels on the floor.

At that moment he heard Amanda call out, “The high heels, too, Tom.”

He picked them up and walked out.

“Now, Tom, how are we going to get along if you don’t follow instructions?”

“I want some real shoes.”

“Those are real shoes.”

The other five women were snickering. His dick hadn’t gone down and it was poking the dress out. His boobs were really poking the dress out.

“What did you do to me?”

“We’ve all worn heels, now it’s time for you to wear heels. So put them on and lock them.”

“Fuck you.”

She lifted her rifle and pointed it at him. “The hunt is going to come to a quick end if you don’t follow directions.”

Tom stepped back, almost fell from tripping on the small board porch. He stepped to the side, leaned against the wall and slipped the shoes onto his feet.

“Lock them.”

The shoes had little padlocks, and he clicked them shut. He was now locked into high heels. It felt weird. His soles were slanted, like he was on a hill, and he was off balance.

Amanda lowered her rifle. “Was that so hard?”

Tom was cowed. “What is going on?”

Amanda handed her rifle to the woman next to her. She stepped forward and reached into her jacket pocket. She pulled out a ham sandwich. It was thick, with lots of mayo, some lettuce and onions, and lots of ham. She handed it to him, and Tom took it.

He thought about grabbing her, but the other women still had the rifles.

“Why don’t you eat up and I’ll explain the game here.”

She stepped back.

Tom sank down and sat on the porch. He unwrapped the sandwich and began eating it. It was delicious, just the right amount of salt and pepper. It even had a bit of ham fat, very unusual, which made ham so tasty.

“Tom, these ladies have signed up for a special type of hunt. They are all executives in large companies. Tammy owns one, as does Shiela. Mona and Charlotte are veeps, and Sandy has the largest  chain of pre-schools in Manhattan.”

Once every few months I hold a hunt. We procure a man, you, and we make him into one of us. Would you like to know why we make you like one of us? Because men spend all their time hunting us. Do you know how irritating it is to have to fend off advances while running a million dollar company? So I arrange these little hunts.”

“You’re going to hunt…me?”

“Isn’t that what I’ve been saying?” She turned to the other women. “Isn’t that what I said?”

The ladies nodded.

Amanda turned back to him. “I used to work in a big company. I hit the glass ceiling, and was fired. I was too uppity. I didn’t know my place. I had great statistics, but I was a threat to the ‘good, old boys’ network.

When I was fired I didn’t know what to do. Then one of my friends approached me with this idea, and…you would be surprised at how many women are dying for a chance to even the score.”

Tom was almost done with the sandwich. He was licking his fingers, trying to get as much sustenance as he could. He had a feeling he was going to need it.

“You’re…not well.”

“Oh, I donm’t know. I feel pretty good. How about you Tammy? You feel all right?”

“Never better.”

“Okay, then we should probably get this show on the road. The first thing, Tom, is that we will finish your transition. We’re going to make you into the prettiest—“

“Transition?”

“Don’t be deaf now.”

“You’re going to make me into a girl?”

“Yep. And a pretty one, too.”

“But…why?”

“Silly, so we can hunt you, just like men hunt us. Well, there will be a few differences, but…” she smiled.

“Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can shoot you and drag your ass into the office and place you in a chair. Or you can just follow directions and walk across the yard, up the stairs, and sit in the chair. Which will it be?”

All of the women raised their rifles.

Tom found himself walking. He crossed the yard, and found that just walking was difficult. His heels left little holes in the ground. That would be tough for running, and would leave a trail behind him.

He crossed the yard, and stopped in front of the snarling dog.

“Caesar! Shut!” Amanda snapped.

The pit bull slunk to the ground and turned his face away.

Tom mounted the steps, and he found the second problem with heels; walking up stairs while his feet were slanted was…weird.

He opened the door and warm air engulfed him.

There were counters around the room, at the far end chairs and, on a table, a bottle of booze and six glasses. Empty. As was the bottle.

Crap. His daddy had warned him there was nothing more dangerous than blondes and brown liquor.

In the front of the room was the chair, as from a beauty salon. He sat down.

Place your hands on the armrests.

He did.

Amanda sidled up to him. “Don’t get rambunctious now, Tom.” She wrapped leather straps around his wrists and the rests and fastened them.

He was caught. And his dick was poking up through the thin material of the dress.

“All right, ladies, let’s accouter Tom.”

Laughing, the women put their rifles aside and began decorating him.

One of the women began working on his fingers, giving him long, fake nails and painting them bright red.

Another began shaving his legs. She applied shaving cream and used a little razor and removed all his hair. She even lifted his dress and removed the hair around his groin.

“There’s got to be a better way,” she groused, sliding the razor around his package. “We should Nair him before we put the dress on him.”

Amanda nodded. “Good idea. Make a note for next time.”

Another women put a strip of tape across the top of his forehead, then fitted a wig to him. It was long, brunette, and tickled his shoulders.

Another woman was making him up. the remaining women went to the table, got out another bottle of brown liquor, which turned out to be Old Crow.

For a moment Tom wondered, why such cheap whiskey? Then he realized it was something called ‘Traveler Fifth Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey.’

“Want a sip?” asked Amanda, seeing his interest.

Tom couldn’t help himself. He was prisoner, was going to be hunted, and…if it was his last day on earth…why not?

She poured a snifter and held it to his lips.

As he swallowed she said, “$564.99 a bottle.”

Tom’s breath left him.

“Makes you wonder. You see a 99 cent store and it’s all a gimmick. People will buy more items at 99 cents than they will of anything at any other price. But does somebody buy more five hundred buck bottles of swill with that 99 cents tacked on the backside?”

“Take it up with marketing,” quipped one of the girls.

Tom’s throat was burning, but in the best way. “Another?”

She fed him again.

“Okay, don’t feed the peasants. I’ve got to finish his make up.”

Tom had felt one of the girls brushing his face, smoothing ointments onto it and working on his eyelids.

She had a delicate touch, and his cock was bobbing and throbbing, and even had a drip of pre-cum on it.

Finally, however, they was done.

He was released, the girls were all sitting at the far table now, and had arranged their chairs to face him.

Tom stood up, and felt weird. And horny. He faced the girls.

“Well, Tom, are you ready for the grand prize?”

“Prize? You girls are going to kill me. And that’s the prize?”

“Oh, ye of little faith.” All of the girls were chuckling.

“No, Tom. It wouldn’t be fair if you just lost. There’s got to be some hope, some incentive. When we gals are at the glass ceiling, looking up, they keep us going with hope. So you’re going to get a little hope, too.

“What hope?” he asked suspiciously.

“We won’t kill you. We just aren’t the killing type. If we catch you, if you don’t win, you get castrated.”

“What?”

“A simple injection of Lupron, undoes your testosterone and increases your estrogen. But the point is that your incentive is, if you get away, you get to keep your manhood. Luprone is the stuff they give to sexual criminals. Chemical castration it’s called.

Tom’s voice wasn’t much more than a whisper. “You can’t just take a guy and…and…castrate him!”

“Of course we can. As a matter of fact, we’ve all learned how to do that in our day to day dealings with men.”

All the women nodded.

“Not a day passes when we don’t have to emasculate some fool for disrespecting us, so this is just a logical extension of our day to day lives.”

“But…”

They watched him, and he realized they were enjoying his quandary.

And he knew he was going to have to turn this around. He was going to have to take control.

“That’s a negative prize,” he blurted.

They all thought about that. Then Amanda said, “Explain?”

“I’m fighting to retain what I have. I should be fighting to gain something.”

Glances around the table.

“He’s right.”

A sigh.

“A man with a good idea. Now that’s a rarity.”

“So what would you suggest?”

“You’re all rich. If I get away, or whatever it is I have to do to win this ‘contest’…pay me a million dollars.”

They pretty much ignored him, except for the occasional glance while they discussed it.

“We can afford it.”

“But we don’t have to. It’s our game.”

“But it’s only fair to reward a good idea.”

“Would it make him try harder?”

“I think it would.”

“It might be more exciting.”

Finally, Amanda summed it up. “We pride ourselves on rewarding merit, efficiency, attitude.”

So it was decided, Tom would get a million dollars if he won the contest, with one caveat.

“If we do this then we want to protect ourselves legally.”

“What do you mean?”

“You sign a contract agreeing to play in our game.”

“As if I have a choice?”

“You always have choice. The real point is you just talked the talk…so can you walk the walk?”

Tom heaved a sigh. They had him. But, at least there was a change in the rules. Then he thought of something. “How does this game work? What constitutes me ‘getting away?”

“Look out the window, Tom.”

Tom did. There was forest, nothing but forest. And ten miles away a tall mountain. It wasn’t particularly steep, but it was snowy at the top.

“Get to the top of that mountain and you win.”

“That’s it? That’s all?”

“Easy peasy,” smiled one of the women.

“You’ll find that running, and climbing, with high heels is no easy task. Of course we do it every day, so you won’t find any sympathy from us.”

“In a way, this is what we women face. Every day we climb mountains, avoid men who would distract us just because they think they have big weenies—“

“Which they don’t,” snickered one of the women and they all smiled.

“—and at the end of the day we have to be as beautiful as when we started.”

“All right,” stated Amanda. “We’ve prepared you and told you the rules. Are you ready for the game?”

“I guess I have to be.”

“All right. Go. Don’t worry about the dog, he knows you’re with us. Just head on down the steps and up the mountain.”

Tom walked, feeling so awkward on his high heels, and stopped at the door. He gripped the knob, turned to them and just looked.

“You’ve only got a half hour start, Tom.”

He nodded, and stepped out the door.

As he walked down the steps he heard the ladies cheering.


Part Two

Tom passed the dog, who was now sleeping, and headed for the far mountain.

It was cold, especially with nothing but the thin, summer dress to warm him up. And the bouncing of his tits didn’t help. Yes, he had a bra, but it was what girls called a half bra, or a shelf bra. It lifted him up, but his nipples peered over the top. And his nipples were stiff and excited. The rubbing of the thin dress as he jounced was exciting and made his dick hard. The worst thing, however, was his shoes.

Crossing the yard they only sunk into the ground a half inch, and only in a couple of places.. That was because the ground was packed by car tires over the years.

When he stepped onto a hiking trail that led towards the far mountain, however, his heels sank further. Where the trail was hard packed they only sunk in a half inch or so. But the further he went the less well traveled the trail was, and he began sinking one and even two inches in.

At first he could pull out easily, but between the growing ache in his legs and feet he began to have a harder time of it.

Sometimes he saw it coming, a stretch of soft ground, and he tip toed. There’s only so much much toe you can tip, however, when your foot is already slanted. Also, more weight on the ball of the foot and sometimes that sunk in.

Still, at first he made good headway, but eventually it was worse than clomping through a field of mud with clodhoppers.

The only good side was that the day was beautiful. As he moved he warmed up, and it didn’t matter about the dress being so thin and inadequate.

He knew, however, that if he didn’t make it to the top of the mountain by the evening he would likely freeze to death.

So he walked. And walked. He stepped over shallow boulders embedded in the trail, he balanced on his heals, and took particular care not to trip or somehow sprain his ankles.

And the pain started in.

Dull aching in his ankles and calves.

“How do women wear these things,” he muttered of his heels. The birds in the trees, however, didn’t know.

The land rose, a gentle slope that, at first, was not noticeable, and in spite of all his problems he was making good time.

He crossed a stream, nearly falling in because of those dratted heels, and came to a large clearing.

It was more of a meadow, but with a rickety picnic table, probably a hundred years old, in the center of it, under a tall and spreading oak tree.

The ladies were sitting on it. The five ladies, and Amanda was sitting on a quad, watching.

Tom plodded across the field towards the table.

The girls all made remarks.

“That’s a sad, looking bitch.”

“He’s not going to make it!”

This remark pissed Tom off, made him glare and want to try harder.

“You think his ankles are going to make it to the top?”

“Hey, Tom, want to fuck?”

With that last remark the women all stood and faced him.

He stopped in front of them. He was warm and breathing a little heavily.

What now? he thought.

“Pick one,” said Amanda.

He looked at her.

“Pick one.”

“For what?”

“For a break. Come on. Be brave and pick one.”

Tom looked at the five women. One was a little older, one was a little chubby, two were perfect, and one was skinny.

“What am I picking for?”

“A little loving.”

His head jerked towards Amanda.

“You didn’t think they were going to make it easy, did you?”

The girls were laughing, watching him avidly, lust in their eyes.

“You’re going to have to fuck your way to the top, or least have sex to make it.”

One of the women, the chubby one, said, “That’s what we had to do.”

“Yep. We fucked our way through the lower echelons to get to where we were.”

And we had to keep producing like champs the whole way.”

“So choose, Tom.”

Tom looked at each woman.

He turned to Amanda. “I’m not going to have blow back form the others from choosing one, am I?”

“Nah. People at the top don’t whine when they get chosen for a terrible job, they just muscle on through.”

The skinny girl scoffed, “Or delegate.”

Tom asked, “And then I get to have sex with who I choose?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’ve asked enough questions. Now choose, or we’ll all go get switches and switch you up the mountain, and you’ll have failed your first test.”

“And if I fail I get no million dollars.”

“That’s right. The only thing you would be fighting for then would be not to lose your junk.”

Tom inspected the women again. He judged them from a purely sexual viewpoint. He was going to have to fuck one of them, or something. Whatever that something was.

He picked out the best looking woman. A blonde with magnificent hooters and a nice smile. A nice smile, in his situation, being relative. He did ‘pick a tiger by the toe away from her, then spoke the ditty aloud, the right way, and ended up with her.

“I’ll take you.”

“Hoo ha!” she yelled, and immediately began stripping off her clothes.

She was dressed warmly, and Tom watched as pants disappeared, jacket and shirt were tossed aside, and she stood in bra and panties.

“Oh, baby! I’m the lucky one.”

She had a perfect body, if perfect meant tit heavy. Two of the ladies spread a blanket on the rickety picnic table and she lay back on it and spread her legs.

“Come on, Tom Thumb,” she joked. At least, he hoped it was a joke. “Fuck me silly!”

“Tom?”

Tom had his hand son the girl’s knees and was started to put a knee on the picnic table. He looked at Amanda.

“You must not cum.”

“What?” His voice rose a little.

“If you cum you lose. No million, and we’ll all get switches.”

Tom stared around the circle of women. The looks on their faces…they meant it.

He gulped, nodded, and moved forward.

First, Tom had never fucked anybody with an audience before. He was terribly self-conscious, but at least his weeny didn’t wane.

His prick found her mound and, oh, crap, she was dry.

“Oh! Haven’t you heard of foreplay you doofus?”

The other ladies laughed. The woman on the table was even grinning. It hadn’t felt good to have Tom try to shove into her dry pussy, but her joy at his failure was greater than her pain.

Tom didn’t hesitate. He slid back off the table and began eating her.

She grabbed his head and moaned and arched. “Now we’re talking,” she muttered as she closed her eyes and enjoyed him.

Tom climbed back up on the table. Now he was hot, but he was also trying to control himself. He didn’t want to cum. A million bucks would go a long way.

Now his penis slid in easily, and she grunted. “Fuck!”

Tom began to work. They hadn’t told him, but he had intuited it: he was going to have to make her cum.

But how do you hold yourself from cumming when you’re enjoying a quite exquisite piece of ass? How do you not cum when your dong is sliding through moist, lush folds of pussy?

How do you not cum when your breasts are smushing on top of a sexy woman’s breasts?

And, how do you not cum when you want to?

Tom tried everything he could think of.

He played a game of baseball in his head. He tried to imagine strike outs and never home runs.

He was going to cum. He knew it. He was close…so close…and—he bit the inside of his mouth.

Hard.

Tasted blood.

But his dick backed off.

And, thank God, a moment later the woman began to orgasm. Long shudders of hard climax.

Tom tried to back out, but she held onto him, wouldn’t let him go. “Not yet, you idiot.”

So he bit his mouth some more, and finally she let go of him.

Tom stood there, his penis oozing pre-cum through the dress, his mouth red on the inside.

“Fuck,” muttered the woman, sitting up and reaching for her clothes. “That was good.”

“It sure looked good,” said one of the women, handing the first one her clothes. Two of the other women were staring at Tom, open lust on their faces. They contemplated him like he was a piece of meat at the market.

It was actually a little scary, but, fortunately for Tom, that part of the test was over.

“Well, Tom, take off. We’ll see you in a couple of miles.”

Amanda smiled at him.

Tom nodded, adjusted his dress, and headed up the trail. Behind him he could hear the gabble of the females, then the sound of quads starting up. They headed off to the side of the mountain.

He thought about following them, but realized what was ten miles for him on the mountain would likely be twenty miles on a path for quads.

He walked, and his penis was hard and jutting. He wanted to cum. He even though about masturbating, but decided not to. That would take energy, and he was going to need all his energy before the day was out.

He walked up the trail, and his gait was off. It wasn’t just because of  the shoes, but the magnificent boner he had been left with.

Still, a boner can only last so long. Within a mile he was limp again, thank God, and his gait became more normal.

As normal as a man in high heels can make it.

The ground started to rise up in a steeper slant. The sun was up now, and he was heating up a little.

Oddly, he smelled himself. Who would have thought that sex could make one have an aroma.

He stopped at a stream and squatted—this relieved his calves—and scooped water up and tried to scrub his armpits. It was brisk, but it was good. But after a while the inaction allowed his cock to rise. Damn, that fuck to a near climax had excited him!

He left the stream, rose up through a series of cutbacks, and came to another meadow. Another picnic table, and six grinning women.

“Here he comes!”

“What a swinging dick!”

“Hurry up, lover! My pussy is twitching!”

He came to a stop in front of the table, and the five women stood up. To the side, sitting on her quad, Amanda said, “Choose one.”

Tom’s heart was pounding. He was so damned horny.

“But don’t cum.”

Tom assumed he was going to have to fuck again, and he knew he wasn’t going to make it to the top of the mountain.

But the girls fooled him.

He chose the chubby one, saving the other really good looking one for later, when he might need extra inspiration.

“Sonny boy? Do you know how many dicks I had to suck to get to the top?”

Tom blinked. Wha…”

She took off her jacket and revealed a mammoth set of mammaries.

Tom gulped as he looked at the expanse of flesh. Her nipples were up, and she was smiling like a tiger right before he leaped on the rabbit.

Then undid her pants and lowered them. As she kicked them off sheShe smiled some more and lowered her pants…and a dick popped up.

Tom’s jaw dropped and all the women started laughing and slapping each other on the shoulders.

Then Tom saw it wasn’t a real dick; it was a strap on.

“I think he thought it was real,” murmured one of the ladies.

“Okay, honey. Suck me to a cum.”

Again the ladies spread a blanket on the table and he climbed up.

He wasn't going to fuck her though. He had to eat her.

In a way he was averse. But there was a piece of his mind that was stronger; that piece wanted to fuck, to debauch, to have so much sex his balls exploded.

Dally, he realized this was the effect of having screwed and been denied a cum.

Because it was expected, he mouthed the big dildo a few times. The women hooted and hollered and cheered him on, but he knew he was going to have to get rid of the dildo and get to the pie.

After a few minutes he knelt and lifted her and undid the strap on.

“Now we’re talking!” crowed the woman he was eating.

Tom had a clear path to her pussy now, but instead of diving in he asked, “What’s your name?”

“Oh, ho! So we’re going to be on a first name basis, are we?”

She didn’t give her name, but Amanda called out, “Her name is Sandy. Do her proud, Tom.”

Now Tom dove in.

Tom was an inveterate eater of pussy. He prided himself on his abilities, and now he had to use all those abilities.

He lapped, he sucked. He used his fingers a little, and his tongue a lot. He slapped his pink tongue against her pinker pussy.

It made him even hornier. To have been denied, and now to be so close to the object of his meat pole…it made him so horny it hurt.

Still, it took a while for Sandy to reach her orgasm.

She enjoyed every moment of his ministrations, but he was wiped out by the time she grunted and headed over the falls.

He pushed back on his arms, his face a mess, his lipstick smeared, and little tears had caused his mascara to run.

Sandy was still shaking from her orgasm, and the other girls were crowding around her, congratulating her.

Amanda touched Tom and he turned to her.

She wiped his face with a bit of cold cream and began repairing the ravages of sex to his face.

“How you doing, Tom?”

He nodded.

“Think you’ll make it?”

“I think so.”

“Good. Attitude is important, but I’m warning you…your remaining tests will be harder, and easier. Steel your mind to accept anything. Okay?”

He murmured, “Do you really care?”

She paused, eyed him, and, “Of course I do. And it’s not just I feel guilty for tricking you and getting you into this. Heck, that was just business. But…you’re a nice guy, Tom.”

By now Sandy was able to walk, and the five women headed for the quads.

“Hurry up, Amanda. We want to beat Tom to the next challenge.”

Amanda looked into Tom’s eyes. “Go for it, Tom. Beat them. Beat them and you’ll get a million dollars, and you’ll even get me a bonus.”

Then she leaned forward and gently touched her lips to his.

She walked away, and Tom turned up the trail.

Now he had another problem. His high heels were not built for the steepening trail, his boner was making it awkward to walk, and…he kept thinking of Amanda.

She was beautiful. He had been drawn to her in the bar. They had had a good time, and now…was she really on his side?

It almost felt like it was more than just a bonus.

But…but he had to put all thoughts out of his mind and keep climbing.

He was halfway to the mountain now, but the way was steeper.

He walked, lifting his aching feet and calves over small steps, navigating odd boulders strewn in the path.

His breasts were heavy, his nipples were raw, his feet ached.

He still had halfway to go, and he was hurting.

It was about noon now, and he forced himself on.

He drank from a stream, and forced himself to scoop water again to control his body odor.

The ham sandwich seemed a lifetime ago.

Still, he walked.

Two hours later he came to another clearing. This was just a wide spot in the trail, and there were no picnic tables. Just a couple of boulders and a couple of logs.

The ladies were sitting on their quads, waiting, chatting merrily, laughing, and they turned to watch him as he struggled the last few yards to them.

“Hey, here he is!”

“About time!”

“Come on, Tommy boy!”

Tom staggered to a stop. His shoulders were slumped, his breasts were hanging low.

The girl named Mon stepped up to him. “Raise your dress, girly man.”

Tom lifted his dress.

He was finally limp. His exertions had overcome his desire, at least physically.

She fit a tube over his cock, a ring over his package, and padlocked them together.

“You ever wear a chastity tube, Tom?”

He stared in wonder at his groin, leaning forward to see past his breasts. His dingus was trying to come alive in the prison. Sexual strivings stirred in his body. The fact of being unable had made him desperate to get hard.

He stared at Mona.

She was laughing silently. “Oh, Lord, the look…I wish I could feel what you’re feeling now.”

“Wha…what am I…”

“Nothing, Tom. Just keep on hiking. I think you’ll find it interesting.”

Interesting? It was more than interesting. His cock trying to get hard, pressing against the plastic of the cage. It was excruciating. It was horny to the nth. As he walked out of the clearing and up the trail his cock was trying to so hard to get hard he could hardly walk. His balance, already suffering because of his tits, was haywire.

Now the trek became impossible.

The thing between his legs rubbing, the horniness of it all, the sway of his tits; for Tom the game had become a contest for survival.

Each step was more difficult. Each breath more meaningful. Each moment an eternity of unbelievable desire.

His legs hurt. His feet hurt. His chest hurt.

The walk became a climb. He was forced to lift his legs, which felt like iron weights.

He climbed, breaking his nails, and cursing. He had played sports, he had run a marathon, but nothing was like this endless torture.

Still, he couldn’t give up. there was something about these women that spurred him on. He had to beat them. He had to…to prove that all men weren’t like…weren’t like what they thought men were like.

And what did they think of men?

They obviously loved them, but with serious serious considerations.

Love them, but make them suffer would be number one, of course.

He climbed, and just when he thought he could climb no more, the hill crested. He still had a couple of miles to go, but it was easier.

Unfortunately, along with this ‘easiness,’ he found a clearing and a picnic table.

“Come on, Tom!”

“Come on, Mr. Man!”

“You can do it!”

They hooted, they whistled, and they laughed.

Tom staggered up to the table.

“Almost there, Tom baby.”

He sank down on the picnic bench. He stretched his legs out to relieve his calves and thighs, and so he wouldn’t cramp up. He put his head down so he could rest his tits on the table top.

One of the women passed him a bottle of water.

He took it and drank greedily. He left no lipstick on the mouth of the bottle. He had worn his lipstick and some of his make up off.

“Well, Tom, you’re getting close. Some of the ladies think you might even make it.”

Amanda straightened him up, repaired his make up.

“Oh.”

“One of you girls want to fix his nails?”

Sandy repaired his fingernails, and Tom sat in a daze.

“About two miles to the top…and your final challenge.”

“Is there a challenge here?”

“Oh, yes. And it will make your final two miles quite memorable.”

“Oh.”

He really didn’t want to talk.

They finished with him, and told him to bend over the picnic table.

The world was blurry, and he was so tired, he just did what he was told. He bent over the picnic table and grabbed the edges with his hands.

The woman named Shiela lifted his dress. She felt his balls. “Pretty full. You know this might make him cum some.”

“Got to risk it. Besides they usually just drain a little at this point. There will be plenty left at the top.”

Tom had no idea what they were talking about, the Shiela spread his cheeks and pushed something into his butt.

“What!” Tom straightened up and felt his rear.

“Don’t move it, Tom. You have to make the hike, the last couple of miles, with a butt plug.”

“No! This is…you can’t…”

He would have pulled it out, but the women were holding his arms back.

Tom went through a dozen thoughts in a second.

He was gay. It hurt. It didn’t hurt. What was this going to do to his walk? Drain? And lots of other things.

He stopped struggling and the women let loose and stepped back.

“A butt plug,” he said, turning towards them. Just the act of turning was a turn on. The plug was rubbing against his prostate and it felt like he was going to pee.

“Try not to pee, Tom,” suggested Amanda. “You won’t pee, you’ll release sperm. It will feel like pee. Don’t pee.”

Tom nodded. It was so hard to think. And his cock was trying to wake up again. And his butt…his butt…

It was Charlotte who turned him and faced him towards the top of the mountain.

“I’m the last one, Tom. You get past me and it’s a million dollars. Can you do it?”

Tom stood, like a horse hit on the head with a log, and wondered: can I make it?

All he had to do was walk a couple of miles. Easy miles. Just a slope compared to what he had already walked.

He swallowed, his vision was blurry, and he nodded.

She slapped him on the ass, which made the butt plug wiggle inside and almost caused him to pee. “Go get it, tiger.”

Tom walked off, not quite on a straight line, and the ladies all followed him. There was no trail for the quads at this point, and they walked behind him.

Tom would always remembered that last couple of miles. It was easier, but he had been so beaten down that it was harder.

His spikes sunk into the earth and he had to shift his weight and pull.

His cock felt like it was going to burst inside the tube.

His chest swayed, unbalancing him at every step.

The plug in his heinie slid across his most sensitive nerves at every step.

Each step was an exciting torment of sexual desire.

Each step he felt like he was going to cum, and he felt like he was losing control of his body.

He wanted to pee.

He grabbed his cock at the base and squeezed.

Behind him, the girls were having the time of their lives.

“Only a mile more, Tommy boy!”

“He’s dripping! He’s going to pee it all out and lose!”

They made side bets among themselves.

He’ll get to the table, but won’t be able to go the last hundred yards.

He won’t get to the table.

His pecker won’t be of much use if he gets to the table.

And so on.

Tom stepped, and stepped. Forced his quivering muscles to work.

Then, in the distance, he saw the top of the mountain, and a hundred yards before the top was a small stand of trees with a picnic bench nestled in them.

It became obvious that he might actually make it to the picnic table, but the way he was wobbling and shaking…he probably wouldn’t make it to the top.

The girls were actually cheering him on now. Male or female, great effort draws appreciation.

He staggered the last ten yards, went to his knees, and fell across the picnic table.

The wood was rough and weathered, and the world wavered to Tom’s senses.

The ladies all sat on the other side of the bench and looked at Tom. They were grinning.

“Okay, Tom, here’s the deal. Women have to fuck their way to the top, and so do you. You want to win this…you’re going to have to let these women screw you.”

Amanda spoke as she pulled the plug out of him.

Tom groaned, and suddenly his ass felt empty.

Unbelievably, he missed his little friend.

“But, really, Tom, it comes down to choice. You can quit right now. No money, of course, and we will give you that chemical castration. It’ll only last a year, but.small price to pay to quit, eh? But if you want that million dollars, you have to fuck for it. So the question is…are you man enough to be a woman?”

On the other side of the table the five women grinned.

“Are you, Tom?”

“Can you do it?”

“We all did it.”

“It’s up to you.”

Tom lay there, exhausted, every muscle in his body quivering.

Could he do it”

Could he lay down and get fucked for a million dollars?

And he asked himself: how far are people willing to go?

How far was he willing to go?

He knew they were right, once he took it up the poop chute he was going to be changed.

He’d be a man…but he also wouldn’t be.

He would be changed. That’s why they had dressed him, built him up sexually. And yet…it was a choice they had all faced.

What was he willing to do?

He nodded. “Okay.”

The women stood up and began taking off their clothes. It was an orgy on a mountain top, and blouses and bras, panties and pants, all flew into the air.

Tom lay there, felt the rough wood grain under him, and the women lined up behind him.

He was so tired. But he could have fought. But he didn’t want to.

The truth was…they had made him curious. Could he do as they had done?

So he lay there, and one by one the women stepped up behind him. They greased up and took turns inserting.

For an hour Tom grunted under their weight, under the thrusts of their plastic dicks.

The sun shifted in the sky, and towards the end Amanda raised her voice and said, “Okay, he’s draining!”

He felt the semen coming out. They were right, it felt like he was peeing, but a little thicker, a little more sensation. He heard the splat of semen as it drained onto the ground under him.

And, when they were done, he couldn’t move.

He was totally fucked, and he slid off the edge of the table.

Amanda leaned down and whispered into his ear. “Come on, Tom. A hundred yards. Crawl if you must, but do it. The women bet against you, but now they’re on your side. You’ve shown them that a man can do anything a woman does. So show them. Crawl.

Tom moved his arms and legs. He dug in the tips of his heels and pushed. He clawed at the ground and ripped his fingernails. The pain was worse than anything. His boobs were dragged, the sensitive nipples screaming in agony. His dick was being hauled along, bits of sand and stone sliding into the tube and irritating his poor cock. But he crawled. and crawled, and it felt like forever, like it would never end, and then…it ended.

He was helped to his feet. He stood, held up by five women, and watched the most incredible sunset he had ever seen. Orange and gold, shards of red. Slowly sinking, and when it was dark they took him off the mountain.


Epilogue

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER!

Tom sat at the computer in the back of the restaurant. The same restaurant he had been in a year previous.

He sighed and shut down the computer and turned around just as Amanda entered the room and brought him a drink.

He sipped. “All closed up?”

“Yep. Have you gone through the applicants?” asked Amanda.

“Yep.

He and Amanda ran the restaurant, and they managed the ‘game’ that was played every couple months.

They were going to have to set up more games, for more women were finding out about them and wanting to partake.

And men were hearing about this terrible game where they had to get fucked near to death to win. And they wanted in.

What a crazy world. Men willing to risk castration just to experience a game of ultimate fucks. Women loving to be pursued in such vibrant manner.

Yet…it was what the world wanted.

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 Girl with the Gun in Her Hand!

Burglary becomes feminization…

becomes a pure love.

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I’m a big fan of old Hollywood, especially the scandals and strange love affairs.

The women who loved and laughed and used men like spades in the dirty earth.

The men, drinking and dicing and getting in fights and having endless affairs.

And everybody was on the set the next day, nursing a hangover, but delivering a performance.

Nowadays Hollywood is just a shadow of what it once was. Lots of glitz and glamour, but no heart.

Sigh.

Well, you’ll find that this story has lots of heart.

Lots and lots.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

I’m like my name, he thought. I hunt.

His name, of course, was Hunter, and what he liked to hunt was bling.

He was a good hunter, too. He wasn’t like one of these bozos who break into dark houses and find the owner is sleeping. Or one of these guys who fence jewels to some sleaze bag named Elijah who promptly turns them over to the police.

No. He did it right.

That night he started by going on the internet and looking for what celebrity was out of town. Gone to shoot a movie somewhere, out of country to an awards show in Bangkok, on vacation in the Caribbean.

Then he went on the internet to find out where the celebrity lived. He examined the area for access, for neighbors, for location. He liked to think that location was everything.

Only then did he scout the prospective target. He had a van with an Amazon symbol on the side. Right color, stupid arrow smile, and driven by a fellow with the right uniform. Himself.

The van, of course, had license plates issued to a van exactly like that, but not that specific van.

He wore glasses and a long billed cap and a long haired wig and sun glasses and buck teeth specially designed to push his cheeks out. No facial recognition for him.

He dropped a box at the start of the driveway, picked it up while slowly aiming his cell phone around. He took note of security cameras, sign of any dogs, or anything else that might be of concern to an accomplished burglar.

He made it to the gate, or the front door, still aiming his cell phone here and there, and rang the buzzer.

Nobody home. No maid. No dog. Nothing but…stuff.

He acted like he needed a signature, shrugging at a clipboard, then turned back to the truck and headed out.

Back at his house he loaded the cell phone to the big computer and examined his videos. He scrutinized the cameras, any electrical lines, looking still for signs of dogs, maids, butlers, or anything that might interfere with his planning and execution.

Everything looking good, he made sure his military grade night vision goggles were charged and ready to go. He didn’t carry weapons, except for box cutters for slicing through a paint welded window, and lock picks. No violent crimes for him. He didn’t mind a burglary rap, but he didn’t want to go down for a murder charge or even simple assault.

Then, his plans made, his tools at the ready, he ate a big meal and went to bed at three in the afternoon.

These preparations, and his all black suit and knit cap, his black sneakers and latex gloves, had enabled him to do burglaries for over six years. He was almost ready to get out of the business. He stashed cash, sold clothes and bags and stuff on Ebay, and had a jeweler who liked to make an indecent profit cutting the gems he stole.

Just a few more jobs and he would retire. He had invested wisely, he had an excellent portfolio, and he was going to leave the US. Move to one of those poor islands in the Bahamas where he could live like a king.

Then he picked the wrong house.

Lucas Hunter parked his other car, a Porsche, two streets above the house he had targeted.  In this neighborhood a Porsche was no big deal, and wouldn’t even be noticed by the police. And if it was, no big deal.

One, the license plates were fake.

Two, if they towed his car he could just write it off and go home. Throw the goods into some bushes and walk to a bus stop.

He walked along the road through the Hollywood Hills, stepped into shadows whenever a car’s headlights threatened to illuminate him.

Between the third and fourth houses there were some cement steps that led down. Old Hollywood steps, there since the time of Laurel and Hardy.

He descended the long flight of stairs two streets, then stepped to the side, out of any moonlight.

He had a fanny pack and he took out his night vision goggles and put them on.

A few steps and he was to the fence that divided the property of the houses. He taped the back fence a couple of times. No dogs came barking, so he slithered over the fence.

He was good at slithering because he worked out religiously. He lifted a few weights, but mostly did Yoga and Pilates. He was flexible and strong.

He crouched out of any houselights and crouch walked along the fence line.

Over another fence and more low walking.

And he reached the target. It was the third house in on the downhill side of the fence line.

He tapped the fence, waited, then slipped over and dropped into a garden.

He took a step and was under a trellis style roof loaded with plants.

He waited.

The house was dark. His night vision watched the windows. Nothing moved.

After ten minutes he crept to the French doors that opened on the patio. Normally he would use a thin piece of plastic to jimmy the lock, but this night he didn’t even need that. He simply turned the door lever, opened the door and slipped inside.

It was, of course, quiet. The woman who owned the house, a big time star, had even bought clocks that didn’t click.

Lucas stepped to the side and waited in the darkness next to the French doors. He listened. He sniffed. He looked.

Nothing.

The place was as quiet as the proverbial tomb.

After ten minutes he went to work. He walked through the first floor, just looking. There usually wasn’t much to steal on the first floor. People kept their jewelry and cash in locked boxes and safes.

Boxes were easy to pick up and walk away with. Safes were often left unlocked. But even if the safe was locked there would be jewelry left out, things like handbags and shoes that were more than gold.

The first look see done, he climbed the stairs to the second floor. Now he was moving faster, wasn’t so concerned with making noise, and he turned into a bedroom.

It was a guest bedroom and there were no guests. And no jewelry. Some extra clothes in a closet, but…nothing.

That was fine. That was often the way it was. He just had to go through the rooms in a house until he found the room the woman lived in. That was where he would find the jewelry, the locked boxes and a safe.

He traveled through a connecting bathroom into another room. This one was used as an art studio, and he took a moment to admire the painting.

There were no old masters or anything, but there was an incredible painting of the woman who owned the house.

Stella Magellan. A star from the last decade, now on the decline, but still in demand.

The painting he looked at showed her in a three quarter pose, a thin peignoir not hiding, but rather emphasizing, a quality breast. The boob was perfect, sloping to a pert and perky nipple. The nipple was large, and it pressed out against the filmy material of the peignoir.

Her face was an oval with perfect M lips, arching eyebrows, and the incredible blue eyes that had mesmerizing audiences for two decades.

She could wield a sword or throw a vase, read a book or cry a river, and the audience would be watching those big, blue, expressive eyes.

Damn. Too bad he wasn’t into artwork. He would love to take that painting. But it was too much trouble to take the painting out of the frame, roll it up, and carry it without hurting it.

He stepped out of the artwork room and back into the hall. He was in another bathroom. He checked it out, but it didn’t even have a toothpaste tube in it.

He continued down the hallway and found the master bedroom. Just looking in from the door he could see how large it was. And he could see the dresser with the jewelry boxes on it. And he would bet a testicle there was a safe behind the picture of the man with the steely grey hair.

He moved to the door and looked into the room.

The poster bed was more than king sized. To the right were double doors that led to a balcony.

He stepped into the room and headed for the dresser.

“Hello.”

He was caught totally by surprise. Later, he would realize that the woman had been sitting in the corner in the darkness, the darkness enhanced by the slight light coming through the French windows. It was for that reason, and the fact that he had gotten too eager to get to the real goods, that she surprised him.

But, surprised or not, he moved.

Agile and quick, he leaped to the side.

BANG!

He fell over, dazed. He was stunned. The sound of the gun in that closed area, the feeling of something taking off his ear.

He lay on the floor, struggling to comprehend.

Then he lifted a hand and felt his ear.

It was still there! She had missed!

But she had come so close the passage of the bullet, the sound and the airwave, had knocked him over.

Lights flooded the room and he yelled and ripped his night vision goggles off. The sudden light was like looking into the sun through his light amplifying goggles. He was blind. He held his eyes, gulped, and tried to wish his sight back.

“Lay on your belly.”

He couldn’t see, but he could hear out of one ear. But he had no intention of laying down.

BANG!

He cringed.

“The next one goes into your skull.”

He decided to follow directions.

He lay on his belly and the woman stood over him, just out of reach.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

He did, and he heard the dresser drawer open and close, then she snapped cuffs on him. Very professionally, too.

He lay on his belly and she moved around him. He heard the sound of her sinking into a chair.

“Sit up. Cross legged. If I can miss your ear by a hair I can hit your eyeball square.” Her voice was so soft and cultured it almost sounded like she was reciting poetry.

Lucas struggled, sat, and folded his legs.

Seconds ticked past, though there was no clock to indicate their passing.

His hearing in the one ear returned. The bright haze of his vision began returning to normal, and he looked around the room.

It was large, so large even the extra large bed seemed a bit small in proportion.

The dresser, shiny rosewood, with three jewelry boxes on top of it.

The French windows leading to the outside balcony.

The thick rug was a pale green. The room was a Mediterranean version of flesh. There was a light in the center of the ceiling, and track lights along the edges of the room.

Against one wall, like the guest of honor, was a vanity table. It had a large mirror and was limned by bright, round bulbs.

Then there was the woman. Stella Magellan herself. As timeless as the painting in the next room. As beautiful and sexy as the painting. Wearing the same peignoir she had been painted wearing, with the same nipple peaking out so enticingly.

The nipple was even rigid, like the nipple in the painting had been.

And her face was made up the same way, the beautiful lips, painted a shiny red, her slender hand tipped with the same color long nails.

Which nails matched her toes, peeking out from the open end of her stylish, see through, plastic heels.

She watched him, the gun in her hand held negligently. Her blue eyes measuring him, her red lips slightly pursed as she thought.

A slight trail of smoke rose from the barrel of the steely weapon, and it dangled by the trigger guard from her right index finger.

Lucas waited.

He was new to the idea of being caught, but he was smart in the ways of the law. Don’t talk. Anything you say… Wait. Get information, then ask for a lawyer.

But he noticed that her eyes looked so disinterested.

And her face, except for her pursed lips, was sober, almost sad.

“Should I shoot you?” she asked.

“I’d rather you didn’t.” Got to respond to that one.

“It’s funny, I’ve shot so many people in the movies that sitting here, thinking about shooting you, I’m sort of…disassociated. Like I could shoot you and I wouldn’t care because, hell, it’s a movie. Right?”

Lucas found that his breathing was picking up. Something was wrong here. Shooting him wasn’t real? Fuck! It was real enough for him!

“The only thing that stops me is that I’m a liberal. Well, I’m liberal influenced. Most liberals don’t know shit about guns. They’d probably shoot you out of panic, then cry all the way to their therapist. Are you a liberal or a conservative?”

“I…don’t know.”

She grunted, and her beauty made even that sound of disgust at worst a non-commitalness, at best a sweetness.

“I love your movies.”

She was moving her head slightly, like she was rocking in her own thoughts. “You a stalker?”

“I’m a burglar.”

“How’s business?”

It was surreal. Like she was in a movie and was sucking him into it.

“Pretty good, so far.”

His meaning was not lost on her and she smiled. “Like the man who fell off a building. Every story he passed people heard him yell, ‘So far so good!’”

He tried a smile, to show appreciation for her joke. It felt like he had assumed a rictus and that his face was going to break into pieces.

“Scared, eh?”

“Terrified.”

The slight motion of her head turned into a big nod. “Yeah.”

Then she was silent. Studying him. Contemplating. Letting the time pass.

After five minutes he broke. “What are you going to do with me?”

She sighed, the gun swaying from her trigger finger, his eyes so incredible sad.

“If I shoot you there’s one less person on the planet. That might be a good thing. Are you a bad person?”

“I do bad things, but I don’t think I’m bad.” He was very careful in his answer, afraid that she might be looking for an excuse to puncturate him.

“Huh. Are you equivocating?”

“What’s equivocating?”

“Hiding behind words. Misleading me by being less than forthcoming.”

“Lady, I’m too scared to be lying.”

She scratched behind one ear with a red nail.

“If I let you go will you promise never to burgle again?”

“Yes.”

“You answered too fast. You don’t mean it.”

The way she spoke, the sadness in her eyes, the way she dangled the pistol off her finger…Lucas had the thought that something was wrong with her.

She looked at the window and gave a big sigh.

He asked, “Why were you sitting in a dark corner with a gun? Were you waiting for me? Did you hear me?”

“I heard you come up the stairs, walking down the hall, but I already had the gun.

A fixed gleam came into her eyes and she focused on him. She was waiting for him to figure something out.

“You had the gun, were sitting in a dark corner…and…why?”

“Figure it out, smart boy.”

He did. And it wasn’t hard.

“You were going to shoot yourself.”

Her lack of answer was all the answer he needed. The look in her eyes confirmed his guess.

“But why?” he blurted. “You’re famous! You’re rich! You’re…you can do anything!”

She grunted, and it was a grunt of refutation. No. She wasn’t as free as he intimated.

Now he was interested. Now he wasn’t as scared of the gun dangling from her finger. “Why would one of the most beautiful women in the world kill herself.”

She prevaricated. “I was going to kill myself, then you came in and I wondered if I should just kill you.”

He caught his breath. Back to being scared.

“I could. I could point and pull the trigger, just like in a movie. But no blanks. And I wondered what it would be like to kill. To kill another. To end a life. Would it feel as bad as I did?”

She was talking to talk, and he knew if he was going to get out of this mess he was going to have to move it along.

“There are only a few reasons why people would kill themselves. Guilt from deeds that were heinous. but you don’t look like you have done anything that was that bad.

“Killing yourself because of unrequited love. Somebody didn’t love you so you decide to end it all.”

She watched him fixedly, hanging on his words, wondering if he was going to figure it out.

“Then there’s drug use, alcoholism, that sort of…” he stopped talking. She looked disappointed and he backed up.

“Unrequited love. You love somebody but they don’t love you.”

She stared at him, and the fact that she said nothing, just stared at him, told him that he had guessed correctly.

He said, “It’s not that bad.”

She snorted.

“I guessed correctly. I know I did. Now it’s your turn. Tell me who you love and why they won’t love you back.

She considered Lucas for a while. Then: “Get up.”

Lucas was nimble, and he corkscrewed up from the cross legged position.

“Nice,” she said, observing him. “Go to the hallway. I’ll shoot you in the ass if you try anything.”

Lucas wasn’t about to. Even if he managed to run away, how could he climb fences and drive his car with his hands cuffed behind him?

“Down the stairs,” she directed when they were in the hallway.

He walked slowly and carefully. She followed him without getting too close.

Down the stairs, and he asked, “Where are we going?”

“The kitchen. To the right into the foyer then left into the kitchen.”

Lucas followed directions and stepped into an older kitchen with modern conveniences. To the right side was an older breakfast nook. A wooden table with slide in bench seats.

“Slide in on the right side. Push back as far as you can.”

He slid.

“Put your feet up on the bench.”

He swung his feet up.

She moved carefully, with much awareness. She untied his shoelaces, then tied the laces of his shoes together. He wouldn’t be able to take but six inch steps, and he couldn’t undo the laces with his hands behind his back.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She stood up, inspected him, and asked, “Want some breakfast?”

It was the last thing he expected, and it was surreal. Breakfast? For a burglar?”

“Before you call the cops?” he asked.

“I’m not big on breakfast. I only make sausages and waffles. Do you want some.”

She was content while his mouth worked and his mind tried to figure it out, but he finally nodded. “Okay.”

First she reached into a cupboard and took down a couple of round glasses with gold strips around the lips.

She put four large ice cubes into each glass, then went to a cupboard and took out a large bottle of bourbon. It was half empty, but there were two full bottles behind it.

She poured half a glass for Lucas and an eighth of a glass for herself, topped the glasses off with Coke. She put a straw in Lucas’s drink and placed it in front of him.

He was aware that when she leaned across the table her breast, that fabulous mammary gland which had excited millions in movies, was hanging free and swayed past the lapel of the peignoir.

She was aware that he was aware.

She straightened up and pulled the peignoir closed, then ignored it, and the label opened a bit again.

“Mud in your eye,” she said.

She watched him.

He watched her.

“Don’t tell me you’re a teetotaler.”

“No. I…” Then, moving deliberately, he leaned forward and sipped at the straw.

The bourbon was good bourbon. It didn’t burn so much as warm. He sat back.

“All right,” she nodded.

As she had said, breakfast was waffles and sausage. The sausage was maple flavored, and she poured a dab of syrup on the sausages, then smothered the waffles.

“I’ve got a sweet tooth.”

He said, “That probably means you need more protein.”

She tilted her head, thought about it, and said, “I’ve never heard that before.”

She placed the plates in front of them, slid in opposite him, and dug in. For both of them.

She would fork a bit of sausage into those ruby red lips. She would chew, and he was struck how sexy the simple act of eating was.

This women was incredible, which was why she had become a movie star.

Then she would slice a bit of sausage, or waffle, and feed him.

He had never been fed by a woman before. It was weird.

Forkful after forkful, back and forth, until the plates were empty.

She sat back and sighed, her large breasts totally on display.

She watched his eyes and he realized that she was enjoying his attention, his appreciation of her form.

“What are you going to do with me? Are you going to call the police.”

She had placed the key to the handcuffs in a small pocket on the side of the peignoir. She placed it on the table. The gun was already on the table.

“You’ve seen my movies.”

“Yes.”

“Past the movies I have a private life. Have you ever heard of Russell Hardy?”

He shook his head.

“Russell Hardy was a stuntman ten years before my time. Sometimes he would get small parts, but nobody remembers him. The simple fact, and he acknowledged this to me, was that he lacked talent. He was handsome, he was excellent in a scene that required action, but when it came to acting he was a cardboard box.”

She waved her hand, “Oh, I’m not being mean.”

Then she sat there and watched Lucas.

“Want some more booze?”

He shook his head.

“Anyway, on my third film I was supposed to be thrown onto a couch. A simple thing. The director, Josh Simpson, asked Russ to throw me. I was a commodity. It was actually a difficult shot with the angle of the cameras, the way he had to turn and place me, violently, without disturbing my great beauty,” she snorted, “he wanted Russ.”

“From the moment Russ grabbed me to throw me…I was smitten. I could feel the heat of the man. I was ten years younger, innocent, and this rough man handled my body like it was a delicate flower. He threw me, and I had never experienced such a thing. I flew threw the air and landed exactly, precisely, on the couch. And I was in love.”

Ten years older than me, knowing he wasn’t going to make it, he was easy meat for me, on the cusp of fame, sexier than shit.

But the studio didn’t want me to get married. Bad for ratings. Fucking audience.” She displayed a touch of bitterness.

“So we lived together. God, he was the most awesome man I had ever met. He could just jump and do a somersault in the air and land on his feet. He could do push ups on his fingertips. His body was slight, slender, but he was…strong.

“One of the things the studio used to do was, when a woman had a rough trick and they needed a stunt person, they would dress him up like a woman. He would do the stunt, and…it caused a furor. The Stuntwomen’s Association of Motion Pictures complained, but he was the pro. They were lucky Russ did what he did. They would have gotten injured, but not Russ. He was too good. Can you do push ups on two fingers.”

She was segueing and Lucas was trying to keep up. What was this story about Was she daffy?

“I’ve still got some of his costumes upstairs, if you didn’t steal them.” She laughed, a bitter laugh, and her eyes were gleaming in the corner.

Tears, he thought. What the fuck?

Then her soul opened up and she sobbed. “He died! Two years ago. And I can’t handle it.”

Doors clicked open in his mind, and he whispered. “You were going to shoot yourself over him.”

She nodded, big tears dropping on the table top, her breasts pressed up against the edge.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

She looked up at him. “You want my money?”

He said nothing. Of course he wanted her money. But he wasn’t prepared for this. Given a choice of enduring her raw emotion or losing the money, he would have lost the money.

But he wasn’t unfeeling.

This woman, this international star, was too hurt. The empathy she created on the screen, it was real, and he felt it for her.

Large teardrops falling on the table, she shoved the key to the handcuffs across the table.

“Take what you want. Rape me. Kill me. I don’t care. I just…I can’t handle it anymore.”

For a moment Lucas didn’t move, then, her helpless in her sorrow, he stood up knelt on the bench and leaned backwards. He picked up the keys and managed to undo his cuffs. It was awkward, but not difficult.

He put the cuffs on the table, then bent over and undid his shoe laces, retied them.

She was still crying.

He picked up the gun and she didn’t even move.

He put it on top of the refrigerator.

He was ready to go. He could walk out the back door, or the front, for that matter. He could jump over fences, or just walk down the street and over to his car.

He could make his getaway.

In fact, he could still ransack the house.

She was so totally beyond caring.

But she was crying so piteously, so distraught.

She was a broken woman, and she was hurting about as bad as any person he had ever seen.

He reached in front of her and picked up her glass, and his glass. He made two more drinks, duplicating the proportions she had poured.

He went to the nook and sat down next to her. He placed her glass in front of her. “I’m sorry. I’m…sorry.”

It would have seemed pathetic, except that he meant it, and suddenly she was against him, grasping at him, and her body was wracked with big spasms. Her eyes poured forth a river, and she held to him like he was a lifeline.

And maybe he was.

She wailed. Simply wailed, and her pain impacted on him.

He was stunned, caught, feeling her breasts pressed against him. His arms were slightly to the sides and up, and he tentatively closed them around her.

Her hair was in his face, and it smelled so good.

He was holding her, and she was gasping and sobbing and her whole body was shaking like an earthquake.

He didn’t move. He just held her.

For about ten minutes she was like that, all the pain of her life on display, then she stopped crying. But she still held him. And out of her pain came awareness.

There was sex in the awareness, he was a man and she was a woman, after all, but it wasn’t about sex.

She mumbled against him. “I’m sorry.”

He had come to rob her, and now she was apologizing to him.

“It’s okay. I’m just sorry…sorry that you hurt.”

She released her grip on him, but still lay in his arms.

“Please. Just hold me for a moment. Just…hold me.”

He was aware of his penis becoming hard in his pants.

“You must think I’m a big baby.”

“It’s okay,” he whispered into her hair.

“But I’ve got something to ask you. Something terrible, and I know you’ll refuse. And it’s okay if you do.”

“Okay.”

She sighed, and he could tell she was actually enjoying the feel of him. She hadn’t been held for years, two years, at least, and now she was getting held enough to make up for it.

“It’s bad. You won’t want to, but I’ll give you all my money if you’ll do it.”

“Okay.”

He had no clue what he was saying ‘okay’ to, but this woman…she needed help.

On the big screens of the world, twenty feet tall, she had overwhelmed audiences with her emotions, her vulnerability, her spirit. In his arms, just over five feet tall, him feeling her flesh, she overwhelmed him by ten times.

She said. “Be Russell for me. Just for a while. A day. A couple of hours. Let me make you look like him. Let me experience Russell one more time, then…then I’ll be all right.”

It was an odd request. Talk about surreal, but what could be the harm? He dresses up in a guy’s clothes for a few hours, drinks a little bourbon, then goes on his merry way.

Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of the money. He was thinking of complying with Stella Magellans request because she was Stella, and she was hurt, and she needed this.

She had that effect on people.

So he said, “Okay.”


Part Two

She disentangled herself from him…almost shyly, and slid out from the breakfast nook. “Would you like another drink?” she asked again.

“No.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “This is going to be difficult for you.”

Difficult? What would be difficult about putting on another man’s clothes?

“Okay.”

She smiled and made him another drink.

She did the dishes, she was a neat freak and a perfectionist, and while she worked he looked out the window.

It was still night time, maybe two or three in the morning. It was very dark, and he could barely make out the shadows of eves and roofs.

She finished, gave him another tentative smile, then pulled him out of the nook and led him upstairs by the hand.

As they climbed the stairs, her glancing back at him as if to make sure he was really there, he was aware that his dick was hard as iron.

Of course it was. He was being taken into a fantasy land by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, a virtual goddess to the masses, and she was one peignoir short of naked.

They reached the second story and she led him to the bedroom next to the painting room, the one with clothes still in the closet.

He was confused then. He remembered all the dresses and shoes and things in the closet. He didn’t remember any male clothes.

She led him right into the closet and started rummaging through the closet. She tossed bras and panties into the air, held up dresses, and finally selected red dress, up to the neck but also up to the thigh.

“What do you think?”

“It’s pretty,” he said, “But…I don’t understand.”

Now she looked at him, confusion in her eyes. “What don’t you understand?”

“These are all girl things.”

She shook her head slightly, still confused.

“I thought I was going to dress like…like Russell.”

“You…” and she got it. She started to laugh, then got real nervous. “I thought you understood.”

“What?”

“He did stuntwork for women.”

“Yeah?”

“So he dressed like a woman.”

Slowly the truth filtered into Lucas syrupy mind. “But…you mean?”

“And at home he always dressed like a woman.”

“He was a…crossdresser?”

“Or a transvestite, or whatever you wish. I thought you understood that.”

He blinked and shook his head slightly.

She stepped closer to him, they were inches away from each other in the closet of a crossdresser. “Is that going to be a problem?”

He stared into her eyes and felt her concern.

He remembered how she lay in his arms and sobbed.

He thought about all the pain, enough pain to kill herself, this beautiful woman had suffered.

“I…guess not.”

She sagged with relief. “You had me worried. Have you ever dressed up as a woman before?”

He shook his head.

“Oh, it will be easy. I’ll guide you through everything. Do you mind getting rid of your hair?”

His mouth was open slightly as he played catch up with all the things she was throwing at him.

“Nu…no.”

“Not your head, of course. You’ve got such long, beautiful hair. It’s the color of Russell’s, up to the last couple of years, of course.”

“Of course.”

Lucas was dizzy, trying to understand. Yet all he had to do was follow along, do as she said. It was easy, if he could just…relax. But…dressing up as a woman?

She dropped the dress and led him out of the room and into a bathroom. “Take off your clothes.”

The most beautiful woman in the world asking him to take off his clothes. Lucas was never a lady’s man, and here he was being asked to get nude.

He did, with shaking hands and a shivering body. All the hair on his body stood up, goose bumps, and Stella laughed. “Look at you, all nervous. You remind me of Russell the first time he showed his hobby.

Lucas had been facing away from her, embarrassed and not wanting to exhibit his cock, but she turned him around and smiled. “Oh, look at you.”

She put her hand on his cock and he almost swooned.

“That is the most precious thing I’ve ever seen. I think you might be bigger than Russell.”

“Uh…oh.”

“Come on, relax. It’s just like being on stage. A little stage fright, then you’re over it.”

Still, he was trembling.

She stroked his cock gently. She moved against him, just in a peignoir, her large breasts pressing against his chest. She tilted her head and looked at him and waited.

Shivering, Lucas bent his head down.

Her lips ignited something in him. His chest suddenly felt deprived of air, even as his heart pounded harder.

Her lips were amazing, red pillows into which he sank. They were softer than silk, slithering along the curve of his mouth.

He couldn’t breath…he was gasping, and she calmed him down.

“Honey, what is it?”

“I…I…don’t know.”

She smiled. “Do you react this way whenever a beautiful woman kisses you?”

For answer he pressed his lips onto hers again. He entered a world available only to them. His hand came up and touched her breast.

When they broke it was she who gasped. “Lord. I’ve awakened a sleeping volcano.”

Then he was relaxed. At least relaxed enough to let her smear Nair all over him. She put a thick layer under his arms, she smushed it into his crotch, she even coated his asshole with the stuff, making him jump when she gigglingly smeared it around his brown button.

“Don’t worry,” she kissed him again, “You’ll get used to that.”

Get used to it? He was to be there for a couple of hours, but he had trouble conflating a mission of mercy with only a couple of hours.

They stood there then, face to face, gazing in each others eyes as she held his cock with one hand and stroked it with the other.

He was lost in her, mesmerized, adrift in a sargasso sea of erotica.

Then his flesh started to burn. He didn’t notice it at first because his heart was on fire and his whole body was feeling the heat. Then he yelped and looked at his skin.

“Come on, into the shower.”

She had smeared some of the Nair on herself, so she jumped in with him, ignoring the fact that she was wearing her peignoir.

The water washed down over them, rinsing the Nair off them, and his hair.

He looked down at his body, and it felt weird, but he didn’t realize how weird until she was drying him off. Then his flesh was electric, felt like all hairs were standing up, when there were no hairs.

She tossed the wet peignoir into a hamper and put on a maroon robe.

“Your hair is wet. Let me style it quickly.”

She put him in the vanity chair in the bedroom. She produced a pair of scissors, a brush, a comb, and set about shaping his hair. Her robe hung open and he was treated to the sight of her voluptuous flesh.

She was good. She only snipped a bit here and there, not enough to rob him of his masculinity when he was back to being a man, but when she brushed and spritzed him with hair spray his hair took on an entirely different appearance.

It was a delicate combination of curls and stray wisps. She spent time on it, and when she was done he was astounded. He had started out with a flop of male hair, unruly, down to his shoulders.

Now it was a beautiful waterfall of shimmering shades of brunette.

“Beautiful hair,” she murmured at one point.

Then he was done, and she giggled at how erect his cock was.

“I think he likes it, she said, sitting on his lap, but managing to avoid his cock, and kissing him.

Then she sprang off his lap, full of excitement, terribly different from the girl who had ambushed him with thoughts of suicide. She pulled his hands onto the vanity table and sat on his lap, pushed his cock upwards so it ran up the crack of her ass. She was doing something to his fingers, and would every once in a while wiggle her ass back against his rigid, pounding pud.

“What are you doing,” he was finding it difficult to talk.

“Your nails.”

His nails? He felt faint. His nails?

“I’m putting long stilettos on your fingers. I’m painting them bright red. You’re going to love it.”

He was silent. He was naked, with the world’s most beautiful woman sitting on his lap. He was going to object if she wanted to paint his nails?

She finished one hand, and he was able to look at it when she did the other hand. It was red tipped, like bloody claws, and yet…he felt a lust of another kind rising up in him.

His penis was pushing against her backside, rising up through her cracks and pressing against the small of her back. Again and again and again.

She moved the robe so they were flesh on flesh, but without penetration.

She liked it and kept wiggling back on him.

He was so close to paradise, but she was just teasing him.

In spite of their closeness, their nakedness, what she was doing to his body, he knew she wasn’t going to fuck him. Things like that just didn’t happen.

She finished his hands and knelt at his feet. He stared at his wits, his cock now free to bob in the air.

She painted his toenails, glancing up at his cock every once in a while and smiling.

A little drop of pre-cum kept forming on the tip of his penis, then it would slide down the side of his shaft.

She blew on his cock at one point, and caused it to throb and sway.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she said, standing up. “Let’s go make you more beautiful.”

She took him back to the room with the closet full of clothes. Now he realized the clothes were too big for her, but not for him.

She picked up the red dress she had discarded earlier, held it to him, and smiled.

“Boobs.”

“What?”

She reached into a drawer and took out a bra. “This should fit you.”

He held it up, turned it, untwisted it, and put it on.

She giggled and helped him, then she reached up to a. box on a top shelf. She brought it down and held out a pair of breast forms.

“We talked about him getting real boobs, some implants, but we were too public at the time. We thought maybe when we were sort of retired, but…” she stopped talking and wasn’t happy.

“Hey. Knock that off.”

She stared up at him, and her eyes made a magical change. They went from gloomy memory to cheer, just like that.

“You’re good for me.”

She slipped one of the forms into the cup of his bra. It was an expensive form, and it fit him perfectly.

He looked down. The bra had been selected for its natural look. It was full enough to hide much of the difference between form and flesh.

“Beautiful,” she said. She handed him the tightest pair of panties he had ever seen.

He tried to put them on, but they were so incredibly tight.

“Do this,” she said, and she just pushed down on his boner until it slipped between his legs and pointed at his ass.

He grunted and bent over a little.

She pulled on the panties, hard, and suddenly they were snug, tight, and his cock was definitely going to stay bent back.

“It’s called a gaff. Female impersonators use them to hide the penile bulge.”

She rubbed the front of his groin, and she was right. There was no sign that he had a cock.

She handed him a garter, and they went over to the bed in the room and she helped him get into it. He learned how to breath high in his chest as she tightened the ties, but it made his waist incredibly small.

“Let’s do you right,” she whispered, and she handed him a garter belt and started unwrapping new stockings.

The garter belt went up easy, as did the stockings. But the stockings made his newly naked flesh alive. His boner throbbed, almost painfully, in the gaff.

“Fuck,” he whispered, pressing down.

She took his hand away. “Relax. Learn how to be excited without a boner.”

Now that was a new concept. How the hell was he supposed to do that?

She helped him into the dress, and it slid over his chest easily. Suddenly any sign of his manliness was gone.

Oh, he needed make up, but his body was ‘cured’ of things male.

His legs were shaved and slender and tipped with red toenails. His waist was small and his hips flared under the corset. His chest, with the corset pushing it up, was enormous.

Sexy.

Female.

“Beautiful,” she murmured again.

She helped him into heels, and he stared down at the red tips poking out through he open toed classic, black spikes.

He had trouble balancing, but only for a moment.

Then she sat him down at the vanity again.

Lucas stared, and in this moment he wanted to call it off.

But he couldn’t. He had come so far, and the changes in her were incredible. She was vibrant, alive, vivacious…sexy.

Her whole persona was transformed into that wonderful creature that audiences the world over loved. couldn’t do without.

She used small sponges and cleansed his face. Cleaned out his pores. Prepared him for what was to come.

Primer, setting the stage, blush, foundation, his face began to take on new highlights. Male angles were transformed into female curves. His cheekbones looked higher. His chin not so prominent.

His mouth was open in shock as she changed him, and at one point she laughed and told him to close his mouth.

He did, and watched as she brushed his eyes, made them into alluring caves with sparkles of light within.

Her robe fell open and he stared at her breasts, so big and exciting. He gulped uncontrollably and she laughed.

She plucked his eyebrows, just enough to make it so he could be male or female.

She put liner on him and curled his lashes and lengthened them.

Then the lipstick. First plumper, which burned, but made his lips bigger. Then the color. Beautiful, bright red. To match his fingernails. Then a coating of gloss.

In the mirror he was beautiful. No trace of the man now. Just a sexy, alluring woman with good fashion sense and fine make up.

She surprised him by piercing his ears. He jerked and said, “Ow!”

“Don’t be a baby,” she laughed as she pierced his other ear.

“I find’t expect that.”

She selected small strings with diamond circles on the ends. He could feel them touching his neck, and it was a very suggestive feeling. They were probably worth ten thousand dollars.

Finally, he was done.

Grinning, unable to keep looking at him, Stella took Lucas down stairs.

She made them drinks, with straws, and sat him down on the couch.

He sat, and realized the dress was so tight he couldn’t cross his legs.

“Cross at the knees. Keep your legs together. Don’t be a slut.”

She giggled, and he almost laughed.

Almost.

He had agreed to this transition, he had gone along with it, but there was a big part of him that was in protest.

He was a man, dammit! He wasn’t a girl!

But he looked like a girl.

And with a little instruction by Stella he walked like a girl.

And she schooled him so that he talked in a higher pitch, and emphasized parts of sentences in a breathy manner.

So if he looked like, and talked like, then…was he a girl?

Stella didn’t give him much time to think about that.

They sat on the couch and she looked at him, and was inordinately happy.

There was no trace of the girl with the gun in her hand.

She stood up suddenly, bouncing to her feet, and went to the record player.

An old house, an old record player, a man ten years her senior.

Lucas had a huge clue to this girl’s personality.

She went through the stack of albums and selected one. She put the record on the spindle, lowered the needle, and…

Tall and tan and young and lovely
The girl from Ipanema goes walking…

She took his hand and pulled him to his feet. They danced, bodies pressed together, or apart, boobs bouncing, or not, sometimes kissing, sometimes not.

Inside his gaff Lucas was learning a hard truth. Or a soft truth.

His penis got tired of struggling against the confinement and lay there, semi hard. It didn’t hurt much, but it made him tilt slightly forward at the waist, pooching his butt out in the most delightful manner.

After The Girl from Ipanema she put on another record.

You ask how much I need you, must I explain?

I need you, oh my darling, like roses need rain.

Until the Twelfth of Never, by Johnny Mathis.

“You used to play these songs all the time. Not quite rock and roll, you said. More musical, but not classic.

He didn’t miss out on the fact that she was talking to him as if he was Russell.

And he didn’t care.

He assumed she was playing a part, and he was smitten, so he entered into her play.

“What else did I like?”

She had her head against him, they were entwined, she looked up quickly, inspected the depth of his involvement, and liked what she saw.

“I’ll show you.”

They danced.

How High the Moon by Les Paul and Mary Ford.

That’s Amore by Dino.

Walking after Midnight by Patsy.

Hit after hit. Forgotten by people seventy years later, and the people didn’t know what they were missing.

Soft, beautiful music. Real music with real instrumentation, crooning, washing over them and taking them to another time. A time more appropriate to the personas.

Outside the sky lightened. It was dawn, and the sun poured light across the world.

Still, they danced, and snuggled and cuddled and hugged and kissed.

In a way it was a pure, sweet, innocent love.

But it was also more.

She took the needle off the record and turned off the record player. She stood for a moment looking down at the ancient machine. Then she turned to Lucas.

“Now comes the dangerous part.”

“Dangerous?”

“I thought about using the gun to compel you, but considering how far we’ve come, that would be a sin.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Do you remember how we used to make love?”

Lucas shook his head, completely mystified as she tapped into memories beyond him.

“I was frightened at first, and you had to talk me into it. But once I did it, once I saw how deeply I’d reached into you, I never wanted to make love any other way.”

She was standing in the middle of the living room, looking down at him, who was sitting on the couch.

“You’re going to have to explain.”

“It’s simple,” she said, advancing on him and holding out her hand. “Do you know how lesbians make love?”

“I…thought I did.”

“You did,” she affirmed. “They trib, pushing their groins together, vigorously, until they orgasm. They use their hands and mouths, inserting, pummeling, fisting…and they cum.”

He was starting to have an inkling of where she was going, but he didn’t want to admit to it. It was too far beyond him.

“You wanted me to be pure, so you never put your penis in me. Instead…”

He listened as she rolled back his mind.

“Instead you wanted me to put my penis in you.”

He was stunned, once again, and he said nothing.

“Our whole time together, you never fucked me. I did the work. I would wear a strap on and use it on you, or a vibrator, or just my fist. You would do the same to me.

“Never did we penetrate flesh with flesh.

“That is why our love was so pure. In a way…that is why we endured. Sex didn’t mess up our relationship, our friendship, our love for each other.”

She was sitting on the couch with him then, turned towards him, facing him, speaking earnestly.

“That is what I need. Can you be Russell a little longer?”

Lucas was silent.

He was in love. Completely. She had conquered him.

He wanted to do what she asked, but could he?

He had never had anybody do him in that way, but…could he?

He sat and stared at her. Her face was inches from his, yet she made no move to close with him.

She wanted to do him. Her in charge. Him under her.

For all the purity she spoke of, there was one thing she didn’t speak of.

He who does the fucking is in charge. He is the dominant.

She who is fucked is not in charge. She is the submissive.

That is the way it has been for millennia. That is the relationship of men to women.

Yes, it can be reversed, many did, and they preferred it reversed.

Gays. Lesbians. Trans. They all made choices about what their sexuality was.

But he was straight, and she was asking him to submit to her.

She was asking him to lay down and spread, and to let her be the man.

Because he was already a woman.

In form.

Not in mind.

But, what would it hurt if he bent over this one time? What would it hurt for him to submit? They would never see each other again, and…could he do it?

“Will it hurt?”

“I’m very good. I will be as gentle as possible, but it always hurts a little to lose your virginity.”

Lose his virginity. Another concept he had to deal with, yet not a significant one.

He had lost his virginity as a male long ago.

So…could he?

He was gulping as he considered, realizing that he was going down a road that, once traveled, could never be backed out of.

“I can try.”

“No,” she said, leaning even closer to him, breathing on his lips, his mouth. “You can do. If you don’t go into it with that determination then you’ll fail.”

“You really want this.”

“So do you, Russell.”

Russell. Lucas. For a split moment he wondered what the partitions in her mind were.

But he knew.

Under the glitz and the glamor and the incredible beauty, she was a woman who got her way.

She had gotten her way with him. So far.

He abruptly made up his mind.

“I can do this.”

She smiled, then leaned the last inch and tenderly slid her lips across his.

His penis in his gaff wiggled, and he was horny, but…it didn’t hurt. His penis was learning how to be excited without a boner.

She took his hand then, the sunlight pouring through the glass over her front door, the room becoming well lit, and led him up the stairs.

They entered her bedroom and she shed her robe.

“Lean against the bed. Bend over and lean across it.

He did.

First she took a strap on out of a drawer and put it on. Then she took out a jar of lube and began smoothing it into him.

God, it felt good! Her fingers ran over his sensitive rectum, smushed lube into it, and he found himself wanting more.             

She hadn’t even penetrated him and he wanted more!

Then she entered him, smoothed the lube in, and rimmed him slowly, relentlessly, inexorably.

He grunted. there was a little pain, his ass hadn’t been stretched this way, but if a turd can go out, then…something else can go in.

She spent a long time working him. She whispered in his ear, kissed his neck, and kept inserting, moving around, using more fingers, and it was the most enjoyable experience he had ever had.

Truth, it was better than any sex he had ever had.

Then she moved up behind him, greased herself up, and had her way with him.

She took her time, broke him in properly, and he did cum. And it was a good cum.

“You just have to know how to press on the prostate the right way,” she whispered to him, leaning on him, her large breasts smushed on his back.

He just sighed, and was about as relaxed as he had ever been.

And he wanted to do it again.

But she laughed, and told him it was his turn to wear the strap on.

So he did.


Epilogue

Lucas moved in the following week.

He was considered her chauffeur by Hollywood, but everybody knew he was doing more than just driving her around.

A couple of years later they moved to an island in the Caribbean. It was a small island with a small mansion on it. There was a small town  on the other side of the island where the natives had their little businesses.

Tourism, a small plantation, fishing in the open sea. It was a paradise.

And now Lucas could dress like a woman all the time, and late at night the natives would hear him moaning and crying out.

They never saw Lucas as a woman, and they thought the American actress must have been very good in bed.

They had no idea.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been 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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